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Fenton's _ Quest. 


BY M. E. BRADDON. 


CHAPTER I. 
THE COMMON FEVER. 


A WARM summer evening, with a sultry haze 
brooding over the level landscape, and a Sab- 
bath stillness upon all things in the village of 
Lidford, Midlandshire. In the{remoter corners 
of the old gothic church 
the shadows are Ne 
ginning to gather as the 
sermon draws near its 
close; but in the center 
aisle and about the pulpit 
there is broad daylight 
still shining in from the 
wide western window. 
across the lower half of 
which there are tall fig- 
ures of the Evangelists 
in old stained glass. 

There are no choristers 
at Lidford, and the even- 
ing service is conducted 
in rather a drowsy way}; 
but there is a solemn 
air of re about the 
gray old church that 
should be conducive to 
tranquil thoughts and 
pious meditations. Sim- 

le and earnest have 

en the words of the 
sermon, simple and 
earnest seem the coun- 
tenaneces of the con- 
gregation, looking rev- 
erently upward at their 
pastor; and one might 
fancy, contemplating 
wwat grand old church, 
so much too spacious for 
the needs of the little 
flock gathered there to- 
night, that Lidford was 
a forgotten, half-desert- 
éd corner of this earth 
in which a man tired of 
the press and turmoil of 
the world might find an 
almost.. monastic soli- 
tude and calm. 

So thought a gentle 
man in the Squire’s pew 
—a good-looking man of 
about thirty, who was 
finishing his first Sunday 
at Lidford by devout 
ettendance at evening 
service. He had been 
thinking a good deal 
about this quiet country 
life during the service, 
wondering whether it 
was not the best life a 
man could live, after all, 
and thinking it all the 
sweeter because of his 
own experience, which 
had lain chiefly in cities, 

He was a certain Mr. 
Gilbert Fenton, an Aus- 
tralian merchant, and 
was On a visit to his sis- 
ter, who had married 
the principal land-owner 
in Lidford, Martin Lis- 
ter—a man whose father 
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had been called ‘the Squire.” The lady sat 
opposite her brother in the wide old family 
pew to-night—a handsome-looking matron, 
with a little rosy-cheeked damsel sitting by her 
side—a damsel with flowing auburn hair, tiny 
hat and feather, and bright scarlet stockings, 
looking very much as if she had walked out of 
a ag by Mr. Millais. 

he congregation stood up to sing a hymn 
when the sermon was ended, and Gilbert Fen- 
ton turned his face towards the opposite line of 
pews, in one of which, very near him, there 
was a girl at whom Mrs, Lister had caught her 


A STUNNING BLOW. 


= \) 
iN 


brother looking very often during the service 
just concluded. 

It was a face that a man could scarcely look 
upon once without finding his glances wander- 
ing back to it afterwards; not quite a perfect 
face, but a very bright and winning one. 
Large gray eyes, with a wonderful light in 
them, under dark lashes and darker brows; a 
complexion that had a dusky or, a delicate 
semi-transparent olive-tint that one seldom sees 
out of a Spanish picture: a sweet rosy mouth, 
and a piquant little nose of no poe order, 
made up the catalogue of this young lady’s 
charms, But in a face 
worth looking at there 
isalways something that 
cannot be put into 
words; and the brightest 
and best attributes of 
this face were quite be- 
yond translation, It was 
a face one might almost 
call ‘‘ splendid "—there 
was such a light and 
glory about it at some 
moments. Gilbert Fen-, 
ton thought so to-night 
as he saw it in the fu 
radiauce of the western 
sunlight, the lips parted 
as the girl sang, the 
clear gray eyes looking 
upward. 

a was eg Grae: a 

rtly, genial - looking 
Pid We by her 
side, and accompanied 
her to the church-porch 
when the hymn *was 
Here they both 
lingered a moment to 
shake hands with Mrs. 
Lister, very much to 
Gilbert’ Fenton’s satis- 
faction. They walked 
along the churchyard 
es together, and Gil- 

ert. gave his. sister’s 
arm a little tug, which 
meant, ‘Introduce 
me.” 

““My brother Mr. Fen- 
ton, Captain Sedgewick, 
Miss Nowell.” 

The Captain shook 
hands with Gilbert. 
“Delighted to know 

ou, Mr. Fenton; de- 

hted to know any one 
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beloriging to Mrs. Lister. 
You are going to stop 
down here for some 
time, I .hope,” 

“T fear not for very 
long, Captain Sedge- 


wick. I am a business 
man, you see, and can’t 
afford to take a long 

? 


holiday from the City. 
Mrs. Lister laughed. 
“My brother is utterly 
devoted to commercial, 
ursuits,” she said; ‘I 
Phin k he believes every 
hour wasted that he 
spends out of his count- 
ing-house.” 
* And yet I was think- 
ing in church this even- 
ing that a man’s life 


NAAN ‘ht be beg egy in such 
a place as this, drifting 
away ina kind of dreamy 


Ah Mr’! 


idleness, than yee successes possible to commerce |, 


could ever make it,” 
very soon be tired of your dreamy idle- 
Wh aha, his sister, “and sigh for your offiee and 
your club. ‘ 

“‘@he country suits old people who have played their 
part bat and made an end of it,” said the Captain. 

*It my little girl here very well, too,” he added, 
with a fond glance at his companion; ‘*she has her 
birds and her flowers, and her books and music; and I 
gout think she ever sighs for any thing gayer than Lid- 

‘ord. “ 2 

“Never, Uncle George,” said. the girl, slipping her 
hand through his a And Gilbert Fenton saw that 
those two were very fond of each other, 

They came to the end of a shady, oe: lane at this 
moment, and Captain Sedgewick and Miss 
Mrs. Lister and her brother good-evening, and went 
away down the lane arm-in-arm, 

“What a lovely girl she is!” said Gilbert when they 
were gone, ‘ : 

“ Lovely is rather a strong word, Gilbert,” Mrs. Lister 
answered, coldly: ‘‘she is certainly pretty,’ but I hope 
you aré not going to lose your heart in that direction.” 

‘There is no fear of that.. A man may admire a girl’s 
face without being in any danger of losing hisheart. But 
why not in that direction, Belle? Is any special 
objection to the lady ?” 4 

* Only that she is a nobody, without. either money or 
position; and I think you ought to ‘have both when you 
marry ?” 

“Thanks for the implied compliment: but I do not 
fancy that an Australian merchant can expect to secure 
a wife of very exalted position; and I am the last man in 
the world to marry for money.” 

“‘T don’t for a moment suppose you would marry any 
one you didn’t like from mercenary considerations; but 
there 1s no reason you should make a foolish match,’’ 

“Of course not, I think it very doubtful whether I 
shall ever marry atall. I am just the kind of a man to 
go down to my grave a bachelor.” 

“ Why so, Gi bs 

Ican hardly tell you, my dear. Perhaps I am 
rather difficult to please—just alittle stony-hearted and 
invulnerable. Iknow that since I was a boy, and got 
over my school-boy love affairs, I have never seen the 
woman who could touch my heart. I have met plenty of 
pretty women, and plenty of brilliant women, of course, 
in society ; and have admired them, and there an end, I 
have never seen a woman whose face impressed me 80 
7 at first sight as the face of your friend Miss Now- 
ell, 


“Tam yery sorry for that.” 
“But why, Belle?” 
‘Because the girl is a nobody—less than nobody. 
There is an unpleasant kind of mystery about her 
“How is that? Her uncle, Captain Sedgewick, seems 
to be a gentleman.” . d 
* Oa) Sedgewick is very well, but ho is not her 
uncle; he adopted her when she was « bare 3 little girl.” 
“ But whosare her people, and how did she fall into 
his hands?” 
‘*T have never heard that. He is not very fond of 
ng about the subject. When we first came to know 
them, he told us that Marian was only bis adopted niece ; 
omit na We the Gatghter of onae friend, eappoee.. ‘The 
C) some friend, I suppose. iy 
seem very much attached to each other.” 
“ Yos, she is very fond of him, and he of her. She is 


owell wished | bed. 
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dance at church upon thi: 
‘had finished hiscustom- 


by 
them 


family. ° 

“Well, Toddlekins,” he cried, to the little girl, “I 
you were very attentive to the sermon; listened for two 
and made up for your lazy dad., That’s.a vicarious kind 
of devotion that ought to be permitted occasionally to a 
hard working fellow like me. I’m glad you’ve come 
back to give us some tea, Belle. Don’t go up stairs; let 
Susan carry up your bonnet and shawl. It’s nearly nine 
o'clock. Toddlekins wants her tea before she goes to 

“Lucy has had her tea in the nursery,” said Mrs. 
Lister, as she took her seat before the cups and saucers, 

“But she will have some more with papa,” replied 
Martin, who had an amiable knack of spoiling his child- 
ren. There were only two—this bright fair-haired Lucy, 
aged nine, and a sturdy boy of seven. 

They sipped. their tea, and talked alittle about who had 
been at church and who had not been, and the room was 
filled with that. atmosphere of dullness’ which seems to pre- 
vail insuch households upon a summer Sunday evening ; 
akind of palpable emptiness which sets a man specu- 
lating how many years he may have to» live and how 
many such Sundays he may have to spend, He is apt to 
end by wondering a little whether life is really worth the 
trouble it costs, when almost the best thing that can come 
of it is a condition of comfortable torpor like this, 

Gilbert Fenton. put down his cup and went over to one 
of the open windows. It was nearly as dark as it was 
likely to be that midsummer night. A new moon was 
shining faintly in the clear evening sky; and here and 
there a solitary star shone with a tremulous brightness, 
The shadows’of the trees made spots of solemn darkness 
on the wide lawn before the windows, and a warm, 
faint sweetness came from the crowded flower-beds, 
where all the flowers in this light were of one grayish 
silvery hue, 

“Tis almost too warm an evening for the house,” said 
Gilbert ; ‘‘ I think Ill take a stroll,” 

“Td come with you, old fellow, but I’ve been all round 
the farm, and I’m dead-beat,” said good-natured Martin 
Lister, . 


mal 
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ily | as if a kind of instinct had brought 


an le girl; I have nothing tosay against her; | ask 


but—”" 

“But what, Belle?” 

**T shouldn't like you to fall in love with her.” 

“ But I should, mamma!” cried the damsel in scarlet 
stockings, who had absorbed every word of the forego- 
ing conversation. “I should like Unole Gil to love Mar- 
ian just aa I love her. 
world, Whei 


very rude.” 

you, mamma,” 
4 time, within the grounds of 
a handsome red-brick house of the early Georgian era, 
which had been tha property of the Listers ever since it 
was built. Without, the gardens were a picture of neat- 
ness and order; within, every thing was solid and com- 
fortable; the furniture of a somewhat ponderous and 
exploded fashion, but handsome withal, and brightened 
here and there by some concession to modern notions of 
or ease—a dainty little table for books, a luxu- 
rious ~chair, and so on, 
Martin Lister was a gentleman chiefly distingvished 
by good nature hospitable instincts, and an enthusiastic 
devotion to iculture. There were very few things in 
common between him and his brother-in-law, the Aus- 
tralian merchant; but they got on very well together for 
& short time. Fenton pretended to be ‘ound- 
ly interested in the thrilling question of drainage, deep 
and seemed to enter unreservedly into 


in agricultural 
really liked 


the varying 
fervor 
amidst 


scenes 

The men smoked their cigars together in a quietly 
D spirit, strolling shout the gardens and 
> out a sentence now and then, and anon 
into a laay reverie, each DOgteNS Te Oe alan 
Moeditating transa ’ foreign 

‘3 of doubtful solvency, 

as the case might be; 

‘armer upon the chances of 4 

arvest, or the probable yalue of his Scotch short- 


groove like 
he making— 
ted | that natural 


than seven, years | 
bred w with soexpecustien of 


@ counting-house, had 


hope, which savored. of old bachelorhood, And as 


spas, the pine spores where the band played, the 
gambling saloons ad their company, by heart, though 
he had never staid more than a fortnight at any one of 

1. He had, usted Brittany and the south of* 
France in those fapid scampers ; skimmed the cream of 
their novelty, at any rate. He did not care very much” 
for field-sports, and hunted and sltot in a jog-trot safe 
kind of way, with a view, to the benefit of his health, 
1 for the rest 
of his pleasures—the social rubber at his club, the Black-— 
wall or Richmond dinners—it seemed only custom that 
made them agreeable, — 

If I had gone to the bar, as I intended to do before 
any father's death, I should have had an object in life,” 
he thought, as he puffed slowly at his cigar; ‘‘ but a com- 
mercial man has nothing to hope for in the way of fame, 
n to work for except money. I have a good mind 
tosell the business, now that itis worth selling, and go 
in for the bar, after all, late as itis,” = 

He had thought of this more than once; but he knew 
the fancy was a foolish one, and that his friends would 
Jaugh at him for his folly. 

,_ He was beyond the grounds of Lidford House by this 
time, sauntering onward in the fair summer night ; not 
indifferent to the calm loveliness of the scene around 
him, only conscious that there was some void within 
himself which these things could not fill, He walked 
along the road by which he and his sister had come back 
from church, and turned into the lane at the endof 
which Captain Sedgewick had bidden them good-night. 
He had been down this lane before to-night, and knew 
that it was one of the prettiest walks about Lidford ; so 
there was searcely anything strange in the fact that he 
should choose this promenade for his evening saunter. 

The rustic way, wide enough for a wagon, and with 
sloping grassy banks, and tall straggling hedges full of 
dog-roses and honeysuckle, led towards a river—a fair 
winding stream, which was one of the glories of Lidford. “ 
A little before one'came to ‘the river, the lane opened 
upon & green, where there was a mill and a usiller’s cot~ 
tage, a rustic inn, and two or three other houses of more 
genteel pretensions, 

Gilbert Fenton wondered which of these was the habi- 
tation of Captain Sedgewick,conclnding that the half-pay 
officer and his niece must needs live in one of them. He 
reconnoitered them as he wént by the low garden-fences 
over which he could see the pretty lawns and flower 
beds, with clusters of evergreens here and there, and a 
wealth of roses and seringa. One of them, the prettiest 
and most secluded, was also the smallest, alow white- 
walled cottage, with casement windows above, and old- 
fashioned bow-windows below, and a porch overgrown 
with roses, The house lay back a little way from the 
green; and there was a tiny brook ruhning beside the 
holly hedge that bounded the garden, spanned by a little 

ic bridge before the gate. 

ausing just beside this bridge, Mr. Fenton heard the * 
joyous barking of a dog, and caught a brief glimpse of a 
light muslin dress flitting across the little lawn at one 
side of the cottage. While he was wondering about the 
of this dress, the noisy dog came toward 
lish figure appeared 


the gate, and in the next moment a 
and out among the 


in the winding path that went in 
mentee ton knew that tall, slim igure 

C enton knew + fi yery well. 
He had guessed rightly, and this low white-walled cot- 
tage was really Captain Sedgewick’s. g It seemed to him 
to that precise 


spot, 

Miss Nowell came to the gate, and stood there loo! 
out, with a Skye-terrier in her arms, Gilbert drew 
a e, and flung his cigar into the brook. She had not 
seen him yet. Her looks were wandering far away across 
the freen, as if in search of some one, 

Gilbert Fenton stood quite still beaters: Hg She 
looked even prettier without her bonnet she had 
‘looked in the church, he thought; the rich dark-brown 
hair gathered in a great knot at the back of the gra 


distur- | head; the perfect throat circled by a broad black ribbon, 


Gilbert Fenton took upon himself the management of 
the business. He hada clear, comprehensive Peter, 
which adapted itself very easily to commerce, He pu 
his shoulder to the wheel with a will, and worked for 


first three years of his business career as it is not given | pect 


to many men to work in the course of their lives. By 
that time the ship had been steered clear of all rocksand 
ui and rode commercial 


cone a rie aes 


of his dead father’s honor and repute ; later he fell intoa 
other men, and worked for the love of money- 
not with any sordid love of money, but with 
desire to accumulate which grows out of a 

Reale ie in an unusually tho 
e Was ij thoughtful humor, 
to things in the x balance with a doubt- 
a was new to him. The 
ness Of his life in the country 
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from which there hung an old-fashioned gold cross; the 
youthful figure set off by the 
coming in its utter simplicity. 

He could not stand there forever looking at hoz, pleas- 
ant as it might be to him to contemplate the lovely face ; 
80 he made a little movement at last, and came a fow 
steps nearer to the gate, i 

“Good evening once more, Miss Nowell,” he said. 

She looked up at him, surprised by his sudden appear- 


mar but in no manner embarrasse 


, and I ex- 
him home every minute.” 

“T have been indulging in a solitary cigar myself,” an- 
swered Gilbert, ‘One is apt to be inspired with an an- 
tipathy to the house on this kind of evening. I left 
the Listers yawning over their tea-cups, and came out for 
aramble, The aspect of the lane at which we parted 
company this evening tempted me down this way, What 
a pretty house you have! Do you know, I guessed that 
it was yours before I saw you.” 

“Indeed! You must have quite a talent for guess- 


i ” 
ne Not in a general way; but there is a fitness in 
things. Yes, I felt sure that this was your house,” 
“Tam glad you like it,” she answeredsimply, “Uncle 
George and I are very fond of it, But it must seem a 
poor little place to you after Lidford House.” 
“Jidford House is spacious, and comfortable, and 
mild hardly associate the faintest 
—_ But. about) this 
ere is your uncle, I~ 


house on such 
insisted on his going in-doors with them, 
ibited disinclination Soiinge 
cottage drawing-room, though it was only ta 
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girlish muslin dress, 80 be- 
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y 
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sit, 


fourth of the size of that at Lidford House. It looked a 
very pretty room in the lamp-light, with — old-fash- 
ioned en es 4 cag and most’ deli chintz 
hangings and cov igs 01 airs and sofgs, and some 
valuable old china here and there. = 


Captain Sedgewick had plenty to say for himself, and 
was pleased to find an intelligent stranger to converse 
with. His health had failed him long ago, and he had 
turned his back upon the world of action forever ; but he 
was as cheerful and hopeful as if his existence had been 
the gayest possible to man, 

course they talked a little of military matters, the 
changes that had come about in the service—none of 
them changes for the better, according to the Captain, 
who was a little behind the times in his way of looking 
at these things. 


He ordered in a bottle of claret for his guest, and Gil- 
bert Fenton found himself seated by the open bow-win- 
dow looking out at the dusky lawn, and drinking bis 
wine, as much at home as if. he had been a visitor of the 
Captain’s for the last ten years, Marian Nowell sat on 
the other side of the room, with the lamp-light shining 
on her dark-brown hair, and with that much-to-be-envied 
Skye-terrier on her lap, Gilbert glanced across at her 
every now and then while he was talking with her uncle; 
and by-and-by she came over to the window, and stood 
behind the Captain’s chair, with her clasped hands rest- 
ing upon his shoulder. 

Gilbert contrived to engage her in the conversation 
presently. He found her quite able to discuss the airy 
topics which he started—the last new volume of poems, 
the picture of the year, and so on. There was nothing 
awkward or provincial in her manner; and if she did not 
say any thing particularly brilliant, there was good sense 
in all her remarks, and sho had a bright, animated way of 
speaking that was very charming. 

She had lived a life of peculiar seclusion, rarely going 
beyond the village of Lidford, and had.contrived to find 
perfect happiness in that simple existence. The Captain 
told Mr. Fenton this in the course of their talk. 

“T have not been able to afford so much as a visit to 
London for my darling,” he said; ** but I do not know 
that she is any the worse for her ignorance of the great 
world, The grand point is that she should be happy, and 
I thank God that she has been happy hitherto.” 


**T should be very ungrateful if I were not, uncle 
George,” the girl said, in a half-whisper. 

C Sedgewick gave a thoughtful sigh, and was 
silent for a little while after this; and then the talk went 
on again until the clock upon the chimney-piece struck 
the half-hour after ten, and Gilbert Fenton rose to say 
good-night. ‘I haye staid a most unconscionable time, 
i fear,” he said; ‘“‘but I had really no idea it was so 
late.” 


“< Pray, don’t burry away,” replied the Captain. “You 
ought to help me to finish that bottle. Mayian and I are 


Gilbert would have had no objection to loiter away 
another half-hour in the bow-window, talking politics 
with the Captain, or light literature with Miss ‘Nowell, 
but he knew that his prolonged absence must have 
already caused some amount of wonder at Lidford House; 
20 he held firmly to his good-night, sheok hands with his 
new friends, holding Marian Nowell’s soft slender hand 
in his for the first oo and wondering at the strange 
magic of her touch, and then went out into the dreamy 
atmosphere of the summer night a changed creature, 

“Ts this love st first sight?” he asked himself, as he 
walked homeward along the rustic lane, where dog-roses 
and the starry flowers and the wild convulvulus gleamed 
whitely in the uncertain light. ‘‘ Is it? I should have been 


+ not the earliest people in Lidford!” 


yet what else do I know of her? Absolutely nothing, 
She may be the shallowest of living creatures—the most 
the falsest, the basest. No; I donot believe she 
or unworthy, There is something 
noble in her face—something more than mere beauty, 
Heaven knows, I have seen enough of that in my time, I 
could scarcely be so childish as to be bewitched by a pair 
of gray eyes and a rosy mouth; there must be some- 
thing more. And, after all, this is most likely a passing 
fancy, born out of the utter idleness and dullness of this 
© back to Lordon in a week or two, and 
owell, Marian Nowell!” 

‘e repeated the name with unspeakable tenderness in 
his tone—a deeper feeling than would have seemed nat- 
ural toa fancy. a was more like a symptom of 
sickening for life’s great fever. 

It was close bs ‘saa eleven when he made his appearance 


ing-room, where Martin Lister was 
enjoying a sl ato. nap, while his wife stifled her 
yawns over a mild theological treatise. 

He had to listen to a good deal of wonderment about 
the length of his absence, and was fain to confess to an 
accidental encounter with Captain Sedgewick, which had 
necessitated into the cottage. 

“ Why, what could have taken you that way, Gilbert ?” 
“A truant fancy, I suppose, my dear. Itis as good a 
‘way as any other. 

Mrs, Lister sighed, and shook her head doubtfully, 

““What fools you men are,” she said, “about a pretty 


* Inch Martin, Belle, when he fell in love with 
your fair self?” 


“‘ Martin did not stare me out of countenance in churc! 
But you have almost kept for prayers.” 


* | toLondon and the old 
ogi 


FENTON'S QUEST, 


‘ CHAPTER II, 


MARIAN’S STORY. 


THE days passed, and there was no more dullness or 
emptiness for Gilbert Fenton in his life at Lidford. He 
went every day to the white-walled cottage on the green, 
It was easy enough to find some fresh excuse for each 
yisit—a book or apiece of music which he had recom- 
mended to Miss Nowell, and had procured from London 
for her, or something of an equally frivolous character, 
The Captain was always cordial, always pleased to see 
him. His visits were generally made in the evening, and 
it was his delight tolinger over the pretty little round 
table by the bow-window drinking tea dispensed by Mar- 
ian. The bright home-like room, the lovely face turned 
so trustingly to his; these were the things which made 
that fair vision of the future that haun’ him so often 
now. 

He fancied himself the master of some pretty villa in 
the suburbs—at Kingston or Twickenham, perhaps, with 
a garden sloping down to the water’s edge, a lawn on 
which he and his wife and some chosen friend might sit 
after dinner in the long summer evenings, sipping their 
claret or their tea, as the case might be, and watching 
the last rosy glowof the sunset fade and die upon the 
river. He fancied himself with this girl for his wife, 
and the delight of going back from the dull, dry-as-dust 
labors of his city life to a home in which she would bid 
him welcome. He behaved with a due amount of cau- 
tion, and did not give the young lady any reason to sus- 
pect the state of the case yet a while. Marian was per- 
fectly devoid of coquetry, and had no idea that this gen- 
tleman’s constant presence at the cottage could have any 
reference to herself. He liked her uncle; what more 
natural than that he should like that gallant soldier, 
whom Marian adored as the first of mankind? And it 
was out of his liking for the Captain that he came so 
often, 

The Captain, however, had not been slow to discover 
the real state of affairs, and the discovery had given him 
unqualified satisfaction. 

For a long time his quiet contentment in this 
pleasant, simple, easy-going life had been clouded by 
anxious thoughts about Marian’s future, death 
should that event happen before she married—must 
needs leave her utterly destitute. The little property 
from which his income was derived was not within 
his power to bequeath. It would pass, upon his 
death, to one of his nephews. The furniture of the cot- 
tage might realize a few hundreds, which would most 
likely be, for the greater part, absorded by the debts of 
the year and the expenses of his funeral. Altogether, 
the outlook was a dreary one, and the Captain had suf- 
fered many 3 sharp pang in brooding over it. Lovely and 
attractive as Marian was, the chancesof an advantageous 
ee were not many for her in such a place as Lid- 
‘ord, 

It was natural, therefore, that Captain Sedgewick 
should welcome the advent of such @ man as Gilbert Fen- 
ton—a man of good position and ample means; a thor- 
oughly unaffected and agreeable fellow into the bargain, 
and quite handsome enough to win any woman's heart, 
the Captain thought. He watched the two Letnany wee 
together, after the notion of this thing came his 
mind, and about the sentiments of one of them he felt 
no shadow of doubt. He was not quite so clear about the 
feelings of the other. ‘There was a perfect frankuess and 
ease about Marian that seemed scarcely compatible with 
the growth of that tender passion which generally reveals 

itself by a certain amount of reserve, and is more 
eloquent in silence than in speech. Marian seemed 
always pleased to see Gilbert, always interested in his so- 
ciety; but she did not seem more than this, and the 


at Captain was sorely 


perplexed. 

There was a dinner-party at Lidford House during the 
second week of Gilbert’s uaintance with these new 
friends, and Captain Sedgewick and his adopted niece 
wccney ate Jeasant people to have at  dinner-party,” 

y are pleasant ple to have ata -party, 
Mrs. Lister aid, well a discussed the invitation with 
her husband and brother; ‘‘so I suppose they may as 
well come—though I don’t want to encourage your folly, 
Gilbert.” 

“My folly, as you are kind enough to call it, is not de- 
pendent on your encouragement, Belle.” 

“Then it is really a serious case, I suppose,” said Mar- 


tin. 
“T really admire Miss Nowell—more than I ever ad- 
mired any one before, if that is what you call a serious 


case, Martin.’ 
“Rather like it, I think,” the other answered, with a 
rh. 


laugh. 

e dinner was a very quiet business—a couple of 
steady-going country gentlemen with their wives and 
daughters, a son or two more or less dashing and sports- 
manilike in style, the rector and his wife, Captain Sedge- 
wick and Miss Nowell, Gilbert had to take one of the 
portly matrons in to dinner, and found himself placed 
at some distance from Miss Nowell during the repast; 
but he was able to make up for this afterwards, when he 
slipped out of the dining-room some time before the rest 
of the gentlemen, and found Marian seated at the piano 
playing a dreamy reverie of Goria’s, while the other 
ladies were gathered in a little knot discussing the last 
village sean 

He went over to the piano and stood by her while she 
played, loo! fondly down at the ul head, and 
the white hands gliding gently over the keys. He did 
not disturb her by much talk ; it was quite enough hap- 

iness for him to stand there watching her as she played, 
ter, when a couple of whist-tables had been established 
ted wn hot, those 


is very nearly over, Miss N 
said, by-and-by. “I shall have to go back 


commercial lif 
and Wing, and all that kind of thing,” 


“Your sister said you were very fond of the counting- 
house, Mr. Fenton,” she answered lightly. “I dare aay, 
if you would only confess the truth, you are heartily 
tired of the country, and will be delighted to resume 
your business life.” { 

**T should never be tired of Lidford.” 

i Indeed ! and yet it is generally considered such adull 
place. 
“Tt has not been soto me, It will always be a shining 
Ri in my memory, different and distinct from all other 
places,” 

She looked up at him, wondering a little at his earnest 
tone, and their eyes met—his full of tenderness, hers 
only shy and surprised, It was not then that the words 
he had to speak could be spoken, and he let the conver- 
sation drift into a general discussion of the merits of 
town and country life. But he was determined that the 
words should be spoken very soon. 

He went to the cottage next day, between three and 
four upon a drowsy summer afternoon, and was’ so for- 
tunate as to find Marian sitting under one of the walnut- 
trees at the end of the garden reading a novel, with her 
faithful Skye-terrier in attendance, He’ seated himself 
on a low garden-chair by her side and took the book 
gently from her hand. j 

*“‘T have come to spoil your afternoon’s amusement,” 
he said, ‘I have not many days more to spend in Lid- 
ford, ‘you know, and I want to make the most of a short 
time.” 


“The book is not particularly interesting,” Miss Nowell 
answered, laughing. ‘TI’ll go and tell = uncle you are 
here. He is taking an afternoon nap; but I know he'll 
he pleased to see you.” 

“Don’t tell him just yet,” said Fenton, detaining her. 
“T have something to say to you this afternoon—some= 
thing that it is wiser to say at once, perhaps; though I 
have been willingenough to put off the hour of saying 
it, a8 @ Man may well be when all his future life de 
upon the issue of a few words, I think you'must 
what I mean, Miss Nowell. Marian, I think you cam 
guess what is coming, I told you last night‘how sweet 
Lidford had been to me.” 

“Yes,” she said, with a bright, inquiring look in her 
eyes. ** But what have I to do with that?” 

“Everything. It is you who have made the little coun- 
try village my paradise, Oh, Marian, tell me that it has 
not been a fool’s paradise! My darling, I love. you with 
all my heart and soul, with an honest man’s first and only ~ 
love. Promise that you will be my wife.” 

He took the hand that lay leosely on her lap, and 
pressed it in both hisown, She withdrew it gently, and 
sat looking at him with a face that had grown suddenly 


pale, 

“You do not know what you are asking,” she said; © 
“you can not know. Cap’ Sedgewick is not)» my 
uncle. He does not even knew who my parents were. I 
am the most obscure creature in the world.” 

“Not one degree léss dear to me because of that, Ma- 
rian; only the dearer, Tell me, my darling, is there 
any hope for me?” ‘ 

“I never thought—” she faltered; I had no idea—” 

“That to know you was tolove you, My life and soulf 
I have loved you from the hour I first saw you in Lid- 
ford Church, I was a doomed man from that are | 
Marian, Oh, my dearest, trustme, and it shall go hard 
I do not make your future life a happy one, 
that Iam ten years—more ten years—your ; 
that is a difference on the right side. I have foughtthe 
battle of life and have conquered, and am strong enough 
to protect and shelter the woman I love. Come, Marian,. 
I am waiting for a word of hope.” : 

‘** And do you really love me?” she asked, wonderingly. 
“Tt seems so strange after so short a time.” 

se 7 loved you from that first evening in the church 
my dear,” 

“T am very grateful to you,” she said, slowly, “and I 
am proud—I have reason to be proud—of your 
pra Somuecene you such @ short time, I am 

‘o give you any promise,” 

“ Afraid of me, or of yourself, Marian?” \ 

** Of myself.” 

“In what way?” 

“Tam only a foolish, frivolous girl. You offer me se 
much more than I deserve, in offering me your love like 
this. I scarcely know if I have a heart to give to any 
one, I know that I have never loved any body ex- 
cept my one friend and protector, my dear adopted 
uncle, 

** But you do not say that you can not love me, Marian. 
Perhaps I have spoken too soon, after all. It seems to 
me that I have known you for a lifetime; but that is only 
ete fancy. Iseem almost a stranger to you, per~ 

ps 2”” ; 

“ Almost,” she answered, looking at him with clear, 
truthful eyes. 

‘‘ That is rather hard upon me, my dear. But I can © 
wait. You do not know how patient I can be.” 

He began to talk of different subjects after this, a little 
depressed and disheartened by the course which the in- _ 
terview had taken. He felt that he had been too - 
tate. What was there in af ht’s intimacy to j 

whom time had been | 


td 
subject again; nor had any involuntary 
sign of aversion to him, § appeared the © 
chief sentiment caused by his revelation. Surprise 
natural to such girlish ; and after 


had passed # a faptue fesltage might arise, oto 
tent tenderness unsuspected hitherto, Tank ede 
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the drawing-room immediately, and found her sitting in 
an easy-chigir, propped up by pillows, and very much 
changed for the worse since I had seen her last. She 
told me she had discovered the secret of my goodness to 
her, as she called it, from the landlady, gi hty she had 
sent for me to th me. 

“‘Tcan give you nothing but thanks and blessings,” 
she _ ‘forI am the most helpless creature in this 
world. suppose my husband will come here before I 
die, and will relieve you from the risk you have taken 
for me; but he can never repay you for your goodness.” 

“T told her to give herself no trouble on my account ; 
but I could not help saying that I thought her husband 
had behaved shamefully in not coming to England to her 
long ere this, 

‘¢ He knows that you are ill, I suppose !’ I said. 

“«¢Oh yes, he knows that. I was ill when he sent me 
home. We had been traveling about the Continent al- 
most ever since our . He married me against 
his father’s will, and lost all chance of a great fortune by 
doing so. I did not know how much he sacrificed at the 
time, or I should never have consented to his losing so 
much for my sake, I think the knowledge of what he 
had lost came between us very soon, I know that his 
love for me has grown weaker as years went by, and that. 
I have been little better than a burden tohim. I could 
never tell you how lonely my life has been in those great 
foreign cities, where there seems such perpetual gayety 
and pleasure, I think I must have died of the solitude 
and dullness—the long dreary summer evenings, the dis- 
mal winter days—if it had not been for my darling child. 
She has been all the world to me, And, O God!’ she 
cried, with a look ‘of anguish that went to my h 
* what will become of her when I am dead, and she is left 
to the care of a selfish, dissipated man ?’ 

“ *You need never fear that she will be without one 
friend while I live,’ I said, ‘Little Marian is very dear to 
me, and I shall make it my business to watch over her 
career as well as I can.’ 

“The poor soul clasped my hand, and pressed her 
feverish lips to it in a transport of gratitu What a 
brute a man must have been who could neglect such a 
woman ! 

“ After this I went up to her room every evening, and 
read to her a little, and cheered her as well as I could; 
but I believe her heart was broken. The end came very 
suddenly at last. I had intended to question her about 
her husband’s Eee ve ne bo ce Bey - ied one 
to approach, and I put it 1 m day y, hoping 
that aha might rally a little, and would be ina better con- 
dition to discuss business matters. 

“ She never did rally. I was with her when she died, 
and her Jast act was to draw her child toward her with 
her feeble arms and lay my hand upon the little one’s 
head, looking up at me with sorrowful, pleading eyes. 
She was quite speechless then, but I knew what look 
meant, and answered it. 

* «To the end of my life, | dear,’ I said, ‘I shall love 
and cherish her—to end of my life.’ 

**After this the child fell asleep in my arms as I sat by 
the bedside sharing the melancholy watch with the land- 
lady, who behaved very well at this sorrowful time, We 
sat in the quiet room all night, the little one wrapped in a 
shawl and nestled upon my breast. In the early summer 
morning Clara Nowell died, very peacefully ; and I ear- 
ried Marian down to the sofa in ‘the parlor, and laid her 
there, still asleep. She cried piteously for her mother 
when she awoke, and I had to tell her that which it is so 


“She didn’t reject you?” he said, when Gilbert had; ‘‘ But, my dear love, ‘afterwards’ will make the greater 
his story. part of your life. We must consider these things se- 
“ Not in plain words, But there was not much to indi- | riously, Marian, A good man’s affection is not to be 
cate hope. And yet Icling to the fancy that she will| thrown away rashly. You have known Mr, Fenton a 
come to loye me inthe end. To think otherwise would | very short time; and perhaps itis only natural you 
be utter misery to be. I can not tell you how dearly I | should think of him with comparative ce,” 
Jove her, and how weak I am about this business, It “T did not say I was indifferent to him, Uncle George ; 
seems contemptible for a man to talk about a broken | only that I do not love him as he seems to love me, it 
heart; but Ishall carry an empty one to my grave unless | would be a kind of sin to accept so much and give s0 
I win Marian Nowell for my wife.” : little.” 
““You. shall win her!’ said the Captain, energetically, “The love will come, Marian; I am sure that it will 
“You are a noble fellow, sir, and will make her an excel- | come,” a 
ent husband. . She will not be so foolish asto rejectsuch| She shook her head playfully. 
8 disinterested affection. Besides,” he added, hesitating | ‘What a darling match-making uncle it is!” she 
a little, “‘ I have a very shrewd notion that all this appa- | said, and then ki him and ran away. 7 
indifference is only shyness on my little girl’s part, She thought of Gilbert Fenton a good deal during the 
and that she loves you,” rest of that day; thought that it was a pleasant thing to 
“ You believe that!” cried Gilbert, eagerly. be loved so truly, and hoped that she might always have 
_ It is only guess-work on my part, of course, I am | him for her friend. When she went out to drink tea 
an old bachelor, you see, and have had very little experi- | in the evening his image went with her; and she found 
ence as to the and tokens of the tender passion. | herself making involuntary comparisons between a speci- 
But I wil) sound my little girl by-and-by. She will be | men of provinclal youth whom she encountered at her 
more ready to confess the truth to her old uncle than she | friend’s house and Mr. Fenton, very much to the advan- 
would to you, perhaps. I think you have been a trifie tage of the Australian merchant. 
‘hasty about this affair. There is so much in time and While Marian Nowell was away at this social gathering, 
2? Captain Sedgewick and Gilbert Fenton sat under the 
. “It is only a cold kind of love that grows out of cus- | walnut-trees smoking their cigars, with a bottle of claret 
tom,” Gilbert answered, gloomily. ‘But I dare say you | on a little iron table before them. 
are righf, and that it would have been better for me to “ When I came back from India fourteen years ago on 
have waited.” the sick-list,,” began the Captain, “I went down to 
“You may hope everything, if you can only be pa-| Brighton, a place I had been fond of in my young days, 
tient,” said the Captain, ‘I tell you frankly that noth- | to recruit, It wasin the early spring, quite out of the 
ing would make me happier than to see my dear child | fashionable season, and the town was yery empty. My 
married toa good man. I have had many dreary | lodgings were in a dull street at the extreme east, leading 
thoughts about her future of late. I think you know | away from the sea, but within sight and sound of it, The 
that I have nothing to leave her.” solitude and quiet of the place suited me; and I used to 
“T have never thought of that. If she were destined | walk up aud down the cliff in the dusk of evening enjoy- 
to inherit all the wealth of the Rothschilds, she could be | ing the perfect loneliness of the scene. The house I lived 
no dearer to me than she is.” in was a comfortable one, keptby an elderly widow who 
‘Ah, what a noble thing true love is! And do you | was a pattern of neatness and propriety, There were no 
know that she is not really my niece—only a poor waif | children; for some time no other lodgers; and the place 
I adopted fourteeu years ago?” was as aries as the grave. All this suited me very well. 
I wanted rest, and I was ng it, 
, @xcept some unworthiness in herself, that could “T had been at Brighton about a month, when the 
make any change in my estimation ef her.” drawing-room floor over my head was taken by a lady 
“ Unworthiness in herself! You need never fear that, | and her little girl of about five years old, I used to hear 
But I must tell you Marian’s story before this business | the child’s feet pattering about the room, but she was not 
goes any further, Will you come and smoke your cigar | a noisy child by any means; and when I did happen to 
with me to-night? She ie going to drink tea at a neigh- | hear her voice, it had a very pleasant sound tome, The 
ber’s, and we shall be alone. They are all fond of her, | lady was an invalid, and was a good deal of trouble, my 
poor id landlady took occasion to tell me, as she had no maid of 
“T shall be very happy to come, And in the mean | her own. Her name was Nowell, 
time you will try and ascertain the real state of her feel- **Soon after this I encountered her on the cliff one 
distressing her in any way; and you will | afternoon with her little girl. Thechild and I had met 
me the truth with all frankness, even if it is to be the | once or. twice before in the hall; and her recognition of 
death-blow to all my hopes?” me led to a little friendly talk between me and the mother. 
, “* Even if it should be that. But I do not fear such a | She was a delicate-looking woman, who had once 
oly result. I think Marian is sensible enongh to | been very p , but whose heauty had for the most part 
been worn away, either by ill-health or trouble. She was 
Gilbert quitted the - in in & more hopeful spirit | very young, five-and-twenty at the utmest. She told me 
than that in which he gone to the cottage that day thas the little girl was her only child, and that her hus- 
It-was only reasonable that this man should be the best | band was be from England, but that she expected his 
_ judgeof his niece’s 4 return before long. ( 
“Left alone, Sedgewick dthe room ina} ‘ After this we met almost every afternoon; and I be- 
meditative mood, with his hands thrust deep into his | gan tolook out for these meetings, and our quiet talk 
‘mommene- pockets, and his gray head bent.thoughtfully. w the solitary cliff, as the pleasantest part of my day. 
red to himself. ‘“ Why was a winning grace about this Mra, Nowell’s man- 
should .not she like him ?—good-looking, generous, | ner that I had never seen in any. other woman; and I 


clever, prosperous, well’ connected, and. over head and w to be more interested.in her than I cared to confess | hard to tell a child, 
ears in love with her. Such a marriage is the very thing oseeele It matters little now; and I may freely own 
I have been praying for. And without such a marriage | how weak I was.in those days. 


what would be her fate when Iam gone? A drudge “ Teould see that she was very ill, and I did not need 
and dependent in some middle-class family, perhaps— | the ominous hints of the landlady, who had contrived to 
over and tormented by a brood of vulgar | question Mrs. Nowell’s. doctor, to inspire me with the 
Po 2 dread that she might never recover. I thought of her a 
came in atthe open window, while he was | great deal, and watched the fading light in her eyes, and 
still pacing to and fro with a disturbed countenance. listened to the weakening tones of her voice with a sense 
“My dear uncle, what is the matter?” she asked, e: of trouble that seemed utterly disproportionate to the oc- 
up to him’and laying a caressing hand w easion, I will not say that I loved her; neither the fact 
milder, ‘I know you never walk about like un- | that she was another man’s wife, nor the fact that she was 
leas you are worried by something.” soon to die, was ever absent from my mind when I 
not, worried to-day, my love; only a little per- | thought of her. I will only say that she was more to me 
” answered the Captain, detaining the caressing | than any woman had ever been before or has ver been 
hand, and planting himself face to face with his | since. It was the one sentimental episode of my life, and 
the full sunlight of the broad bow-window. |-a very brief one. 
I thought you and I had no secrets from each; “The weeks went by, and her husband did not come, 
» I think the trouble and anxiety caused by his delay did 
Unele George !” a good deal toward hastening the inevitable end; but 
my dear. Haven't you something pleasant to | she bore her grief very quietly, and never uttered a com- 
ur old uncle—something that a girl generally likes | plaint of him. in my hearing. She paid her way regu- 
Youi bad a visitor yesterday afternoon while I | larly enough for a considerable time, and then at 
asleep.” once broke down, and confessed to the landlady that she 
Z bad had not a shilling more in the world. The woman was a 
hard creature, and told her if that was the case she must 
find some other lodgings, and immediately. I heard 
this, not from Mrs. Nowell, but from the landlady, who 
seemed to consider her conduct thoroughly. justified by 
the highest code of morals. She wasa lone, unprotected 
‘woman, and how was she to pay her rent and taxes if her 
best floor was occupied by a non-pa: tenant? 
“I was by no meaus a rich man; but I could not endure 


ub 


f 


pa to come home. , . 

‘I put an advertisement, addressed to Mr. Percival 
Nowell, in the ‘Times’ and in ‘Galignani,’ for I felt that 
the child’s future might depend upon her father’s ac- 
knowledgment of her in the present; but no reply came 
to these advertisements, and I settled in my own mind 
that this Nowell was a scoundrel, who had deliberately 
deserted his wife and child, 

“The possessions of the poor creature who was gone 
were of no great value. There were some rather hand- 
some clothes and a mall collection of jewelry—some of 
it modern, the rest curious and old-fashioned. 
latter articles I kept religiously, believing them to be 
family relics. The clothes and the modern trinkets I 
caused to be sold, and the small sum realized for them 
barely paid the expense of the funeral and grave. The 
arrears of rent and all other arrears fell me. Ipaid 
them, and then left Brighton with the and nurse, 
I was born not twenty miles from this place, and I had a 
fancy for ending my days in my native county; oI came 
down to this part of the world, and looked about me a 
little, living in farm-house lodgings here and'there until 
I found this cottage to let one , and decided w ‘get- 
tling at Lidford: And now you know the whole of 
Marian’s adoption, Mr. Fenton. How happy ‘we have 
been together, or what she has been to me since that time 
I could never tell you.” 

“The story does amare sir; and I honor you for 

” Gilbert Fenton, 
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surprise, y y 
fuse any oue, but I think I ought to have made him un- 
more clearly that I meant no.” 


I ought to care. I like him very w ou know, and 
hint him clever and agreeable, and ail that kind of 


/ 


“Never. Ihave sometimes thought that I ought to 
heawe made some stronger efforts to p! myself in com- 
munication with him. I have thought this especially 
when brooding upon the uncertainties of my darling’s 
future. From the little Mrs. Nowell told me about her 
marriage, I had reason to believe her husband’s father 
mmust have been a rich man. He might have softened 
towards his apenas, in a of his disapproval of the 
marriage. sometimes think that I ought to have 
sought out'the grandfather, But, you see, it would have 
been uncommonly difficult to set about this, in my com- 
plete ignorance as to who or what he was.” 

“Very difficult, And if you had found him, the 
Chances are that he would have set his face against the 
child. Marian Nowell will have no need to supplicate 
for protection from an indifferent father or a hard- 
hearted grandfather, if she will be my wife.” 

*“ Heaven grant that she may love yon as you deserve 
to be loved by her!” Captain Sedgewick answered, 
heartily. 

He thought it would be the best thing that could hap- 
_ to his darling to become this young man’s wife, and 

had a notion that a simple, inexperienced girl could 
searcely help responding to the hopes of such a lover, 
To his mind Gilbert Fenton seemed emineutly adapted 
to win a woman’s hesrt. He forgot the fatality that be- 
longs to these things, and that a man may have every 
good gift, and yet just miss the mag.c power to touch 
one woman's heart. 


CHAPTER III. 
ACCEPTED. 


Mrz. Fenton lingered another week at Lidford, with 
imminent peril to the safe-conduct of affairs at his offices 
in Great St. Helens. He could not tear himself away 
just yet. He felt that he must have some more 
definite understanding of his position before he went 
ack to London; and in the mean time he ponder- 
ed with a dangerous delight upon that sunny vision of a 
a#uburban villa to which Marian should welcome him 
when his day’s work was done, 

He went every day to the cottage, and he bore himself 
in no manner like a rejected lover. He was, indeed, very 
hopeful as to the issue of his wooing. He knew that 
vemos by mag te a ae that La Wien tare, 
image ore 8 Own con re ere, 
and he thought that it must go hard with him if he did 
mot win her love, 

So Mariansaw him every day, and had tolisten to the 
‘Captain’s a of him pretty frequently during his 
absence, And Captain Sedgewick’s talk about Gilbert 
Fenton generally closed with a regretful sigh, the mean- 
ing of which had grown very clear to Marian. 

She thought about her uncle’s words and looks and 
sighs a g deal in the quiet of her own room, What 
was there she would not dofor the love of that dearest 
and noblest of men? Marry a man she disliked? No; 
thst was asin from which the girl’s pure mind would 
have recoiled instinctively. But she did like Gilbert 
Fenton—loyed him perkaps—though she had never con- 
fessed as much to herself. 

This calm friendship pala really be love, after all; 
mot quite such love as she had read of in novels and 

where the passion was always rendered desperate 

the influence of adverse circumstances and 

unkind kindred; but a tranquil sentiment, a dull, slow, 

sm i that needed only some sudden wind of 
jealousy or misfortune to fan it into a flame. 

She knew that his society was pleasant to her, that she 
would miss him very much when he left Lidford; and 
when she tried to fancy him reconciled to her rejection 
of him, and returning to London to transfer his affec- 
tions to some other woman, the Loh ig = was very ob- 
noxious toher, He had not flattered her, he had been 
in no way slavish in his attentions to her; but he had 
surrounded her witha kind of atmosphere of love and 
admiration, the charm of which no girl thus beloved for 
the first time in her life could be quite proof against. 

Thus the story ended as romances so begun generally 
4oend. There cames summer twilight, when Gilbert 
Fenton found himself once more upon the dewey lawn 
under ne re alone Ker bepien fal dag om He 
repeated his appeal in warmer, fon mes than before, 
and with a kind of implied certainty that the answer 
amust be a favorable one, It was something like taking the 
fortress by storm. He had his arm round her slim waist, 
his upon her brow, before she had time to consider 
what her answer ought to be. 

“ My , L.can not live without you!” he said, in 
alow ed eae. pint ope i ta me.” . 
She di gen rom embrace, an 
stood a little way from with shy, downcast eye-lids, 

“T think I do,” she said, slowly. 

“That is quite enough, Marian!” cried G joy- 
ously, “I w you were destined to be my wife! 

He drew her hand through his arm, and took her back 
to the house, where the Captain was sitting in his favorite 
armchair by the window, with a reading-lamp.on the 
Co ae ag by his side, and the Times” newspaper in 

“Your niece has brought you a nephew, sir,” said Gil- 
bert. 


pay Soy 
% dear boy, I can not tell you how happy this makes 
me!” 


“T am very 


** Nonsense, child; not worthy! You are the best girl 
in and will make the b and truest 
wife that ever made a man’s home dear to him.” 

The went on. very happily after that; Marian 

melodies with a 
hand, 


adise, as it seemed to Mr. Fenton. He 
in the moonlight a little before eleven o’clock, thinking of 


| fora week or so: of house-hunting, and 
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his new happiness—such perfect happiness, withouta 
cloud, The bright suburban villa was no longer an airy 
castle, perhaps never to be realized; 1¢ was a ‘delightful 
certainty, He began to speculate as to the number of 
months that must needs pass before he could make 
Marian his wife, There was no reason fordelay. Hoe 
was well off, his own master, and it was only her will 
that could hinder the speedy realization of that sweet do- 
mestic dream which had haunted him lately. 

Hetold his sister what had happened next morning, 
when Martin Lister had left the breakfast table to hold 
audience with his farm-bailiff, and those two were to~- 
gether alone. He was a little tired of having his visits to 
the cottage criticised in Mrs, Lister’s somewhat supercili- 
ous manner, and was very glad to be able to announce 
that Marian Nowell was to be his wife. 

‘ Well, Gilbert,” exclaimed the matron, after receiving 
his tidings with tightly-closed lips and a generally antag- 
onistic demeanor, *‘I can only say that if you must 
marry at all—and.I am sure I thought you had quite set- 
tled down as a bachelor, with your excellent lodgings in 
Wigmore street, and every possible comfort in life—I 
think you might have chosen much better than this, Of 
course I don’t want to be ude or unpleasant; but I can 
not help saying that I consider any man a fool who allows 
himself to be captivated by a pretty face.” 

‘* T have found a great deal more than a pretty face to 
admire in Marian Nowell.” ; 

**Indeed!, Can you name any other advantages which 
she possesses 2?” 
re Amiability, good sense, and a pure and refined na- 

re.’ 

“ What warrant have you for all those things? Mind, 
Gilbert, I like the girl well enough; I have nothing to 
say against her: butIcan not help thinking it a most 
unfortunate match for you.” 

“* How unfortunate ?” 

“ The girl’s position is 30 very doubtful,” 

** Position !”” echoed Gilbert, impatiently, ‘‘ That sort 
of talk is One of the consequences of living in such a 
place as Lidford. You talk about position asif I were a 
prince of the blood-royal, whose marriage would be re- 
gistered in every almanac in the kingdom.” 

‘If she were really the Captain’s niece, it would be a 
different thing,” harped Mrs. Lister, without apap. 
this contemptuous interruption; “but to marry a gir 
about whose relations nobody knows any thing! I sup- 
pose even you have not been told who her father and 
mother were.” 

*T know quite enongh about them, Captain Sedgewick 
has been candor itself upon the subject.” 

** And are the father and mother both dead ?” 

** Miss Nowell’s mother has been dead many years,” 

** And her father?” 

* Gaptain Sedgewick does not know whether he is dead 
or living.” 

“Ah!” exclaimed Mrs, Lister, with a profound sigh ; 
“T should have thought as much, And you are really 

‘oing to marry a girl with this disreputable mystery about 
er belongings ?” 

‘There is nothing either disreputable or mystarious, 
People are sometimes lost sight of in this world, Mr. 
Nowell was bad husband and an indifferent father, 
on Captain Sedgewick adopted his daughter; that is 


“And no doubt, after you are married, this Mr, No- 
well will make his appearance some day, and be a burden 
upon you,” 

Tam not afraid of that. And now, Belle, as this is a 
subject which we don’t seem very likely to yi 
think ye better drop it, I considered it only right to 
tell you of my engagement.” 

On this his sister softened a little, and promised Gil- 
bert that she would do her best to be kind to Miss No- 


“You won’t be married for some time to come, of 
course,” she said, 

‘¢T don’t know about that, Belle. There is nothing to 
prevent a speedy 6.7” 

“Oh, surely you will waits twelvemonth at least. You 
have known Marian Nowell such a short time. You 
ht to put her to the test in some msnner before you 
a 2 her your wife,” 

**T have no occasion to put her to any kindof test, I 
have 2 most profound and perfect belief in her good- 
ness, 

“Why, Gilbert, this is utter infatuation—about a girl 
— you haye only known a little more than thr: 
weeks,” 

It does seem difficult for a matter-of-fact, reasonable 
matron, whose romantic ee are things of the 
remote to understand the sudden trust in, and all ab- 
sorbing love for, an acquaintance of a brief summer 
holiday, But Gilbert Fenton believed implicitly in his own 
instinct and was not to be shaken, 

He went back to town by the afternoon express that 
day, for he dared not delay his return any longer. He 
went back regretfully enough to the dry-as-dust business 
life, after spending the greater part of the morning un~ 
der the walnut trees in Captain Sedgewick’s garden, 
playing with Fritz the Skye terrier, and talking airy nion- 
sense to M: while she sat ina garden-chair hem- 
ming silk handkerchiefs for her uncle, and looking dis- 
tractingly pretty in a print morning dress with tiny rose- 
buds on a white ground, and a knot of pink ribbon fas- 
tening the dainty collar, He ventured to talk a little about 
the future too; painting with all the enthusiasm of 
Claude Melnotte,and a great deal more sincerity,|the 
home which he meant to create for her, 

wen big ts te to'come o ater to Kee pert mete 
you know, Marian,” he sai @ glowing description 
of such a villaas never yet existed except fo the florid 
imagination of an auctioneer; ‘‘I could never venture 
upon such an important step without you; apart from 

sentimental considerations, a wo: ’s judgment is 
indispensable in these matters. The house might be 
ae pg in every other point, and there might no 

ler, or no butler’s pantry, or no cupboard for brooms 
on the landing, or some irremediable omission of that 
kind. Yes, your uncle must bring you to town 
800R. 


She looked at him with a startled expression, 

“Soon!” she repeated, 

“Yes, dear, very soon. There is nothing in the world 
to hinder our marriage, Why should we delay longer 
than to make all necessary arrangementa? I long so for 
my new home, Marign, I have never had a home in my 
life since I was a boy.” 

“Oh, Mr. Fenton—Gilbert,"—she pronounced his 
Christian name shyly, and in obedience to his reproach- 
ful look, “remember how short a time we have knowm 
each other, Itds much too soon to talk or think of mar- 
riage yet. I want you to have plenty of leisure to con- 
sider whether you really care for me; whether at isn’t 
only a fancy that will die out when you go back to Lon- 
don. And we ought to have time to know each other 
very well, to be quite sure we are suited to one another,” 

This seemed an echo of his sister’s reasoning, and 
vexed him a little. 

“ Have you any fear that we shall not suit each other, 
Marian?” he asked anxiously, 

‘I know that you are only too good for me,” she an- 
swered. Upon which Gilbert hindered the hemming of 
the Captain’s handkerchiefs by stooping down to kiss the 
little hands at work upon them, And them the talk drift- 
ed back to easier subjects, and he did not again press 
that + arene as to the date of the i 

At last the time came for going to the station. He had 
arranged for Mr, Lister’s gig to call for him at the cot- 
tage, so that he might spend every possible moment with 
Marian, And at three o’clock the Rs appeared, driven 
by Martin Lister himself, and Gilbert was fain to say 
goodpye, His last lingering backward glance showed 
him _ he white figure under the walnut trees, and a little 
hand wa’ farewell, 

How empty and dreary his comfortable bachelor lodg- 
ings seemed to him that night when he had dined, and 
sat by the open window smoking his solitary cigar, listen- 
ing to the dismal street noises, and the monotonous roll 
of ceaseless wheels yonder in Oxford street; not caring 
to go out to his club, caring still less for opera or theater, 
or any of the old ways whereby he had been wont to dis- 
pose of his evenings! 

His mind was full of Marian Nowell, All that was 
grave and earnest in his nature gave force to this his first 
love, He had had flirtations in the past, of course; but 
they had been no more than flirtations; and at thirty his 
heart was as fresh and inexperienced asa i it pleased 
him to think of Marian’s lonely position, tter, a hun- 
dred times better, that she should be thus, than fettered 
by ties which might come between them and perfect 
union, The faithful and generous protector of her goa 
hood would of necessity always claim her Joye, but be- 
yond this one affection, she would be Gilbert’s, and Gil- 
bert’s only, There would be no mother, no ststera, to 
absorb her time and distract her thoughts from her hus- 
band, perhaps prejudice her against him, Domestic life 
for those two must needs be free from all the petty jars, 
the overshadowing clouds no bigger than 4 man’s hand, 
forerunners of tempest, which Mr, Fenton had heard of 
in many households, 

He was never weary of about thatlife which 
was to be, Every thing else he thought of was now con- 
sidered only in relation to that one subject, He applied 
himself to business with a new ardor: never before had 
hé been so anxious to grow rich, 


CHAPTER I\ 
JOHN SALTRAM, 
THE offices of Fenton & Co, in Great St. Helens were 


handsome, prosperous-loo) premises, consisting of 
two large ‘vier rooms, where a dozen indefatigable 
clerks sat upon high stools before ponderous mahogany 


desks, and wrote industriously all day long; and an in- 
ner and smaller apartment, where there was a faded 
the floor of ti ute: oon _—— of capscios, a iea 
of the. outer offices, a co - 
morocco-covered arm-chairs, and a desk of substantial 
and somewhat legal design, on which Gilbert Fenton was 
wont to write the more important letters of the house. 
In all the offices there were iron safes, which gaye one a 
notion of limitless wealth stored away in the shape of, 
bonds and bills, if not actnal gold and bank-notes; and 
Sevtagecs-seiegemien elena mt cualognee. of, 
gravings ips, framed an an ues of, 
merchandise that had beert sold or was to be sold, hang- 
ing loosely one on the other. Besides these, there were 
a great many of those flimsy papera that record the state 
of things on ’Change, hanging here and there on the! 
brass rails of the desks, from little hooks in the walls and’ 


in any other ayailable spot. And-in all the there 
was an air of business and prosperity w] seemed to 
denote that Fenton & Co, were tra ata rapid pace 


on the high-road to fortune. 

Gilbert Fenton sat in the inner office at noon one day,’ 
about a week after his return from Lidford, He had 
come to business early that morning, had initialed a good 
oa and written half a dozen letters already; 
and thrown himself back in hia easy-chair for a few 
minutes’ idle musing upon that one sweet dream of his 
new. existence, of course, From whatever point his 
thoughts started, they always drifted into channel, 

While he was sitting like this, with his hands in his 


glass door pened, and a gentleman came into the office 
—s man alittle over middle hight, broad-shouldered, 
and powerfully built, with a dark complexion, 


ht have been called almost ugly 
the broad 


et ye remarkab! x" easily 
to be forgotton by those who had once looked upon it. 
This man was John one intimate 


sen friend of Gilbert Fenton’s youth and manhood. 
They had met first at Oxford, and had seldom lost sight 
of each other since the old university days, They bh 

traveled a good deal together during the one idle year 
that had preceded Gilbert’s sudden plunge into come 


q 


* 


il 
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merce, They had been up the Nile togéther in the course 
of these wand ; and here, remote from all civilized 
aid, Gilbert had f ill of a fever—a long tedious busi- 

ess, which brought him to the very point of death, and 
throughout which John Saltram had nursed him with a 
womanly tenderness and devotion that knew no abatement. 
been wanting to strengthen the tie between 
them—which it was not—it would have brought them 
closer er. As it was, that dreary time of sickness 
and was only a memory which Gilbert Fenton kept 
in his heart of hearts, never to grow less sacred to him 
until the end of life. 

Mr. Saltram was a barrister, almost a briefiess one at 
present, for his habits were desultory, not to say idle, 
and he had not taken very kindly to the slow drudgery 
hd ai bar. He i on money of his own, and added 

income by writing for the press in a powerful, |” «yen I think I shall run down to Forster's, and have 
sa chant manner, te ola gn like the ne gt a pop at the pheasants. It will give mean opportunity of 
Be Seed a ig pate Mr. aoe generally ‘eon- ars € duant be very plunedd to-tntnodlabe you, old fellow. 
3 an ere were few pel is of his admire 7 
life in which he was hot engaged more or less in the deli- = oe sok Fa ve mene r of the A 
wate operation of raising money by bills of accommoda- af rm " paren nate 
tion. Habit ‘had given him quite an artistic touch for general; but I am sure to like your future wife, Gil, if it 
Uiis kind of thing, and he did his work fondly, like some | * (7/¥ Pecauee you Rave chosen Her.” they be 
enthusiastic hortioulturist who gives his anxious days to| ing ang) nt ew nave they been Go- 
perp ais J by i! pablé enire ae a or eee “Not very brightly. Iam nota lucky individual, you 
ati sede wenoared ie sont any Sah ~ reetarne rise ames know. Destiny and I have been at odds ever since Iwas 
> 
half so sweet to this gentleman as the cash for which “he | * tye eS. yet. John 2” 
Ep tiatagea trad ion trom: year to year somehow, get-|jg,¢8°” 2 Other answered); with; rather a gloomy 
ting about five hundred per annum in solid value out of ‘3 wabatitin 
; fg on a corner of the ponderous desk in a 
Aha gpeied of Ms rd = ee little eres rs lounging attitude, gazing meditatively at his boots, and 
hil Bim ee at Balliol. tephete begun to accum: hitting one of them now and then with a cane he carried 
ais h in a restless kind of way. 
ainwarnas a teanven parm, —— puis ‘tex | “« You see, the fact of the matter is, Gil,” he began at 
Pa oe aha porn i, greeting Nin! 7. | ast, “as I told you just now, if ever I do marry, merce- 
at gcd Meer % ane a = ee ade Haw. nary considerations are likely to be at thé bottom of the 
Meaber ig for you 6 Phyx aon a he ps ¥ “| business. I don’t mean to say that I would marry a 
asi realtone igion away—up the Danu ought, yore As mae take ps out of sae’ in ill-usage or 
xpedi 2 7 . ne i. am not quite such a scoun as that. — But 
pe “it y—B ot Ree wt ere ee tit Y bed the luck to atlect with-ewoman 1 could ike, toler- 
Tiavebien en wavelkiig expedidon in’ Brittany, dear Ban Cae ee 
noug! care for me—a woman with a handsome 
boy, alone, rey ta mions ya — erdPen}, | fortune—I should be a fool not to'snap at such a chance.” 
star Waren night. That aaa Sewson MERinG 7 sey see,” exclaimed Gilbert; ‘you have met with such 
me seventy-five this afternoom; but whether I shall get it < on ‘a 
out of him is a fact only known to himeclf and the pow-| “I have. 
ers with which he holds communion, And was therus-| Again the gloomy look came over the dark, strongly- 
tic business pleasant, Gil? Did you take kindly to the | ™arked face, the thick black eyebrows contracted ina 
syllabubs and new milk, the summer sunrise over dewy | ffown, and the cane was struck impatiently against John 
fields, the pretty -maids and prize-pigs, and’ daily | Saltram’s boot. , : ; 
ti f hi f ; But you are not in loye with her; I can see that in 
ion of the home farm? or you find life rather - 
dull down at Lidford? I know the place well enough, | Your face, Jack. You'll think me a sentimental fool, I 
and all the country round about there, I have staid at | dare say, and fancy I look at things in a new light, now 
Heatherly with Sir David Forster more than once for the that I’m down a bit myself; but, for God’s sake, don’t 
shooting season. A pleasant fellow, Forster, ina dissi- | @4!Ty 4 woman you can’t love, Tolerably pretty and 
pated good-for-nothing kind of way, always up. to his agreeable won’t do, Jack—that means indifference on 
eyes in debt, Did you happen to meet him while you | YOUr, part; and, depend upon it, when a man and woman 
were down there?” at A together it life, there is only a short step from 

“No; I don’t think the Listers know him,” indifference to dislike. 

“39 ‘much the better*forthem! Itisa vicetoknow| ‘‘ No, Gilbert, it’s not that,” answered the other, still 
him. And you were not dull at Lidford?” moodily contemplative of his boots; “TI really like the 

“Very far from it, Jack. I was happier there than x | lady well enough—love her, I dare say, I have not had 
haye ever been in my life before.” much experience of the tender peso since I was jilted 

“Eh, Gil!” cried Jobn Saltram; “that means some- by an Oxford bar-maid—whom I would have married by 
thing more than a quiet fertnight with a married sister, | Jove! But the truth, is, the lady in question isn’t free 
Come, old fellow, I have a vested right to a share in all to marry just yet. There’s a husband in the case—a 
‘your secrets,” feeble old Anglo-Indian, who can’t live very long. Dont 


4“ ‘ secret, Jack. ‘allen. look so glum, old fellow; there has been nothing wron; 
uw Pye A obs an: and age = aay moet not.a word that all the world might not hear ; but there 


you mean, 
Saeco That’s rather quick work, isn’tit, dear 


“T don’t think so. What is that the says? ‘If not 
aan Adam at ‘his birth, he is no love at all.” My passion 
po full grown after an hour’s contempla- 

on of 4 beautiful face in Lidford church.” 


a very fortunate.girl, What is her surname, by-the- 
way?” 

“Nowell.” 

‘“ Marian Nowell—a very pretty name} When do you 
think of going back to Lidford ?” 

“Tn about a month. My brother-in-law wants me to 
go back to them for the 1st of September.” 


are signs and tokens by which # man, without any 
vanity—and Heaven knows I have no justification for 
that—may be sure a woman likes him. In short, I be- 
lieve that, if Adela Branston were a widow, the co 
would lie clear before me, and I should have nothing 
do but go in and win. And the stakes will be worth 
winning. I assure you,” . 

mathe * ig may pug an tr op 
number o: years, uring which you will be wasting vour 
life on a shadow.” 


“Not very likely. Poor old Branston came home from 
us | Calcutta a invalid; and I believe his sentence 
has been pronounced by the doctors. Inthe mean 
time he makes the best of life, has his good days and bad 
apes enterete Sevens deel et com) 
ful place near Maidenhead—with a garden sloping to the 
river like that you were talking of just now, only on a 
very extensive scale. You know how often I have wanted 
you to run down there with me, arid how there has been 
always something to prevent your gi Saer 
¢ Rely upon it, I shall contrive to 
accept the next invitation, come what may. BntI can’t 
say I like the idea of this prospective kind of courtship, 
Bet 1 legs for lif nr aoe Gilbert! whens follow ic ‘bund a th 
‘me on my ‘or life. y when a fellow is burdened wit 
‘ever consider debt and of a a idle disposition, he is apt to take 
passe: Eont yey question. You must introduce me to| rather a liberal view of such means. of advancment in 
1 | life as may present themselves tohim. Butthere is no 
prospective courtship—nothing at all resembling a court- 
ship in this case, believe me. Mrs. Branston knows that 
I her and admire her, She knows as much of al- 
most every man who goes to Rivercombe; for there are 
plenty who will be disposed to go in against me for the 
prize by-and by. ButIthink that she likes me better 
than any one else, and that the chances will be all in my 


or 
pk!” muttered John Saltram, 
of friendship; ‘not a very advantageo 
Cee peepee Br a worldly point of L? 
considered the matter from that point of 


is all that is charming, of course?” ~ 
”- 


rather a childish way, with blue eyes 

isnot my ideal among women, but 

ideal, itch a node sworn 

as black as astormy midni an ven hair, 

unites himself to the most insipid. thing in 

and the idolater ‘Joda wih an. takes to wife 
an 


: 
E 
i 
i 
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y at a delight- 


dip of the tar-brush, When will you go down to River 
combe?”" 


“Whenever yon like,” 

“The nabob is hospitality itself, and will be delighted 
to see you, if he is to the fore when you go. I fancy there 
is some kind of regatta—a race or two, at any rate—on. 
Saturday afternoon. Will that suit you?” 

“* Very well indeed.” 

“Then we can meet at the station. There is a train 
down at 2:15. But we are going to see something of each 
other in the mean time, I hope. I know that I am a sore 
hindrance to business at such an hour as this, Will you 
dine with me at the Pnyx at seven to-night? shall be 
able to tell you how I got on with Levison.” 

‘* With pleasure.” 

And so they parted—Gilbert Fenton to return to his 
letter-writing, and to the reception of callers of a more 
commercial and profitable character; John Saltram to 
loiter slowly through the streets on his way tothe money- 
lender’s office. 

They dined together very pleasantly that evening. Mr. 
Levison had proved accommodating for the nonce; and 
John Saltram was in high spirits, almost boisterously 
gay, with the gayety of a man for whom life ismade up 
of swift transitions from brightmess to gloom, long inter- 
vals of despondency, and brief glimpses of pleasure; the 
reckless hnmor of aman with whom thought always 
meant care, and whose soul had no higher aspiration 
than to beguile the march of time by such evenings as: 
these, 

They met on the following Saturday at the Great West- 
ern terminus, John Saltram stillin high spirits, and Gil- 
bert Fenton quietly happy. That morning’s post had 
brought him his first letter from Marian—an innocen’ 
girlish epistle, which was as delicious to Gilbert as if i 

nad been the chef-@’@uvre of a Sevigne. What could'she 
say to him? Very little. The letter was full of grati- 
tude for his thoughtfulness about her, for the pretty 
tributes of his love which he had sent her, the ks 
and music, and ribbons and gloves, in the purchase of 
which he had found such a novel pleasure. It had been 
a common thing for him to execute such commissions 
for his sister; but it was quite a new sensation to him to 
discuss the colors of gloves and ribbons, now that the 
trifies he chose were to give pleasure to Marian Nowell. 
He knew every tint that harmonized or contrasted best 
with that clear olive complexion—the brilliant blue that 
gaye new brightness to the sparkling gray eyes, the pink 
that cast warm lights upon the finely-molded throat 
and chin—and he found a childish delight in these trivi- 
alilies. There was one ribbon he selected for her at this’ 
time which he had strange reason to remember in the 
days to come—a narrow blue ribbon with tiny pink rose- 
buds upon it, a daring mixture of the two colors, 

He had the letter in the breast pocket of his coat when 
he met John Saltram at the station, and entertained that 
gentleman with certain passages from it as they sped 
down to Maidenhead. To which passages Mr. Saltram 
listened kindly, with a very vague notion ef the writer, 

“Tam afraid she is rather a namby-pamby person,” 
he thought, “with nothing but her beauty to recommend 
her, That wonderful of beauty has such power to 
bewitch the most sensible man upon occasion.” 

They chartered a fly at Maidenhead, and drove about a 
mile and a half along a pleasant road before they came to 
the gates of Rivercombe—a low straggling house .with. 
verandahs, over which trailed a wealth of flowering 
creepers, and innumerable windows opening to the 
ground. The gardens were perfection ; not lens of 
yesterday, with only the prim eplendors of modern horti- 
culture to recommend them, but sp 
which the Boge meee turf hi 
years—lawns e delicious in summer-time by the cool 
umbrage of old forest-trees : fertile screened 
from the biting of adverse winds by tall hedges of holly 
and yew, the angles whereof were embellished by vases 
and peacocks quaintly cut in the style of a by-gone age ; 
and, for chief glory of the bright blue river, w 
made the principal boundary of the place, washing the 
edge of the wide sloping la and making p 

Sans Sopot 
com: 


music on a summer day ripple. 
There was a good deal of pany slready scattered 
about the lawn when John Saltram and his fr en 


ushered into the pretty drawing-room. ‘The 

sound of croquet-balls came from a level stretch of 
visible from the windows, and quite a little fleet of © 

were jostling one another at the landing by the Swiss. 
boat-house, 

Mrs, Branston we hr Me pire 9 in oor wee welcome. 
them, looking very pre & coq) e white-chip- 
hat iii a Goalies fell er, and a pale-gray silk dress 
looped up over an elaborately-flounced muslin petticoat. 
She was a clender little woman, with a brilliant complex— 
ion, sunny waving hair, and innocent blue eyes; the sort. 
of woman whom a man would wish to shelter from all 
pedal mee life, but — he might scarcely care to 

oose for the companion of a perilous voyage. 

She professed herself very much pleased to see Gilbert 
Fenton. 

“TJ have heard so much of you from Mr, Saltram,” she. 
said. “He is always p you. I believe he cares. 
more for you than any one else in the world.” 

“T have not bers aay to care for,” answered John 
Saltram ; “‘and Gil! is a friend of long standing.” 

A sen tal expression came over Mra, Branston’s 
girlish face, and she gave a litle regretful sigh. 

“T am sorry you Will not see my husband to-day,” she 
said, after a brief pause. ‘It is one of his bad 2 

e two gentlemen both expreesed their upon 
this subject; and then they went out to the lawn with 


manner, which ‘ht not really a flir- 
tation, but whlch hed’ rather that appearance to the: 


oats came flashing by at Inst; and there -was the. 


excitement am ato to 
Gilbert that Mos, Branston) found amore interest iu Joh 


a 
4 
. 
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’s conversation than in the race. It is possible she 
many euch contests to care much for the 


ie 
a 


She scarcely looked as the boats 
ith her little gloved hands clasped upon 
bright face turned towards John Sal- 


into the house at about seven o’clock, 
deal of croquet and flirtation, and found a 
kind of banquet, half-tea, half-luncheon, 
tial after its kind, waiting for them in 
-room., Mrs, Branston was very pop- 
hostess, and had a knack of pleasant 
ple round her—journalists and musical men, clever 
young painters who were beginning to make their mark 

y girls who could sing or play bw 
or talk more or less b: tly. Against nonentities o 
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pleasure, was an idea that had never yet troubled Adela 
Branston’s mind, She had been petted and ary by 
every one about her from the beginning of her brief life, 
d had passed from the frivolous career of a school- 

irl to a position of wealth and independence as Michael 

ranston’s wife ; fully believing that, in making the sac- 
rifice involved in perigee 3 aman forty years her senior, 
she earned the right t) take her own pleasure, and to 
gratify every caprice of her infantile mind, for the re- 
mainder of her days. She was supremely selfish in an 
agreeable unconscious fashion, and considered herself a 
domestic martyr whenever she spent an hour in her hus- 
band’s sick-room, listening to his peevish accounts of his 
maladies, or reading a “ leader upon the threat- 
ening aspect of things in the City for the solace of his 
loneliness and pain. 

The popping of corks sounded merrily amidst the buzz 
of conversation, and great antique silver tankards of 
Badminton and Moselle cup were emptied as by magic, 
noné knowing how except the grave, judicial-looking 
butler, whose omniscient eye reigned above the pleasant 
confusion of the scene. And after about an hour and a 
half wasted in this agreeable in-door picnic, Mrs. Bran- 
ston and her friends adjourned to the drawing-room, 
where the grand piano had been pushed into a conspicu- 
ous position, and where the musical business of the even- 
ing speedily began. 

It was very pleasant sitting by the open windows in the 
summer twilight, with no artificial light in the room ex- 
cept the wax candles on the piano, listening to good mu- 
sic and talking a little now and then in that subdued con- 
fidential tone to which music makes such an agreeable 
accompaniment. 

Adela Branston sat in the midst of a group in a wide 
bay-window, and although John Saltram was standing 
néar her chair, he did not this time engage the whole of 
her attention, Gilbert found himself seated next a very 
animated young lady, who rather bored him with her 
raptures about the music, and who seemed to have as- 
sisted at every morning and evening concert that had 
been given within the last two years. To any remoter 
period her memory did not extend, and she implied that 
she had been before that time in a chrysalis or non-ex- 
istent condition. She told Mr. Fenton, with an air of 
innocent wonder, that she had heard there were people 
living who remembered the first appearance of Jenny 


Lind, 

A little before ten o’clock there was a general move- 
ment for the rail, the greatest number of Mrs. Brans- 
ton’s —— haying come from town. There was a xcar- 
city of flye at this juncture, so John Saltram and Gilbert 
Fenton walked back to the station in the moonlight. 

“ Well, Gilbert, old fellow, what do you of the 
lady?” Mr. Saltram asked, when they were a little way 
ay the gates of Rivercombe. 


thing altogether, and I fancy there’s considerable bad 
taste in giving parties with an invalid husband up stairs. 
that talk ant la sister int the faiae ene = whe? = 
ug) -room, or mausic 

, that came afterwards.” 
“My dear fellow, old Branston delights in society. He 
well enough to sit in the drawing-room and 
look on at his wife’s parties. He doesn’t talk much on 
those occasions, Indeed I believe he is quite incapable 
of conversing about anything except the rise and fall of 
Indian stock, or the fluctuations in the value of indigo. 
And, you see, Adela married him with the intention of 


perfect candor.” - 

“I dare say she is very candid, and just as shallow,” 
said Gilbert Fenton, whe was inclined to set his face 
against this entanglement of his friend’s,” 

““Well—yes, I she is rather shallow. Those 
pretty, pleasant little women generally are, I think— 

feeling and force of mind are so apt to go along 
with blue spectacles and a rugged aspect. A woman’s 
prettiness must stand forsomething. There is so much 
real pleasure in the contemplation of a charming face, 
that a man had need rescind a little in the way of mental 
qualifications, And I do not think Adela Branston is 
without a Lo gol as =¥s 
praise very warmly. you really e 
r, John ?” his friend asked seriously. 


= 


s. 
gS 


“No, Gilbe my honor, I heartily wish I were. 
I wish Toould give her more by-and-by, when death 
brings about her release from Michael Branston, than the 


feel for her. No, Iam notin love with 
she likes me, and a man must be some- 
a brute if he is not grateful for a pretty 


fi 
te 
i 


lu 
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They said no more about Mrs. Branston, Gilbert had 
astrong distaste for the business; but he did not care to 
take upon himself the office of mentor toa friend whose 
will he knew to be much stronger than his o and fe 

mos' 
It disap- 
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greater baseness involved in the antici of a dead 
man’s shoes; but his heart was not to be turned 
against the chosen friend of his yo and he was 

uct he 


prompt in making excuses for the line of cond 
disapproved, 


CHAPTER VY. 
HALCYON DAYS, 


Ir was still quite early in September when Gilbert Fen- 
ton went back to Lidford, and took up his quarters once 
more in the airy chintz-curtained bedchamber set apart 
for him in his sister’s house. He had devoted himself 
very resolutely to business during the interval that had 
gone by since his last visit to that quiet country house; 
but the time had seemed very long to nim, and he fan- 
cied himself a kind of martyr to the necessities of com- 
merce, The aspect of his affairs of late had not been 
quite freefrom unpleasantness, There were difficulties 
in the conduct of business in the Melbourne branch of 
the house, that branch which was under the charge of a 
cousin of Gilbert’s, about whose business capacities the 
Lg Mr. Fenton had entertained the most exalted opin- 
ion. . 

The Melbourne trading had not of late done much 
credit to this gentleman’s commercial genius. He had 
put his trust in firms that had crumbled to pieces before 
the bills drawn upon them came due, involving his cousin 
in considerable losses. Gilbert was rich enough to stand 
these losses, however; and he reconciled himself to them 
as best he might, taking care to send his Australian part- 
ner imperative instructions for a more prudent system 
of trading in the future, 

The uneasiness and vexation produced by this business 
was still upon him when he went down to Lidford; but 
he relied upon Marian Nowell’s presence to dissipate all 
his care, 

He did find himself perfectly happy in her society. 
He was troubled by no doubts as to her affection for him, 
no uncertainty as to the brightness of the days that were 
to come. Her manner seersed to him all that a man 
could wish in the future partner of his life. An innocent 
trustfulness in his superior judgment, a child-like sub- 
mission to his willewhich Marian displayed upon all occa- 
sions, were alike flattering and delightful. Nor did she 
ever appear to grow tired of that talk of their future 
which was so pleasant to her lover. There was no shadow 
of doubt upon her face when he spoke of the serene hap- 
piness which they two were to find in an existence spent 
together, He was the first who had ever spoken to her 
of these things, and she listened to him with an utter 
simplicity and freshness of mind. ; 

Time had reconciled Isabella Lister to her brother’s 
choice, and she now deigne? to smile upon the lovers, 
very much to Gilbert’s satisfaction. He had been too 
proud to supplicate her good graces; but he was pleased 
that his only sister should show herself gracious and 
affectionate to the girl he lovedso fondly. During this 
second visit of his, therefore, Marian came very often to 
Lidford House; sometimes accompanied by her uncle, 
sometimes alone; and there was perfect harmony be- 
tween the elder and younger lady. 

The pheasants upon Martin Lister’s estate did not sufs 
fer much damage from his brother-in-law’s gun that au- 
tumn, Gilbert found ita + deal pleasanter to spend 
his mornings dawdling in the little cottage drawing-room 
or under the walnut- rees with Marian, than to waste his 
noontide hours in the endeavor to fill a creditable game- 
bag. There is not very much to tell of the hours which 
those two spent together 30 happily. Tt was an innocent, 
frivolous, useless employment of time, and left little 
trace behind it, ee the heart of one of those two. 
Gilbert wondered at self when, in some sober inter- 
val of reflection, he happened to consider those idle 
mornings, those tranquil, uneventful afternoons and 
evenings, remembering what a devoted man of business 
man he had once been, and how a few months ago he 
would have denounced such a life in another. 

“Well,” he said to himself, with a happy jaugh, “a 
man can take this fever but once in his life, and it is only 
wise in him to surrender himself utterly to the divine 
delirium. I shall have no excuse for negh business 
by-and-by, when my little wife and I are se down to- 
gether for the rest of our days. Let me be her lover 
while Imay., Can I ever be less than her lover, I won- 
der? Will marriage, or custom, or the assurance that 
we belong to each other for the rest of our days, take the 
poetry out of our lives? I think not; Ithink Marian 
must always be to me what she has seemed tome from 
the very first—something better and brighter than the 
common things of this life.” 

Custom, which made Marian Nowell dearer to Gilbert 
Fenton every day, had by this time familiarzed her with 
his position as her future husband, She was no | 
surprised or distressed when he pleaded for a short en- 
gagement, and a speedy realization of that Utopian home 
which they were to inhabit together, The knowledge of 
her uncle’s delight in this engagem 
have reconciled her to it, even if she had not loved Gil- 
bert Fenton. And she told herself that she did love him ; 
or, more often putting the matter in the form of a ques- 
tion, asked herself whether she could be so basely un- 
grateful as not to Jove one who regarded her with such 
disinterested affection? ‘ 9 

It was settled finally, after a good deal of pleasant dis- 
cussion, that the wedding should take place early in the 
coming spring—at latest in April. Even this seemed a 
long delay to Gilbert; but he submitted to it ae an iney- 
itable concession to the superior instinct of his betrothed, 
which harmonized so well with Mrs, Lister's ideas of 
wisdom and propriety. There was the house to be se- 

too, so that he might have a fitting home to which 
to take his darling when their honeymoon was over; and 
ag he had no female relation in London who could take 
the care of furnishing this earthly paradise off his hands, 
he felt that the whole business must devolve upon him- 
self, and could not be done without time. 


Captain Sedgewick paneled to bring Marian to town 
for a fortnight in Octo! An ceder oat she sola pet 
her lover in the delightfuf duty of house-b 
looked forward to visit 


’ 


ent of hers might | wassail is ended 


ure, Herlife at Lidford had been happy, 
but it was.a monotonous kind of happiness, 
tion of going about London, even at the dullest 
the year, was very delightful to her, 

The pened to be fine that Sep- 
tember, It was the brightest of the year, and am 
lovers took long rambles together in the woodland roads 
sath thec saieian aged fair’ pl eth nonte 
wi' 6 Captain, who was a very 
of having had abullet or two through his legs in the 
days gone by. When the weather was too warm for 
walking, Gilbert borrowed Martin Lister’s dog-cart, and 
drove them on long journeys of exploration to remote 
villages, or to the cheery little market-town ten miles 
away. 

They all three set out for a walk one afternoon, when 
Gilbert had been about afortnight at Lidford, with no 
particular destination, only bent on enjoying the lovely 
weather and the rustic beauty of woodland and meadow. 
The Captain chose their route, as he always did on these 
occasions, and under his guidance they followed the 
river-bank for some distance, and then turned aside into 
a wood in which Gilbert Fenton had never been before. 
He said so, with an expression of surprise at the beauty 
of the place, where the fern grew deep under giant oaks: 
and beeches, and where the mossy ground dipped sud- 
denly down to a deep still pool which reflected the sunlit 
sky through a break in the dark foliage that sheltered it. 

‘What! have you never been here?” exclaimed the 
Captain; “then you have never seen Heatherly, I sup- 

? ” - 


“Never. By-the-way, is not that Sir David Forster’s 
place?” asked Gilbert, remembering John Saltram’s 
promise, : 

He had seen very little more of his friend after that 
visit to Rivereombe, and had half forgotten Mr. Saltram’s 
talk of coming down to this naighbcmend on purpose to 
be’presented to Marian. 

“Yes, It is something of a show-place too, and we 
think a good deal of it in these There are some 
fine Sir Joshuas among the family portraits, ted in 
the days when the Forsters were better off of more 
importance in the county than they aremow. And. there 
are a few other good pictures—Dutch interiors, aml some 
sea-scapes by Bakhuysen. byte Slee ought to see 
Heatherly, . Shall we push on there this afternoon 7?” 

“Ts it far from here?” f 

“Not much more than a mile, This wood joins the 


park and there is a public right of way across the park” 


to the Lidford road, so the gate is always open. We 
can’t waste our walk, and I know Sir David quite well 
enough to ask him to let you see the pictures, if he should 
happen to be at home.” ‘ 

“JT should like it of all things,” said eae eagerly. 
“ My friend John Saltram knows this Sir David Forster, 
and he talked of being down here at this time ; I forgot 
all about it till you spoke of Heatherly just now, I have 
a knack of ——— things nowadays,” 

““T wonder you should forget anything connected 
with Mr. Saltram, Gilbert,” said Marian—‘‘that Mr, 
Saltram of whom you think so much, I cannot tell you 
how anxious I am to see what kind of m he is; not 
handsome—you have confessed as much as that,” 

“Yes, Marian, I admit the painful fact, There are peo- 
ple who call John Saltram ugly. But his face isnota com- 
mon one, it isa very picturesque kindof ugliness—a face 
Velasquez would have loved to paint, Ithink. It is a 
ragged, strongly-marked countenance, with a villaineus- 
ly dark complexion; but the eyes aré very fine, the 
mouth ection; and there is a look of power in the 
face that, to my mind, is better than beauty.” 

“And I think you owned that Mr, Saltram 1s hardly 
the most agreeable person in the world,” 

“+ Well, no, he is not what one eould wel: call an emi- 
nently agreeable person, And yet he exercises a 
deal of influence over the men he knows, without 
ting many of them to his friendship, He is very clever; 
not a brilliant talker by any means, mae, +4 on rare o¢ca- 
sions, when he chooses to give fullswing Bem vere 
does not lay himself out for social ; but ois a 
man who seems to know more of every subject ets 
men about him. I doubt if he will ever succeed at 
bar. He has so little perseverance or meetin ee 
dulges in such an erratic, desul! mode of H 
has made his mark in literature ,and I think he 
might become a great man if he chosey 
ever will choose is a doubtful question,” 

“T am afraid he must be rather a dissipated, danger- 
ous kind of person,” said Marian. : 


ject : 
They don’t last long, and they seem to 
leave not the fain impreesion u) 
stitution: but ef course chia sort 
less injury to a man’s. mind, 


eral way, few men 
drink less than he does, At cards he is equally s' 3a 
master is to 


He has a wonderful power of self-restraint when 
cares to exert it; will six or seven hours every night 
for three weeks ata and then not toucha 


uch 
for six months. Poor old John,” said Gilbert Fenton, 
with a half-regretful sigh ; ‘‘ under happier circumstances 
he might be such a good man!” 
“ But I fear he is a dangerous friend for you, Gilbert,” 
exclaimed Marian, horrified by this glimpse of a bachelor 
lif : 


6. 
“No, darling, I have never shared his wilder 
few chosen 


There are a few whom he rts ai 
such times, I believe Sir David Forster is one of 


oo inte trae Ra 


dissipated set 
Set at aha early nd, 


with quite a cluld-like pleas. births of her first child, The child died too, and Oe 


Lice 


loss ruined Sir David. He used to spend the 
hia life at Heatherly, and was a general 


had reached the 


fondly loved, little as he had cared to inhabit it since 
‘the day tant shattered ali that was brightest and best in 
life. 


* For some time Captain Sedgewick and his companions 
went along a footpath under the shelter of the trees, and 
then emerged upon a wide stretch of smooth turf, 
-whioh they commanded a perfect view of the 

theold house, It wasa quadrangular building 


substantial uel 
oo —— sppneed ths yards — approached by stone 
ldges that 6 moa 
Captain Sedgewick — a bell hanging by the side of 
one of these gates, whereat there arose a shrill peal that 
set the rooks screaming in the tall elms overhead, An 
elderly female appeared in answer to this summons, and 
opened the gate in a slow, mechanical way, without the 
faintest show of interest in the people about to enter, and 
looking as if she would have admitted a gang of obvious 
ee with equal indifference. 
ears er a hideous style of place,” said Gilbert, as they 
‘walked towards the house; “ but I think show-places, as 
ow, ‘rule, excel in ugliness. I dare say the owners 
them find a dismal kind of satisfaction in considering 
influence their dreary piles of mcg ree a 
3 it may 


lumsy low stone portico over the door, 
wide enough to admit a carriage; and lounging about a 
bench under this stony shelter they found a sleepy-look- 
ing man-servant, who informed Captain Sedgewick that 
- Sir David was at Heatherly, but that he was out shooting 
friends at this moment, In his absence 
would be very y to show the house to Cap- 


He 


in the hall, and their conductor announc; . vhat Sir 
and his friends had come in, 


aft 
F 
; 
i 
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a light-brown 
other was John Sal- 
a 


seats examining breech-loader. 
towards the window, and the of the 
shone full upon his dark face a strange 


effect. 
@ told Marian Nowell who this man was. 
face, with its unfathomable eyes and 
= vtec ‘was not the nee aa she -_ 
depths of her —— ion when 
had described his friend; yet ahe felt 
lounging in the window was John 

8 —_ and set down his 
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the billiard. 
ts which were not shown to 


olled these rooms in a leisurely way, 
rid ble pains to show Gilbert Fen- 
of his a John Saltram acting as 


- was like; whether she had indeed only her 
: ity to recommend her, or whether she was in sober 
‘yeality the perfect being Gilbert Fenton believed her to 


beautiful. The first brief look convinced 
upon this point at least her lover had 
on xaggeratien. There was 4 


y | a very luc’ 


d | shall scarcely get 


t ence oyer David Forster than any one elee in 
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fully as he talked to her, for the most part, about the 
pictures which they were looking at together. Before 


‘their inspection of these art treasures was. ended, he was 


fain to confess to himself that she was intelligent as well 
as beautiful. It was not that sbe had said anything par- 
ticularly brilliant, or had shown herself learned in the 
qualities of the old. Dutch masters; but she possessed 
that charming child-liké capacity for receiving informa- 
tion from a superior mind, and that perfect and rapid 
power of appreciating a clever man’s conversation, 
which are apt to seem so delightful to the sterner sex 
when exhibited by a pretty woman, 

At first she had been just a little shy and constrained 
in her talk with John Saltram. Her lover’s account of 
this man had not inspired her with any exalted opinion 
of hischaracter. She was rather inclined to look upon 
him as a person to be dreaded, a friend whose influence 
was dangerous at best, and who might prove the evil ge- 
nius of Gilbert Fenton’s life. But whatever her opinion 
on this point might remain, her reserve soon melted be- 
fore John Saltram’s clever talk and kindly congiliating 
manner, He laid himself out to please on this occasion, 
and it was very rarely he did that without succeeding. 

“T want you to think of me as a kind of brother, Miss 
Nowell,” he said in the course of theirtalk, ‘‘ Gilbert 
and I have been something like brothers for the last 
twelve years of our lives, and it would be a hard 
thing, for one of us, at least, if our friendship should 
ever be lessened, You shall find me discretion itself by- 
and-by, and you shall see that I can respect Gilbert’s al- 
tered ition; but I ahouldn’t like to lose him, and I 
don’t think you look capable of setting your fuce against 
your husband’s old friend,” 

Marian blushed a litt'e at this, remembering that only 
an hour ortwoago she had been g that this friend- 
ship was a perilous one for Gilbert, and that it be well if 
John Saltram’s influence over him could be lessened 
somehow in the future, 

“I don’t believe I should ever have the power to di- 
minish Gilbert’s for you, Mr. Saltram, even were 
I inclined to do so,” she said, 

“Oh y you would; your power over him will 
be illimitable, depend upon it. But, nowI have seen 
you, I _ La Noles her f Lad it oo ty 

ook her ughing gayly. 

“J am much more fittined to be ruled than to rule, 
Mr, Saltram,” she said, ‘I am utterly inexperienced in 
the world, you know, and Mr. Fenton is my superior in 
every way.” 

** Your. superior in years, I know, but in what else?” 

“In every thing else. In intellect and judgment, as 
well as in knowledge of the world, You could never ima- 
gine what a quiet, changeless life I haye led.” 

“Your int t is xo much the clearer for that, I think. 
It has not been disturbed by all the narrow petty iufilu- 
ences of a life spent in what is called ‘ society.’” 

Before they the house, Gilbert and the Captain 
were obliged to promise to dine at Heatherly next day, 
very much to the secret distaste of the former, who must 
thus lose an evening with Ma: but who was ashamed 
to reveal his hopeless condition by a persistent refusal. 
Captain Sedge’ begged John Saltram to choose an 
early day for dining at the pentage and Gilbert gave him 
a general invitation to Lidford House, 

These matters being settled, they departed, accomp:- 
nied by Mr. Saltram, who proposed to walk as far us the 
wood with them, and who extended his walk still further, 
only leaving them at the gate of the Captain’s modest 
domain, ‘The conversation was general throughout the 
way back; and they all found plenty to talk about as 
they loitered slowly on sng waying shadows of the 
trees flic! darkly on the winding path by which 
they went, Gilbert lingered outside the gate after Mar- 
ian and her uncle had gone into the cottage—he was so 
eager to hear his friend praise the girl he loved. 

“ Well, John?” he asked, 

‘* Well, dear old boy, she is all that is beautiful and 
charming, and I can only congratulate you upon your 
chalcs, kien Nowell’s. perfection is a subject about 
which there can not be two opinions.” 

“And yon think she loves me, Jack ?” 

“DoT think she loves you? Why, surely, Gil, that is 
nota question upon which you want another man’s judg- 
ment ? " 

“No, of course not; but one is never tired of receiv- 
ing the assurance of that fact. And you could see by her 
way of speaking about me—” 

“She spoke of youin the prettiest manner possible, 
She seems to consider you quite a superior being.” 

“Dear girl! she is so good and simple-hearted. Do 
you know, Jack, I feel as if I could never be sufficiently 

ful to Providence for my happiness in haying won 
such an angel,” 

“ Well, you certainly have reason to consider yourself 
fellow; but I doubt if any man ever de- 
served fortune better than you do, Gilbert, And, 
now, good-bye, It’s getting unco bly late, and I 
in time to change my clothes for 
dinner. We spend all our evenings in pious devotion to 
billiards, with a rubber or two, or alittle lansquenet to- 
wards the small hours, Don’t forget your engagement 
to-morrow. Good-bye.” ; 

They had a very pay evening at Heatherly, Sir 
David's guests at this time consisted of a Major Fol- 
jambe, an eldérly man who had seen a deal of ser- 
yice in India; a Mr, Harker, who had been in the church 
and had left it in di as alike unused to his tastes 
and capacity; Mr. Windus Carr, a prosperous West-end 
solicitor, who had inherited a first-rate practice from his 
father, and who devoted his talents to the enjoyment of 
life, leaving his clients to the care of his partner, a 
steady-going stout gentleman with a bald head, and an 
inexhaneuilie ch ty for business; and last, but by no 
means least, J Saltram, who possessed ee fl 
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the dinner at agp Fete Saltram came | 


fellows who wera staying with Sir David this year, he 
told Gilbert, He knew all Major Foljambe’s tiger-stories 
by heart, and had convicted him of glaring discepancies 
in his description of the hayoe he and his brother officers 
had made among the big Windus Carr wae a 
conceited, presuming cad, was always boring them 
with impossible accounts of bis conquests among the fair 
sex; and that poor Harker was an unmitigated fool, 
whose brains had run into his billiard-cue,.. This was the 
report which John Saltram gaveof his fellow-guests: 
and he left the shooting-party morning after morming to 
go out boating with Gilbert and Marian, or to idle away 
the sunny hours on the lawn listening to the talk of the 
two others, and dropping im a word now and thenina 
sleepy way as he lay stretched on the grass near them, 
lie up to the sky with his arms crossed above his 
ead, 

He called at Lidford House one day when Gilbert had 
told him he should stay at home to write le! and was 
duly presented tothe Listers, who made a dinner- 
party in his henor a few days afterwards, to which Cap- 


.tain Sedgewick and Marian were invited—a party which 


went off with more brigheness and gayety than was wont 
to distinguish the Lidford-House entertainments, After 
this there was more boating—long afternoons spent on 
the winding river, with occasional landings upon pictur- 
esque little islands or wooded banks, where there were 
the wild flowers Marian Nowell loved and understood so 
well; more idle mornings in the cottage garden—a hap- 
py, innocent break in the common course of life, which 
seemed almost as pleasant to John Saltram as to his 
friend, He had contrived to make himself popular with 
every one at Lidford, and was an especial yet with 
Captain Sedgewick, 

He seemed so thoroughly happy among them, and dis- 
played such a perfect sympathy with them in all € 
that Gilbert Fenton was taken utterly by surprise by his 
abrupt departure, which happenéd one day without a 
word of warning. He had dined at the cottage on the 
previous evening, and had been in the wildest, most reck- 
less spirits—that mood to which he was subject at rare 


intervals, and in which he exercised a potent fascination 
over his companions. He had uiled the little party at 
the cottage into complete forge’ ess of the hour by his 


unwonted eloquence npon subjects of a deeper, higher 
kind than it was his habit to speak about; and then at 
the last moment, when the clock on the mantel-piece had 
struck twelve, he had suddenly seated himedlt 

piano, and sung them Moore’s * Farew 
you welcome the hour,” in tones that went straight to the 
hearts of the listeners, He had one of those rare sym- 
pathetic voices which move people to teara nnawares, 
and before the song was ended Murisn was fairly over- 
come, and had made a hasty escape from the room, 
ashamed of her emotion, A 

Late as it was, Gilbert accompanied his friend for a 
mile of his homeward route, He had secureda latch-key 
during his last visit to Lidford House, and couid let him- 
self quietly in of a night without intrenching upon the 
regular habits of Mrs, Lister’s household, 

ce clear of the cottage, John Saltram’s gayety yan- 
ished ail in a moment, and gaye toa Te silence 
which Gilbert was powerless to oT 

“Is there any thing amiss, Jack?” he asked, ‘ I 
know high spirits are not always a sign of inward con- 
be ii with you, Is there any thing wrong to-night?” 

0. 

* Are you sure of that?” 

“ Quite sure, I may be a little knocked up, perhaps; 
that’s all.” 

No hint of his intended departure fell from him when 
they shook hands and wished each other good-night ; but 
early next morning a brief note was delivered to Mr. 
Fenton at his sister’s house, to the following effect : 


‘My Dear GILBERT :—I find myself obliged to leave 
this place for London at ones, and have not time to 
thank any one for the kindness I have received during 
my.stay. Will you do the best to repair this omission on my 
part, and offer my warmest expressions of gratitude to 
Captain Sedgewick and Miss Nowell for their goodness to 
me? Pray apologize for me also to Mr, and Mrs, Lister 
for my inability tomake my adieux in a more formal 
manner than this, a shortcoming which I hope to atone 
for on some future visit, Tell Lister I shall be very 
pleased to see him if he will look me up at the Pynx when 


he is next in town, : 
JoxuN SALTRAM.” 


* Ever yours, 

This was all, There was no explanation of the reason 
for this hurried journey—a si omission between 
men who were on terms of such ‘ect confidence as ob- 
tained with these two, Gilbert ton was not a little 
disturbed by this unlooked-for event, fearing that some 
yines of evil had espllens his 5 a allen tntos a 

‘*His money-matters may have n into a desperate 
condition,” he thought; “or perhaps that woman—that 
Mrs, Branston is at the bottom of the business,” 

He went to the cottage that 
with his accustomed feeling 
The serene heaven of his tranquil life was clouded a little 
py ie strange conduct of John Saltram’s, It wounded 
him to think that his old companion was keeping a se- 
Ms ey 

“T sup cause lectured him a little ru 
Mrs, Branston the other day,” he said to himself, Lc ee 
business is conn: with her in some way, I dare say, 
and poor Jack does not care to arouse my ; in- 
dignation. That comes of taking a high moral tone with 
one’s friend, He swallows the pill with a decent grace at 
the time, and shuts one out of his confidence ever after- 


and poset a go Me Saltram’s eta ty 


man should be summoned’ to London by the 
ness, : es 

Gilbert might 

involved in 


* undertake a hand-to-hand fight with evil fortune. 


5 FENTON'S QUEST. 


een with his father for,many years, and who knew 
the business—y 


‘how ill you are looking! I fear I made my letter too 


every intricacy wrote him a very long and that it frightened you.” 
letter, dwelling upon the eyil’ fortune which hadattend-| “‘Oh, no, no, Iam very sorry you should have this 
ed all their A transactions of late, and hinting | bad fortune, Gilbert; that is all.” 


at dishonesty and double dealing on the part of Gilbert’s 
cousin, Astley Fenton, the local manager. 


. The losses are not. more than I can 
The letter was a very sensible one, calculated to arouse 


going back to London by the earliest fast train next 
morning. It was cutting 
da; He had meant to return at the beginning of the 
following week, and he felt that he had already some rea- 
son to reproach himself for his neglect of business. 

He left Lidford happy in the thought that . Captain 
Sedgewick and Marian wére to come to London in Octo- 
ber. The period of separation would be something less 
thana month, And after that? Well, he would of 
course spend Christmas at Lidford; and he faucied how 
the holly and mistletoe, the church decorations and carol 
singing, and all the stereo’ genialities of the season 
—things that had seemed trite and dreary to him since 
the days of his boyhood—would have a new cance 
and beauty for him when he and Marian kept the sacred 
festival together, And then how quickly would begin 
the new year, the year whose spring-tide would see them 
man and wife! ‘Perhaps there is no period of this mor- 
tal life so truly happy as that in which all our thoughts 
are occupied in looking forward to some great joy to 
come. Whether the joy, when it does come, is ever so 
unqualified a delight as it seemed in the distance, or 
whether it ever comes at all, are questions which we have 
all solved for ourselves somehow or other. To Gilbert 
Fenton these day-dreams were bright and new, and he 
was troubled by no fear of their not being realized, 


He went ge nage with pemmeerente ite and 
made a careful and detailed investigation o: aire | | 3 7 
connected. with their Melbourne trading, assisted | *£x0wa her into his hand. 
throughout OF Samuel Dwyer, the old clerk, The result 
of. this tion convinced him that his cousin had 
been playing him false; that the men with whom his 
Pye losses had been made were men of straw, and 

@ transactions were shadows invented to cover his own 
embezzlements. It was a complicated business alto- 
gether; and it was not until Gilbert Fenton had been en- 
gaged upon it for more than a week, and had made 

inquiries as to the the status of the firms with 
which the supposed dealings had taken place, that he was 
able to arrive at, this conctusion. Having at last made 


unclasping each other nervously, 


of my universe.” 


Fenton’s return, It was a 


which seemed to 


out of the canyass, 


at all times, was apt to dispose of a 


Gilbert and Marian’s conversation, 


“Never,” 


himself master of the real state of a8 far as it 
; mother’s story.” 
yet in gg, ows fo Jogo af dt distance rom | Stet IT nem and came back in a few minnie 


line open to him as aman of business, That was to go 
at once to Melbourne, investigate his cousin’s transac- 
tions upon the spot, and take the management of the 
colonial house into his own hands, 


which he had hoped would be his Lipa. Aura , Lid A 
ything less than ile and foo! : 
and it was possible that the future stability of hia posi- | locket containing gray hair and 
tion Wee Aepennent upon his arrangement of these Mel- a Ae) LENRTAY 
bourne culties, Xt was his home, the prosperity | C48? 
of his rg Sea that he had to fight for; and he told 
himself that he must put aside all weakness, as he had 
done once before, when he turned away from the easy- 
going studies and pleasures of a young Oxford life 


He had conquered then, as he hoped to conquer now, 


energets ure ; 24 | marriage, 
having ap eo nature, and a strong faith in mans “T have read: them carefully ever 80 many times, with 
the notion that they might throw some light upon Mr. 
and Mrs. Nowell’s antecedents,” said the Captain, as Gil- 
bert held these in his hands, disinclined to look at docu- 
ments of so private and sacred a character ; “ butthey tell 
very little. Ifancy that Miss Geoffry was a governess in 
some family in London—the enyelopes are missing, you 
see, so there is no evidence as to where she was living, 
except that it was in London—and that she left her: em- 
ployment to marry this Percival Nowell. _You’d like to 
read the letters yourself, I dare say, Gilbert. Putthem 
in your pocket, and look them oyer at your leisure, when 
You can bring them back before you 


power to master fortune by honest work and patience. 
There was no time lost after ones his decision was ar- 


and 
duty to take this step, hard as it might seem to him, He 
could not leave England without seeing her once more, 
he said, recently as they had parted, and brief as his 
leisure must needs’ be. There were so many things he 
would have to say to her on the eve of this cruel separa- 


i you get home, 
tion, 


leave Lidford,” 

He went down to Lidford one evening when all the ar- Mr, Fenton glanced at Marian to see 
rangements for his voyage were complete, and he had | jection to his readi 
two elear days at his disposal before the vessel he was to | looking absently at 
go in left Liverpool. -The Listers were very much sur- | her. 
prised and shocked when he told them what he was going 
to do; Mrs, Lister bitterly bewailing the insecurity of all 
commercial positions, and appearing to consider her 
brother on the verge of bankruptcy, 

He found a warm welcome at the cottage from the 
Captain, who heartily approved of the course he was 
taking, and was full of hopefulness about the future. 

“A'few months more or less can make little differ- 


Marian?” he asked, 


interesting.” 
*“T am interested in everything that 


in his room 


The Captain, who led an easy comfortable kind of life 


leisure in slumber upon such a day as this, He sat in 
his own particular easy chair, dozing behind the shelter 
of a newspaper, and lulled agreeably by the low sound of 


Sothe quiet hours went by, overshadowed by the 
gloom of that approaching separation, 
when they had returned to the drawing room, and Cap- 
tain Sedgewick had refreshed his intellectual powers 
with copious draughts of strong tea, he began to talk of 
Marian’s chiidhoaod; and the circumstances which had 


“JT don’t suppose my little girl ever showed you her 
mother’s jewel-case, did she, Gilbert?” he asked, 


“T thought asmuch. It contains that old-fashioned 
welry I spoke of—family relics, which I have some- 
es fancied might be of usetoher, if ever her birth- 
right were worth claiming. But I doubt if that will ever 
happen, now that so many years have gone by,/ and 
there has been no endeavor to trace her, Run and fetch 
the case, Marian. ‘There are some of its contents which 
Gilbert ought tosee before he leaves England—papers 
which I intended to show him when I first told -him your 


eatrying an old-fashioned ebony jewel-case inlaid with 
brass. She unlocked it with a ‘little key 
watch-chain, and exhibited its contents to 
ton.. There were some curious old rings, of no great 
value; aseal-ring with a crest cut on a bloodstone—a 
crest of that common kind of device which does not im- 
py noble or ancient lineage on the 
earer thereof; a necklace and ear-rings of amethyst, a 
glid bracelet with a miniature of = young man, whose 
handsome face had a hara, pusgrocanie expression ; a 
avng a date and the 
on the massive plain gold 


These were all the trinkets. In a secret drawer there 


“There is nothing which I do not hope to repair, dear, 


that I 


take to heart is the separation from you, Marian.” 
“I am not worth so much regret,” she said, with her 
eyes fixed upon the ground, and her hands clasping and | day 


“Not worth so much regret, Marian!” he exclaimed. 
“You are all the world to me; the beginning and end 


She looked a little brighter by-and-by, when her lover 
had done his best to cheer her with hopeful talk, which 
cost him no small effort in the depressed state of his 
mind. The day went by very slowly, although it was the 
last which those two were to spend together until Gilbert 
opelessly wet day, with a 
perpetual drizzling rain and a leaden gray sky ; weather 

ies well enough with the per- 
vading gloom of Gilbert’s thoughts as he stood by the 
fire, leaning against an angle of thé mantel-piece, and 
watching Marian’s needle moving monotonously in and 


good deal of his 


After dinner, 


ig to her 
bert Hen~ 


of the 


if she had any ob- 


the letters. She was quite silent, 
trinkets lying in the tray before 


“You don’t mind my reading your father’s letters, 
“Not at all. Only I think you will find them yerv un- 


concerns you.” 


He put the ‘popes in his pocket, and sat up for an hour 
tt night reading Percival Nowell’s love- 

letters. They revealed very little to him, except the un- 
itigated selfishness of the writer. That quality exhib- 


ment o: his wedding. “Marian will be naite safe in her | ited itself in every page. The lovers had met for the 


beaten ; believe that neither time nor | times, 
er your love for her.” “Tf you a you agrees Lucy,” Mr, Nowell 
“You may believe that. Every dsy makes her dearer | wroteon one m,; ‘you 8) exchange 
tome. Isghould to tell how bitterly I} this slavery for liberty with 
feel this and : mental str me, content to Jeave the 
before I) “make my hands, without or ~ 
, : : ~ aS woman would dothis.” 


There 
dull, maken Serres . 


‘was & good deal more to the same effect, and it 


“oe flejand doer had came at last very 
cok the ad news ia me antly s ‘it did come, Son and 
tressed her even more than r urged Bs ¢ 
“ ng,” he said tenderly, looking at the | the last. ‘to have hung back, as if dreading 
emma Sates her cold hand clasped in his own, ! result of E e er 


' The letters told little of ‘the writers ‘circtxdstances or 
‘social status, Whenever he alluded to ‘his father it was’ 
with anger and contempt, and in a manner ‘that implied 
some quarrel between them; but there was nothing to 
indicate what kind of man the father was, : 

Gilbert Fenton took the packet back to the cottage next 
m - He was to return to London that afternoon, 
and only a few hours to spend with Marian. The 
but there was no rain; and they 
walked ee tall = be a an garden, where the leaves were be« 

and w every appearance of summer 
seemed to have vanished since Gilberts last visit. 

For some time they were both rather Se a 
thoughtfully up and down the sheltered walk that ended 
the lawn, Gilbert found it. imy ible to puton an ap~ 
pearance of hopefulness on this last day, It was better 
wholly to give up the attempt, and resign himself to the 
gloom that brooded over him, shutting out the future, 
‘That airy castle of his—the villa on the banks of the 
Thames—seemed to have faded. and vanished 


happy time of his return. 
tance bewildered him. He felt an unspeakable dread of « 


destined to suffer a fresh pang before the moment of’ 
parting came. Marian turned to him by-and-by withan 
earnest, anxious face, and said: 

“Gilbert, there is something which I think I ought w 
say to you before you go away.” 

“What is that, my darling?” H 

“Tt is rather hard to say, I fear it will give you pain, 
I have been thinking about it for a long time. The 
thought has been a constant reproach to me, Gilbert, it 
would be better if we were both free; better if you could 
leave England without any tie to weigh you down with 
anxieties when you are out yonder, and will have so 
much Occasion for perfect freedom of mind.” 2 

Ga yey dot 

pray, pray don’t think me ‘ul or unmind- 

fulof your goodness tome, I an tavene us for your 
happiness. I am not steady hes or fixed sy , in 
my mind. Iam not worthy of the thought and care 
you have given me.” e 

+ have I done anything to forfeit your love?” 

ES ea no, no.” 

“‘Then why do you say these things to me? Do you’ 
want to break my heart?” z 

“Would it break your heart if Iwere to recall my 
promise, Gilbert?” 

“Yes, Marian.” he answered gravely, drawing her sud-, 
denly to him, and looking int her face with earnest 
scrutinizing eyes; but if you do not loye me, if you can 


the belief that I had won your love 


on Bes the 
word be spoken. I will bear it, my dear, 


bear it.” 


ness of his face, and bursting into tears, “I wit to 
be worthy of you. I will try D love you as BoP Fd ig 


be better for you to be free from all thoughts of me. I 
think it would seem very hard to me to lose your love. I 
don’t think T could bear spon ap mais ; 

She looked up at him with an appealing expression 
through her tears—an ‘innocent -childish look that 
went to his heart—and he cl: her to his be- 


nothing more than a girlish capri 

¥e My dearest, my life is bo 
said. * Nothing can part us € 
me. 


—-——_ 


CHAPTER VII, 
* GoOD-BYE.}” : 

THe hour for the final parting came at last, and Gil-» 
bert Fenton turned his back upon the little gate by whieh 
he had watched Marian Nowell standing that first - 
summer Sunday evening which-sealed his.d Pp 

He left Lidford weary at: heart, weighed down by a de- 
pression he had vainly struggled against. and he brooded. 
over his troubles allthe way back to town. . It seemed as 
if all the hopes that had made life so sweet to him zoe 
week ago had been swept away. He could not look be- 
yond that dreary Australian exile 5 he could not bring his 
thoughts to bear upon the time that was to come after~ 
wands; and which need be no less bright. because of this 

elay, 

“She may die while Iam away,” he thought. “O 
God! if that were to happen! If I were to come back 
and find her dead! Such things have been, and men 
and women have borne them, and gone on 3 

He had one more duty to perform before he Eng- 
land. He had to say oe to John Saltram, whom 
he had not seen since they that ht at Lidford. 
He could not Jeave England without some kind of fare- 
well to his old friend; and he had reserved this last even- 
ing for the duty, 


He went to the Pnyx on the chance of finding Saltram 
there, and, failing in that, ate dinner in the 
coffee-room, The waiter told him that Mr, Saltram had 


a second floor in Fig-tree 
Mr. Saltram was at home. It was his own, 
yoice which answered Gilbert’s knock, bi 


led upon the floor, and a whole 
Bpraw. upon Tr, and a Ww! 
a rents seemed. to have.been, 


He could uot look beyond the Australian journey to thé 
The hazards of time and dis. 


the distance that was to divide him from Marian Nowell ° 
—a dread that grew stronger with every: hour, He was ~ 


not love me—and God knows how happy I have in- 
**Oh, ‘no, no!” she cried, shocked by the dead white- 


to be loved. It was only. a fancy.of mine that it would. ~ 


lieving that this proposal. to set him free had been indeed - 
a0 bi wn 


da up with your love,” he 
cep your ceasing tolove 


2 


_— 


So 28S pa at ae genset 


. “And you have really not been ill?” 


tion to this 


dropped: his pen. at. the sound ‘of his 
riend’s voice and got up. He gave Gilbert his hand in 
&@ mechanical kind of way. 


fo Ont dor’t rally goat it quite so hard; but you | “‘ and forget that I owe you my life. 
know I havea of d things against time. I| been to the fore to navigate the good ship Fenton & Co. 
have been giving myself a of hard work in order to} if it hadn’t been for your care, 


pick up a little cash for the childrenof Israel. 

He dropped back into his chair, and Gilbert took one 
opposite . The lamp shone full ime John Saltram’s 
face as he sat at his desk: and, after looking at him for 
& moment by that vivid light, Gilbert Fenton gave a cry 
of surprise, 

. * What is the matter, Gil 2” - : 

“You are the matter. You are looking as worn and 
haggard as if you had a long.illness since I saw you last, 
I never remember you looking soill. This kind of thing 
won't do, John. You'll soon kill yourself at this rate.” 

4*Not to be done, my dear fellow. Iam the toughest 

in creation, I have been sitting up all night for 
the. week or so, and that does rather impair the 
freshness of one’s complexion; but I assure you there’s 
nothing so good for a man as a week or two of unbroken 
work, I have been doing an exhaustive review of Ro- 
map diterature for one of, the quarterlies, and the sub- 
ject involved a little more reading than I was quite pre- 
pared for.” 


“Not in the least... I am never ill.” 

He shed aside his papers, and sat with his elbow on 
the desk and his head leaning on his hand, waiting for 
Gilbert to talk. He was, evidently in one of those silent 
m 3 which were common to him at times. 

Gilbert told him of, his Melbourne troubles, and of his 
immediate departure. The announcement roused him 
from his absent humor, He dropped his arm from the 
table godaenty, and sat looking full at Gilbert:witha 
very intent expression. : 

This is strange news,” he said, ‘and it will’cause the 

ement of your marriage I suppose?” 
te phappily, yes; that is unavoidable. Hard lines, 
z 


marry Adela 


months’ delay. “When do you sail?” 


other perhaps.” 
me that. Nothing 


low.” 


John Saltram hesitated, looking doubtfully at his pa- 
“Tt would only be a kind thing eee Sone 


with a kind of a 
Beart ao for friendship. Yes, I'll see you off, dear 
Egad, I wish I could 


explained nothing. I thought you and I 
crets from each Other. It’s scarcely fair to treat me like 


‘““The business was hardly worth explaining,” an- 
swered the other moodily, ‘A bill that I had forgotten 
for the time fell due just then, and I hurried off to set 


Ip you somehow or other, Jack.” 


Saltram the enve 
this open eagerly. 


desperate enou; , 
past redemption for the last ten years—ever since I left 
Oxford, Nothing but a rich marriage will ever set me 
straight; and I sometimes doubt, if that game is worth 
the candle, and whether it would mgt be better to anes a 
clean sweep of engagements, offer up my name 2 
peas Ay of ae and the fiery indignation of sol- 
vent journalists—who would find subject for sensation 

in my iniquities—emigrate, and turn bush-ranger, 
A ‘free life in, the wilderness must be a happy ex- 
chapge for all the retty worries and perplexities of this 
cursed existence,” 


mate fool. For 


* Ever yours, 


“and how about Mrs. Branston, John? . By-the-way, 
I thought that she might have had something to do with 
your sudden journey to London,” 
“No; she had to do with it. I have not seen 
her since I came back from Lidford.” 
Indeed!’” 


ton landed in 


resolute course of action, 


nn 
“ Very’ little influence if you | fall 
wegen Gene John.- ‘The factis, Mrs, Branston, pretty 
and agreeable as she may be, is not'the sort of to 
; hold upomyou "= t 


FENTOW’S QUEST. 


| Gilbert spoke of that perilous: illness of his in Egypt, 

‘the fever in which he had been given over by every one, | note from John 

and only saved at last by the exem; 

tion of his friend, Ft ewhgsae wr phe ae ea or Se ye ss 
is thing talked a , and tried imme: ve return 

sient @1 stesso Fe vt 

night Gilbert was not to be stopped. 


Cairo told me as much in very plain terms. Yes, John, 
I consider myself your debtor to the amount of a life.” 


They parted at-Jast, John Saltram’ having faithfully 
promised his friend to work no.more ‘that night, and 
they met at Euston Square early the next morning for 
the journey to Liverpool. Gilbert had never found his 
friend’s company more delightful than on this last day. 
It seemed as if John Saltram put away every thought of 
self in his perfect sympathy with the thoughts and feel- 


Gilbert, and God bless you! If—any 
thing should happen to me—if I should have gone to the 
bad utterly before you come back, you must try to re- 
member our friendship of the past. Think that Ihave 
loved you very dearly—as well as one man ever loved an~ 


**My- dear John, you have no need to. think to tell 
can ever weaken the love between us, 


I shall write you an account of my proceedings, and 
shall expect to hear from you. Once more, good-bye.” 


He went back to London by the evening exp and 
reached his chambers at a late hour that night. re 
had been some attempt at tidying the rooms in his ab- 
sence; but his books and papers had been undisturbed. 
Some letters were lying on the desk, among them one 
in a big scrawling hand that was very familiar to Mr. 
e stamped 
t was from Sir David Forster. 

* Dear SALTEAM” (wrote the baronet) “‘what do you 
mean by this iniquitous conduct? You only obtained 
my consent to your hurried departure the other day on 
condition you should come back in a week, yetthere are 
no signs of you, Foljambe and the lawyer are gone, and 
I am alone with Harker, whose stupidity is something 
marvellous, I am dying by inches of this dismal state 
of things. I can’t tell the man to go, you see, for he is 
really a most worthy creature, although such 2consum- 
ity’s sake come to me. You can do 
your literary work down here as well as in London, and 
I promise to respect your laborious hours. 


John Saltram stood with this letter open in his hand, 
staring blankly at it, like a man lost in a dream. 

“Go back! he muttered, at last—‘‘ go back, when I 
thought I did such a great — in coming away!’ No, 
I am not weak enough for that 

On the Sth of July, in the following year, Gilbert Fen- 
England, after nearly ten months of exile. 
He had found hard-work to do in the colonial city, and 
had done it—surmounting every difficulty by a steady, 


Astley Fenton had tried:to shelter’ his frands, heaping 
ended bymaking a 
after receiving his cousin’s: promise not 


care and devo- | b . and he was 
profound objeo- | and by fact. If he could 


I should never haye | of Pairk pe neat Leia sige orgs mee 
against the oping get a letter 
The doctor fellow at | mail, ena 

That came, and with the same 


Then came the long monotonous vo; 
ple leisure for gloomy thoughts, for 


before he conld'set foot on English ground. 
of his arrival drew nearer his mind grew 


unspeakable terror. 
The 
the vessel at daybreak, 


here, seemed almost interminable to him. 

to and fro the long aoe waiting for the 
‘essy he wondered how he had borne all the 
poshow he had been able to live through 


now that the ordeal was over, 


corner trying to read a ne 


less as the condition of all commerce a; 


weathered the storm which had 


him. 


train for Fairleigh, the station nearest’ to, 


English scenery, looking so exquisite in 
wey, filled him With a tas 
pain, He had often 


ure, half bata to see his darling 4; 
summer sunlight, 


window in the warm breeze, an 


— sneer: = ee from the py 
river, and walked ra) across @ 
“aidford.” ° He tore short cut to the ceatee om which Captain 


en opposite the Captain’s cottage. He 
foment as he came throug! eit 


water. 


be let, 


green slowly, stunned by this» unlooked-for 
the house was empty. The —— which 
bered in such exquisite order, had a weedy, 
look that seemed) like the de 


Davip Forster.” 


folly.” 


across the hedge,of the neighboring garden, 


“Yes,” Gilbert answered huskily, looking 
absent, unseeing way. 


income by letting a eee, be mene 


tae org ec ‘lifes It owas: a ‘little’ 


to land immediately 
t of the conversation ; but to-| arrival of the first mail which brought him no letter, 
he would haye done so, But his journey would have 
“You refuse the help of ‘my purse, Jack,” he said, | been wasted had he not remained to complete the work 


dismissed 
leading by a 


him letters from Marian and her uncle, and oné short” 
Saltram, The mails that followed 
eae 


y alarmed 
‘afl the 


staid, sorely 
by the next 


result to 


dispiriting 
Gilbert Fenton, There was a letter /from his sister, it is 
“Saving a man’s life is sometimes rather a doubtful | true; but that was written from Switzerland, where she 
boon, Ithink if I had a fever, and some officious fool |-was traveling with her husband, and brought him no 
dragged me through it when I was in a fair way to make | tidings of Ma 
a decentend, I should be very savagely disposed toward 


rian. He tried to convince himself that if 
there had been bad news, it must needs have come to 
him; that the delay was only the result of accident— 

« Why,. John Saltram, you are the last man in the | some mistake of Marian’s as to the date 
world from whom I should expect that dreary kind of 
talk, Yet I suppose it’s only a natural consequence of 
shutting yourself up in these rooms for'ten days-at a 
stretch.” 


of the mail. 


What more natural than that she should make ‘such a 

mistake, ata place with such deficient postal arrange- 

ments as those which obtained at Lidford? But, argue 

with himself as he might, this silence of his betrothed 

“ What good use ,have I made of my life in the past, | was none the less pe lexing to 

Gilbert 2” demanded the other, bitterly ; “and what have | to perpetual anxiety 

I to look forward to in the future? ‘To marry, and re-| the sailing of the vessel that was to convey 

deem my position by the aid of a woman’s money. 'That’s | England. ’ 

hardly the noblest destiny that can befall a man,. And 

yet I think “3 —_ atten ean ig “re pres A _ 

marry me, I might make something of my life, I mig " 

go into Parliament, and make something of a name for pis Dead wathnes Ch ne, Ae Dee Mee 

myself. I could write books instead of anonymous arti- 

cles. Lshould scarcely sink down into an idle, mindless 

existence of dinner-giving and dinner-eating. Yes, I 

think the best thin; that could happen to me would be to 
Bran sori. 


him, and he was a prey 
uring the time that elapsed before 


him backto - 


6, affording am- 


less fears in 


6 sea washed 
drearily against his cabin window, and he lay broad 
awake counting the hours that must wear themselves out 


As the time 
restless and 


fitful, now full of hope and happy visions of his meeting 
with Marian, now weighed down by the burden of some 


day dawned at last, that sultry summer day, and 
Gilbert was among those eager passengers who quitted 


He went straight from the quay to to the railway-sta, 
tion, and the delay of an hour, which he had to endure” 


As he paced 
London ex- 
ious de- 

at dismal, 


agonizing time. His own patience was a mystery to him, 


The express started at last, and he sat quietly in his 
aper, while his fellow-tray- 
elers discussed the state of trade in Liverpool, which 
seemed from their account, to be as desperate and 


inv: 


to be whenever commercial matters come under discus- 
sion, Gilbert Fenton was not interested in the Liver- 
pool trade at this particular crisis: He knew that he had 

assailed his own for- 
tunes, and that the future lay clear and bright before 


He did not waste an hour in London, but went straight 
from one station to another, and was in time to catch a 


Lidford, It 


was five o’clock in the afternoon when he arrived at this 
place, and chartered a fly to take him over to Lidford—a 
lovely summer afternoon, The sight of the familiar 


ure that was almost akin to 
ked this road with Marian; and 
as he drove along he looked eagerly at every distant fig- 
proach him in the 


Mr. Fenton deposited his carpet-bag at the c 
inn, where snow-white curtains futtered "puslyat every 
western innumerable 
geraniums made a gaudy blaze of scarlet against the 
wooden wall, He did not stop here to make any in- 
quiries about those he had come to see. His heart was 
beating tumultuously in expectation of the meeting that 


the 
Sedgewick’s 


house stood. ‘This field brought him to the side of the 


fora 


th the little wooden gate, and 
looked across the grass, where a regiment of geese was 
marching towards the still pool of willow-shadowed 


The shutters of the upper rooms were closed, and there 
was a board above the parden-gate, The cottage was to 


Gilbert Fenton’s heart gave one great throb, and then 
seemed to cease beating altogether. He walked across the 


blow. Yes, 
he remem- 
dilapidated 


cay of some considerable 
time. He rang the bell several times, but there was no 
answer ; and he was turning away from the gate with the 
stunned, confused feeling still upon him, unable to con- 
sider what he ought to do next, when he heard himself 
called. by his name,and saw a woman looking at him 


“Were you wishing to make any inquiries about the 
last ocenpants of Hazel Cottage, sir ?” she asked. 


at her in an — 


He had seen her often during his visits to the ; 
busy at work in her garden, which: was, much t 
than the Captain’s, but -he had never spoken to/her be- 


fore to-day.» ‘ { dats srodied yack 
She was @ maiden) lady; who eked»out) her ‘slén 
abode when- 


everan ‘so.doing, occurred ‘Theveare‘of 
«| this cottage occupied all her days, and formed the de-,.) 


larger: than 


it 


FENTON'S QUEST. 


her *“*Y shall be most happy to 
arent soe ph Gr eaaes about your friends,” oe 
“You are very good,” said Gilbert, following her into 


the prim little lor, 
He had recovered his self- on in some degree by 
-his time, telling himself this desertion of Hazel 


¥ age involved no more than a change of residence, 

“My name-is Dodd,” said the lady, motioning Mr. 
Fenton to a chair—‘* Miss Letitia Dodd. I had the pleas- 
ure of seeing yon very often d your visits next 
door, I was’ not on visiting terms with Captain Sedge- 
wick and Miss Nowell, although we bowed to each other 
out-of-doors. Iam only a tradesman’s daughter—indeed 
my brother is now carrying on business as a butcher in 
Fairléigh—and of course I am quite aware of the differ- 
ence in our positions. Iam the last person to intrude 
myself ypon my superiors.” 

“Tf you will be so kind as to tell me where thay have 
gone?” Gilbert asked, eager to stop this formal statement 
of Miss Dodd’s social standing. 

““Where they have gone!” she repeated, “‘ Dear, dear! 
Then you do not know—” 

**T do not know what?” 

“Of Captain Sedgewick’s death.” 

“Good God! My dear old friend! When did he die?’ 

** At the beginning of the year. It was very sudden— 
a fit of apoplexy. He was seized in the night, poor dear 
gentleman, and it was only discovered when the servant 
went to call him in the morning. He only lived two days 
after the seizure, and never spoke again.” 

“And Miss Nowell—what made her leave the cottage? 
She is still at Lidford, I suppose ?” 

<‘Oh dear, no, Mr, Fenton, She went away altogether 
about a month after the Captain’s death.” 

“(Where did she go?” 

“T cannot tell you that. I did not even know that she 
intended leaving Hazél Cottage until the day after she 
left. When I saw the shutters closed and the board up, 
you might have knocked me down with a feather. Miss 
Nowell was so much liked in Lidford, and she had more 
than one invitation from friends to stay with them for 
the sake of the change after her uncle’s death; but she 
would not visit anywhere. She staid quite alone in the 
cottage, with only the old servant.” 

“But there must surely be some one in the place who 
knows where she has gone!” exclaimed Gilbert. 

“T think not. The landlord of Hazel Cottage does 
not know. He was my landlord also, and I was asking 
him about Miss Nowell when I paid him my rent the 
other day, He said he supposed she had gone away to 
be married. That has been the general impression, in 
fact, at Lidford. People made sure that Miss Nowell had 
left to be married to you.” 

“Thave only just returned from Australia, I have 
come back to fulfill my engagement to Miss Nowell. Can 
you suggest no one from whom I am likely to obtain in- 
formation?” 

“There is the family at the rectory; they knew her 
very well, and were extremely kind to her after her un- 
ele’s death. It mightbe worth your while to call upon 
Mr. it.” 

“Yes, I will call,” Gilbert answered; “‘thanks for the 


suggestion.” 

tanding at the gate of her fits garden, watching iis 
stai e er little en, watchin, i 
with profound interest as he walked away to the 
village. There was apleasant mystery in the affair, to 
the mind of Miss Dobb, 

Gilbert Fenton went at once to the rectory, although it 
was now seven o'clock. He had met Mr, and Mrs. 

several times, and had visited them with the 

Listers. 


The rector was at home, seco over his solitary glass 
of port by the open window of his pop Miser tet 
looking lazily out at a group of sons and daughters play- 
ing juet on the lawn. He was surprised to see Mr. 
Fenton, but welcomed him with much cordiality. 

‘I have come to you full of care, Mr. Marchant,” Gil- 
bert began; “and the pressing nature of my business 
must excuse the lateness of my visit.” 

“There is no occasion for any excuse, I am very glad 
to see you at this'time. Pray help yourself to some wine, 
there are clean glasses near you ; and take some of those 
straw! on which my wife prides herself amazingly. 
People who live in the country all their days are obliged 
to give their minds to horticulture. And now, what is 
Caine of yours, Mr. Fenton? Nothing very serious, I 

ope. 

“Tt is very serious to me, at present. I think you 
know’ that I am engaged to Miss Nowell.” 

“Perfectly. Ihad imagined until this moment that 
youand she were married. When she left Lidford, I 
conciuded that she had gone to stay with friends of 
yours, and that the marriage would, in all probability, 
take.place at an early period, without any strict obsery- 
ance of etiquette as to her mourning for her uncle. It 
was na‘ that we should think this, knowing her soli- 
tary position.” 

“Then you do not know where she went on leaving 
EET in ttt 

* Notin faintest degree. Her departure was alto- 
gether unexpected by us.. My wife and daughters called 
upon hertwo or three times after the Captain’s death, 
and were éven anxious that she should come here to stay 
for a short time; but she would not dothat, She seemed 
grateful, and touched Lf their anxiety about her, but 
they could not bring her to talk of her future.” 

“ And she told them nothing of her intention to leave 
Lidfora?”.° = 

“Not aword.” * 


the 
same result ; no one could te! 
“Hazel Gottage, or where she 


during his visita to Hazel Cottage. She was a good- 
humored, honest creature, of about fifty, and had been 
devoted tothe Captain and Marian, 


that she should like to be alone ‘on scoount of her 
grief.” : eo 
“There must have been some .reason for her; 


After s good deal of trouble, Gilbert ascertained that | toward me, Sarah, She could not have acted so cruelly 
this woman had. not accompanied her young .mistress.| without some powerful motive... Heaven only ‘OWS 
when she left Lidford, but had taken service ina grocer’s | what it may haye been. The business.of my life will be 


family at Fairleigh. Having discovered this, Mr, Fenton 
set off ragel ges for the little market town, on foot 
this time, and with his mind full of the days when he 
and Marian had walked this way together. 

He found the shop to which he had been directed—a 
roomy old-fashioned emporium in the High Street, sunk. 
three or four feet below the level of the payement, and 
approached by a gg se of steps; a shop with a low ceil- 
ing, that was made lower by bunches of candles, hams, 
bacon and other merchandise hanging from the massive 
beams that spanned it, Mr. Fenton, having duly stated 
his business, was shown into the grocer’s best parlor—a 
resplendent apartment, where there were-more orna- 
ments in the way of shell-and-feather flowers under glass 
shades,and Bohemian scent-bottles, than were consist- 
ent with luxurious oecupation,.and where eyery chair 
and sofa was made a perfect vailed prophet by enshroud- 
ing antimacassars. Here Sarah Down, the late Cap- 
tain’s servant, came to Mr. Fenton, wiping her hands 
and arms upon a spotless canvas apron, and generally 
apologetic as to her appearance. To this woman Gilbert 
repeated the questions he had asked of others, with the 
same disheartening result. 


“The poor dear young lady felt the Captain’s loss 
dreadfully; as well she might, when they had been so 
fond of each other,” Sarah Down said, in answer to.one 
of Gilbert’s inquiries, ‘‘I never knew any one to grieve 
so deeply. She wouldn’t go anywhere, and she couldn ’t 
bear to see any one who came to see her, She used to 
shut herself up in the Captain’s room day after day, 
kneeling by his bedside, and crying as if her heart would 
break, I have looked through the keyhole sometimes, 
and seen her there on her knees, with her face buried in 
the bed-clotlies, She didn’t care to talk about him even 
to me, and I had hard work to persuade her to: eat or 
drink enough to keep life in her at this time. When the 
days were fine Iused to try and get her to walk out a 
little, for she looked as white as a ghost for want of air; 
and after a good deal of persuasion, she did go out some- 
times of an afternoon, but she wouldn’t ask any one to 
walk with her, though there were plenty she might have 
asked—the young ladies from the rectory and others, 
She preferred being alone, she told me, and I was glad 
that she should get the air and the change anyhow. She 
brightened a little after this, but very little, It 
was all of a sudden, one day, that she ‘told 
me she was going away. I wanted to go with 
her, but she said that couldn’t be. I ed her 
where she was going, and she told me, after hesi- 
tating a little, that she was going to friends in London. 
I knew she had been very fond of two young ladies that 
she went to school with at Lidford, whose father lived 
in London; and I thought it was: to their house she was 
going. I asked herif it was, and she said yes. Shemade 
arrangements with the landlord about selling the furni- 
ture. Heis an auctioneer himself, aud there was no 
difficulty about that. The money was to be sent to her 
ata office in London, I wondered at that, but she 
sald it was betterso, She paid every sixpence that was 
owing, and aaa me STE eS over and _ 
my wages; though I n’t want to take anything from ; 
ie, mi dear young lady, knowing that there was very Se —74 ke — mew deal a 
little left ‘after the Captain's death, except the furniture, | Bu! vee vale am Dh ae th dear friend Miss 
which wasn’t likely to bring much, And so she went Ss me waom se fog nf — had 4 ee 
away, about twodays after she first mentioned that she ate ce csr ote y 7 A pee 
was going to leave Lidford. It was all very sudden, and | Lidfo The spate rhe 2 Oe EET 
I don’t er ae a Faeyr a ny ne ma y not even heard o: ptain Sedgewick’s. 
She seemed quite broken down wi ose two . : 

Gilbert asked these young ladies if they knew of any 
Pap a ey acaba tle ger age pm other acquaintance of Marian's living in or near London. 

«How did she go? From the station here?” ey baths sus waxed prompely 6, negative.) Tbe 

“T don’t know adigttitng about that except that the fiy | School was a small cy i . they pao the only 
came to the cottage for her and her luggage. I wanted 2 aa ee Pptgeacpen 2 yever heard 
to go ikon — with her, to see her off, but she Thus endo Mr, Fenton's jing wires, in his re 

“ “ leaving him no wiser than when he () e 
Captain eamettics mee Eredar eee sie now exhausted every youn channel by whieh he m: 

“Only when I spoke about you, sir, Fused to try to| Obtain information, The ground lay open before him 
comfort: her, telling her she had you still left to care for | #04 there was nothing left for him but publicity. He 
her, and to make up for him ahe’d lost. But she used to | took an adver wer r; _ hasten pe ae Ryn shorn 
look at me in a strange, pitiful sort of way, and shake her | HU, and paid for six insertions in the second column 
head, ‘Iam very miserable, Sarah,’ she would say to Miss MARIAN eae Ss _ ot ene road La yg 
me; ‘I am quite alone in the world, now my dear uncle spies = amg Nesorad stages —— pect Lat 
is gone, and I don’t know what todo.’ I told her she | ¥., Pos ser ce, pia — ; ber, pg! 
ought to look forward to the time when she would be eres: ndaht mer li a Lan if Cet ba 
married, and would have a happy — of her own; but ee rs men Gap an ity under all possible, um 
I could never get her to talk of that. t ts ae 

“ Can you tell me the name and address’of her friends ee meer vg he wen ane se — ae wane uae 
in London—the young ladies with whom she went to| He fancied this advertisement must ne rg a 
school?” some Siawvet his wat ge ap ly anata 

ily solv r an rove @ 
“The name is Bruce, sir; and they live, or they used to pily en Ms Bp 


tried to persuade himself that this was possible; but it. 
live at that time, in St. John’s Wood. I have heard Miss) was ot difficult to reconcile her line of conduct with the 
Nowell say that, but I don’t know the name of the street | fact of her regard for him. : Boia? 
or number of the house.” In the evening he went to the Temple, eager to see . 
' “¥ dare say I shall be able to find them. It is astrange | John Saltram, from whom) he had no intention to keep, 
business, Sarah. It is most unaccountable that my dear-| the secret of his trouble. He found his friend.at home, 
est girl should haye left Lidford without writing me word i 
of her removal and her intentions with regard to the fu- 
ture—that she should have sent.me no. announcément of 
her uncle’s death, although she must haye known how 
well I loved him, I am going to ask yon a question] , 
that is very painful to me, but which must be asked 
sooner or later. Do you know of any one else whom she 
may have liked better than me—any one whose influ- 
enee may have governed her atthe time she left Lid- 
ford ?” : 

* No, indeed, sir,” 
‘“« Who else was there? 


to find her—to see her face to face once more, and hear 
the explanation of her conduct from her own lips,” .. 
He thanked the woman for her information, sli; * 
sovereign into her hand, and departed, He called, upon 
the proprietor of Hazel Co’ e, an auctioneer, surveyor, 
and house agent in the High Street of Fairleigh, ‘bu 
could obtain no fresh tidings from this géntleman, ex- 
cept the fact that the money realized by the Mes nah - 
furniture had been sent to Miss Nowell at a post-office in 
the City, and had been duly acknowledged by her, after a ° 
delay of about a week, © auctioneer showed Gilbert © 
the letter of receipt, which was worded in‘ a very 
formal, business-like manner, and bore no address 
ppt. “Tondon,” The sight — iba Pate sae fe 
a sharp . OGod! how he guished for 
a letter in That hendwriting ! 
| He had nothing more to do after this in the neighbor- 
hood of Lidford, except to pay a pious visit to the Cap- 
tain’s grave, where a handsome slab of granite recorded 
the virtues of the dead. It lay in the prettiest, most re~ 
tired part of the church-yard, half-hidden under a wide~ 
spreading yew. Gilbert Fenton sat upon a low wall near 
at hand for a long time, brooding over his broken life, 
and wishing himself at rest beneath that solemn shelter. 
“She never loved me,” he said to himself, bitterly, “T 
shut my eyes obstinately to the truth, or I might have’ 
discovered the secret of her indifference by # hnndret 
signs and tokens, I fancied that aman who loved a wow 
man as I loved her must succeed in winning her heart at 
last. And I accepted her girlish trust in me, her inno- 
cent gratitude for my attentions, as the evidence of her 
love. Even at the last when she wanted to release me, IT 
would not understand. I did not expect'to be loved as I 
loved her, I would have given so much, and been con- 
tent to take so little. What is there I would not have’ 
done—what sacrifice of my own pride that I would not 
have happily made to win her? Oh; my darling,’ 


better than this! You would have found me fond and ~ 
faithful through every trial, your friend in'spite of every’ 
wrong.” . whe 


chiseled, 

**I owe it to the dead to discover her fate,” he said to» 
himself, as he rose from that reverent attitude... “‘I owe: 
it to the dead to penetrate the secret of her new life, to- 
assure myself that she is happy, and has fallen under no, 
fatal influence.” beatae 

The Listers were still abroad, and Gilbert was very glad-- 
that it was 80, It would have excruciated him to, hear: 
his sister’s comments on Marian’s conduct, and to per-- 
ceive the suppressed exultation with. which she would 
most likely have discussed this unhappy termination to 
an ny ee which had been entered on in utter disre- 
gard of her counsel. 


CHAPTER IX. 
JOHN SALTRAM’S ADVICE, 4 
Mr, Fenton discovered the Bruce family in vgn 


3 


ou ‘on up. 
4 “YOu have a é wail out y 


“Yes; be eg 


_ | two or three ladies after the uncle’s 7.5 soot | Jin business, b 
opt Not at Le ee ee Bota tay have som cy em Uist Foc Vales bao Woalw edt oye dcou 
ions ot that tinic gad prefered todo eo |e Captain Sedgewick is dead, and Marian, Nowell: 
“Yes, gir, that is true, But it seamed natural enough | lost.” j A 


even in your desertion of me you might haye trusted me” ~~ 


He knelt down’ by the grave, and préssed his lips to» ~ 
the granite on which George Sedgewick’s name was -°. 


12 


FENTON S QUEST. 


“ Lost 1 What do mean by that?” 
Mr, Fenton told his friend all that had befallen him 
since his arrival in England. . 
“J come to you for counsel and help, John,” he said, 
finished his sto: 


ry. 
“J will give you my help, so far as it is possible for 
one man to help in such a business, and my 
counsel if all honesty,” answered John Saltram ; “‘ but 
I doubt if you will be inclined to receive it.” 
a should you doubt that?” 
“Because it is not likely to agree with your own 


« out, John,” 

“ Piping tha’ if Miss Nowell had really loved you she 
wohld never have taken this step. I think that she must 
have left Lidford in order ie erepe from. her engege- 
meni rhaps expecting your early return. believe 

eect cd her can yaty end in failure and disay 
pointment; and, eupouge I am ready to assist you 
any manner you wish, I warn you against sacrificing 
life to a delusion.” 


from her ep 
have trusted to my honor to give 
the moment I became acquainted with the real state of 
her feelings. There must have been some. stronger in- 
fluence than this at work when she left Lidford, I want 
to kmow the true cause of that hurried departure, John. 
I want to be sure that Marian Nowell is happy, and in 
safe hands, 5 

“ By what means do you hope to discover this?” ; 
i * 4 a good deal upon repeated advertisements in 

“Times,” They may bring me tidings of. Marian— 
not directly, from some person who has seen her since 
she left Lidford.” 

If she really wished to hide herself from you, she 


must know that she might trust me. Of her own free 
will she would never do this cruel thing. There must 
have been some secret influence at work upon my dar- 

shall be my business to discover what. 
or, in plainer words still, to dis- 
has robbed me of Marian Nowell’s 


“Yes; that is the most natural conclusion to ve at. 
And yet Heaveri knows how unwillingly I take into 
” 


deration 

“There is no particular person whom you suspeet?” 

“No one.” 4 

“Tf there should be no result from your advertise- 
ments, what will you do?” : 

“T cannot tell you just yet. Unless I get some kind of 
clue the business will seem a hopeless one. But I cannot 
es, oo that the advertisements will fail completely. If 
she left Lidford to be married, there must be some record 
of her marriage, Should my first advertisement fail, my 
next shall be inserted with a view to discover such a 

” 


rd. 
‘And if, dfter infinite trouble, you should find her the 
wife of another man, what reward. would you have for 
your wasted time and lost labor?” 


opinion on the subject. 
wise course * 


to me, what care I how. fair she’be ?’ There are plenty 
of women in the world, The choice is wide enough.” 

“Not for me, John. Marian Nowell is the only woman 
I have ever loved, the only woman I ever can love.” 

“My dear boy, it is so natural for you to believe that 
just now; and a year hence you will think so differ- 
ently !” 

= John, But I am not going to make any protesta- 
tond oF i od . Let the matter rest, I know 
that my life is broken—that this blow has left me noth- 
ing to hope for or to live for, except the hope of finding 
the girl who has a me. I won’t weary you with 
lamentations. My has been entirely of self since I 
came into this room. ‘Tell me your own affairs, Jack, old 
friend: How has the world gone with you since we 

at Liverpool last year ?” 

“Not too smoothly. My financial position becomes a 
little more obscure and difficult of comprehension every 
year, as you know; but I rub on somehow. I have been 

‘at literature like a galley slave ; have contributed 
no end of stuff to the Quarterlies, and am 


engaged upon 
pete rabrare _ hee penn oh adey gee 
or me if ever I can finish 
ets 


“4 novel! no!” cried John Saltram, with a wry face ; 
“ it is the romance of reality I deal with. My book is a 
Life of Jonathan Swift, He was fe Ag 


“Ttrust it will money when the 
time ” gnewere “And how about Mrs, 
‘Branston ? Is she ag ever?” 
octets Crt San i Be 


* And you will marry her, I suppose, Jack, as soon as 
her mourning is over?” 

en yes; it ison the cards,” John Saltram said, in 
an indifferent tone, 

“Why, how Fd say that! Is there any doubt as to the 
lady’s fortune?” 

“Oh no; that is all square enough. Michael Bran- 
ston’s will was in the ‘Illustrated London News,’ the per- 
sonalty sworn under a hundred and twenty thousand—all 
left to the widow—besides real property—a house in Cav- 
endish square, the villa at Maidenhead, and a place near 

” 


Leamington. 

“Tt would be a splendid match for you, Jack.” 

“Splen of course. An unprecedented stroke of luck 
for suchafellowasI. Yet Idoubt very much if Iam quite 
the man for that sort of life, I should be apt to fancy 
it a kind of gilded slavery, I think, Gil. and there would 
be some danger of my kicking off the chains,” 

“But you like Mrs. Branston, don’t you, Jack ?” 

“Tike her? Yes, I like her too well to deceive her. 
And she would expect devoted affection from a second 
husband, She is full of romantic ideas, school-girl the- 
ories of life which she was obliged to nip in the bud 
when she went to the altar with old Branston, but which 
have burnt into flower now that she is free.” 

“Have you seen her often since her husband’s 
death ?” 

“Only twice; once immediately after the funeral, and 
again yesterday. She is living in Cavendish Square just 
now. 

“T hope you will marry her. I should like to see you 
safe in smooth water, and with some purpose in life. I 
should like to see you turn your back upon the lone- 
liness of these dreary chambers,” 

“ They are not very brilliant, are they? I don’t know 
how many generations of briefiess barristers these chairs 
and tables haye served. The rooms have an atmosphere 
of failure, but they suit me very well. I am not always 
here, you know. I spend a good deal of my time in the 
country.” y 

** Whereabouts 2?” 

** Sometimes in one direction, sometimes in another; 
wherever my truent fancy leads me. I prefer such spots 
as are most remote from the haunts of men, unknown 
to cockneys; and-so long as there is a river within reach 
of my | ; Lcan make myself tolerably happy with 
a punt and a fishing-rod, and contrive to forget my 
cares, 


“You haye not been to Lidford since I left England, I 
sup) ? 

“Yes; I was at Heatherly a week or two in the winter. 
Poor old David Forster would not let me alone until I 
went down to him, He was ill, andin a very dismal con- 
dition altogether, abandoned by the rest of his cronies, 
and a close prisoner in the house which has so many 

inful associations for him, It was a work of charity to 


him company.” 

“Did you see Captain Sedgewick, or Marian, while you 
were down there?” 

“‘No, I should have liked to have called upon the kind 
old Captain; but Forster was unconscionably exacting— 
there was no getting away from him.” 

Gilbert stopped with his friend until late that night 
smoking and drinking a mild mixture of brandy and 
soda-water, and talked of the things that had been doing 
on this side of the globe while he had been on the other, 
No more was said t Marian, or Gilbert’s plans for 
the future. In his own mind that one subject reigned 
supreme, shutting out every other thought; but he did 
not want to make himself a nuisance to Jobn Saltram, 
and he knew that there are bounds to the endurance of 
which friendship is capable, 4 

The two friends seemed cheerful enough as they 
smoked their cigars in the summer dusk, the quiet of the 
flagged court below rarely broken by a passing footfall. 
It was the pleasantest evening which Gilbert Fenton had 
spent for a long time, in spite of the heavy burden on 
his mind, in spite of the depressing view which Mr, Sal- 
tram took of his position. ’ 

“ Dear old John,” he said, as they shook hands at part- 
ing, ‘‘I can not tell you what a happiness it has been to 
me to see you again. We were never separated so long 
ase since the day when I ate my first dinner at Bail- 

ol.” 

The other seemed touched by. this. expression of re- 
gard, but disinclined to betray his emotion, after the 
manner of Englishmen on such occasions, 

“My dear Gilbert, if ought to be very pleasant to me 
to hear that. But I doubt if Iam worthy of so much, 
As far as my own liking for you goes, there is no ine- 
quality between us; but you are a better fellow than I 
am by a long way, and are not likely to profit much in 
the long run by your friendship for a reprobate like 
me.” | 
“ That’s all nonsense, John. That kind of vague self- 
accusation means nothing. I have no doubt I shall see 
you a great man, and to be proud enough of being able 
to claim you as the chosen friend of my youth. Mr. 
Branston’s death has cleared the way for you. The 
chances of a distinguished future are within your 


grasp.” 

“The chances within my grasp! Yes; my dear Gil- 
bert, I tell you there are same men for whom every 
bare f= this world comes too late.” 

* tt do you mean by that?” 
you will ever see me Adela 


“T can’t understand you, John.” 
“*My dear fellow, there is nothing strange in that, 
There are times when I can not understand myself.” 


——_ 
CHAPTER X. 
JACOB NOWELL, 


THE went by, and brought Gilbert Fenton no re- 
pin 18 Be acemnexenee: He called at the post-office 


_| morning and evening, to find the same result; and 
i a ing oy of deadnese of heart) and 


steadily enough, working as hard as he had ever worked ; 
but it was only by a supreme effort that he could bring 
his mizid to bear upon the details of business—all in- 
terest in his office-work was gone. 

The advertisement had appeared for the sixth tim 
and Gilbert had framed a serena, offering a reward of 
twenty pounds for any direct evidence of the marriage 
of Marian Nowell; when a letter was handed to him one 
evening at the post-office—a letter ina common blue 
envelope, directed in a curious crabbed hand, and bear- 
ing the London post-mark, : 

His heart beat loud and fast as he tore open this 
envelope, It contained only a half-sheet of Repeats with 
these words written upon it in the cramped, -illegible 
hand which figured on the outside: 

“The person advertising for Marian Nowell is re- 
quested to call at No. 5 Queen Anne’s Court, Wardour 
street, any evening after seven.” ‘ 

This was all. Little as this brief note implied, howev- 
er, Gilbert made sure that the writer must bein a posi~ 
tion to give him some kind of information about the ob- 
ject of his search. It was six o’clock when he received 
the communication. He went from the post-office to his 
lodgings with his mind in a tumult of excitement, made 
a mere pretense of taking a hasty dinner, and set off im- 
mediately afterwards for Wardour street. 

There was more than time fof him to walk, and he hoped 
that the walk might have some effect in reducing the fever 
of hismind, He did not want to present himself before 
strangers—who, no doubt, only wanted to make a barter 
of any knowledge they possessed as to Marian’s where- 
abouts—in a state of mental excitement. The address to 
which he was going mystified him beyond measure, 
What could people living in such a place as this know of 
her whom he sought? 

He was in Wardour streetat a quarter before seven, 
but he had considerable trouble in finding Queen Anne’s 
Court, and theclocks of the neighborhood were striking 
the hour as he turned into a narrow alley with di la 
looking shops On one side and a high dead wall on the 
other. The gas was glimmering faintly in the window of 
No. 5, and a good deal of old silver, tarnished and black- 
ened, huddled together behind the Ng glass, 
was dimly visible in the uncertain light. There was 
some old jewelry too, and a wooden bowl of sovereigns 
or gold coins of some kind or other. 

On a brass plate upon the door of this establishment 
there appeared the name of Jacob Nowell, silversmith 
and money-changer. 

Gilbert Fenton stared in amazement at this inseription, 
7 must needs be some relative of Marian’s he was about 

Bee, 

He opened the door, bewildered alittle by this discov- 
ery, and a shrill bell gave notice of his entrance to those 
within. A tall lanky young man, witha sallow face and 
sleek black hair, emerged quickly from some door in the 
obscure back ground, and asked in asharp voice what 
the visitor pleased to want. 

IT wish to see Mr. Nowell, the writer of a letter ad- 
dressed to the post-office in Wigmore street.” 

The sallow-faced young, man cesmpenres without a 
word, leaving Gilbert standing in the dimly-lighted shop, 
where he saw more, old silyer crowded upon shelves be- 
hind glass doors, carved ebony cabinets looming out of 
the dusk, and here and there an old picture in a tarnished 
frame, On the counter there was a glass case containing 
foreign bank-notes and gold, some curious old watches 
and other trinkets, a baby’s coral, a battered silver cup, 
and a gold snuff-box, 

While Gilbert waited thus he heard yoices in a room at 
the back—the shrill tones of the sallow. young man, and 
a feeble old voice raised querulously—and then, after a 
delay which seemed long to his impatience, the young 
mae reappeared and told him Mr. Nowell was. ready to 
see him, ’, 

Gilbert went into the room at the end of the shop—a 
small dark parlor, more crowded with a heterogeneous 
collection of plate, pictures, and bric-a-brac of kinds 
than the shop itself. Sultry as the July evening 
there was a fire burning in the pinched rusty grate, 
over this fire the owner of the room bent affectionately, 
with his slippered feet on the fender, and his bony hands 
clasping his bony knees, 

He was an old man, with long yellowish-white hair, 
streaming from beneath a velvet eit and bright 
black eyes deep setin a pale thin face, ds nose was a 
sharp aquiline, and gave something of a bird-like aspect 
toacountenance that must once have been very hand- 
some. He was wrapped in a long dressing gown of some 
thick gray woolen stuff. 

The sallow-faced young man lingered by the half-glaes. 
door between the parlor and the shop, as if he would 
fain have remained a witness to the interview about to 
take place between his master and the stranger; but the 
old man looked round at him sharply, and said: 

“ That will do, Tulliver ; you can go back to the shop. 
If Abraham brings that little lot again to-night, tell him 
Vl give five-and-nine an ounce, not a fraction more,” 

Mr, Tulliver retired, leaving the door ajar ever so 
little; but the penetratihg black eyes of the master were 
quick to perceive this maneuver. 

“ Will you be so good as to shut the door, sir, quite 
securely?” he said to Gilbert. ‘‘That young man is 
very inquisitive ; ‘I’m afraid I’ve kept him too long, A 
mistake that. People talk of old servants; but half the 
robberies in the world are committed by old servants. 
pig if you Verges sir. Zan eee room rather 

5 me ; and chilly, 
and I vont ive without dre? : 4 

“T have come toyou in 

Gilbert, as he seated him 


of mind,” 
Coy ae only we 


ch tho roman ith nue ope that Young be 
™ me 
can give no ‘ormation 
bed 1 ond nea 


in . “and et , 
pee yet you answered my 


ie re a Rd um sees 2 


“ Can you tell me her father’s name?” 
“ Percival Nowell, Her mother was a Miss Lucy Geof- 


try. f 

“Right,” said the old man, ‘Percival Nowell was 
my only son—my only child of late years. There was a 
girl, but she died early. He was my only son, and his 
mother and I were foolish enough to be proud of his 
good looks and his clever ways; and we brought him up 
3 gen sent him to an expensive school, and after 
that to the University, and pinched ourselves in every 
way for his sake. My father was a gentleman; and it 
was only after I had failed asa professional man, through 
aircumstances which I need not explain to you now, that 
Itook to this business, I would have made any sacritice 
in reason for that boy of mine. I wanted him to be a 
gentleman, and to make his way in one of the learned 
professions, After a great deal of chopping and chang- 
ing, he fixed upon the bar, took chambers in the Tem- 
ple, made me pay all the fees, and pretended to study. 
But I soon found that he was leading a wild, dissi- 
‘pared life, and was never likely to be good for any 
thing. He got into debt, drew bills upon me, and 
behayed altogether in a most shameful manner. 
When I sent for him and remonstrated with him 
upon his disgraceful conduct, he told me that I wasa 
miser, that I spent my life in a dog-kennel for the sake 
of hoarding money, and that I deserved nothing better 
than his treatment of me. .I may have been better off at 
this time than I had cared to let him know, for I had 
soon found out what a reckless scoundrel I had to deal 
with; but if he had behaved decently, he would have 
found me generons and indulgent enough. As it was, I 
told him to go about his business, never to expect 
another sixpence from me as longs he lived, How he 
managed to exist after this I hardly know. He was very 
much mixed up witha Mapeputanie lot of turfmen, and 
I believe he made money by betting, His mother robbed 
ame for him, I found out afterward, and contrived to 
send him a good dealof money at odd times. My busi- 
ness as dealerin second-hand silver was better then 
than it is now, and I had so much money passing 
through my hands that it was pretty easy for my wife to 
cheat me. Poor soul! she has been dead and gone these 
fifteen years, and I have freely forgiven her, She loved 
that young mantodistraction. If he had wanted a step to 
reach the object of his wishes, she would have laid herself 
down in the dust and let him walk over her body, I suppose 
it is in the nature of mothers to love their sons like that. 
Well, sir, Inever saw my gentleman after that day. I 
had plenty of letters from him, all asking for money; 
threatening letters, pitiful letters in which .he swore he 
would destroy himself if he didn’t receive a remittance 
by return of post: but I never sent him ashilling. About 
a year after our last meeting, I received the announce- 
ment of his m: with Miss Geoffry. He wrote to 
tell me that if I would allow him a decent income, he 
would reform and lead a steady life. That letter I did 
answer—to the offect that if he chose to come here and 
act as my shopman, I would give him board and lodging 
for himself and wife,and such es as he should de- 
serve, Itold him that I had given his chance asa 
srereass, and he had thrown it away. I would give 

the opportunity now of succeeding in a humbler ca- 
Teer by sheer industry and perseverance, as I had suc- 
ceeded myself, If he thought that [ had made a fortune, 
there was 80 much more the reason for him to try his 
Tuck. This was the last letter I ever wrote to him. It 
was unanswered; but about ayearand a half afterwards 
there came a few lines to his mother, telling her of the 
birth of a daughter, which was to be called Marian, after 
her. This last letter came from Brussels,” 

“‘And did you hear no more of your son after this?” 
Gilbert asked. 

“‘ Nothing, I think his mother used to get letters 
from him in secret for some time; that these failed sud- 
@enly at last; and that anxiety about her worthless sén— 

which she tried to hide from me—shortened her 
life. She never complained, poor soul! never mentioned 
Percy’s name until the last, when she begged me to be 
kind to him if he should ever come to throw hi upon 
my kindness, I gave her my promise that, if that. came 
to pass, he should find me a better. friend to him than 
‘he deserved. It is hard to refuse the last prayer of a 
faithful wife who has done her duty patiently for nearly 

years. 
“Have you any reason to suppose your son still liv- 
z 


_**T have no evidence of his death. Often and often, 
after my poor wife was gone, I have sat alone here of a 
night thinking of him; thi that he might comein 
upon me at any moment; almost listening for his foot- 
step in the quiet of the place. Buthe nevercame. He 
would havefound me very soft-hearted at such times, 
My mind d tohim a good deal after his mother’s 
death. I to think of him as he was in his boyhood, 
when Marian and I had such great hopes of him, and 
would sit and talk of him for hours together by this fire- 
side. An old man, left quite alone as I was, has peak 
of time for such thoughts. Night after night I have 
fancied I heard his step, and have looked up at that door 
pa sag to see him open it and come in; but he never 
came. He may be dead. Isuppose he dead, or he 
would have come tomake another attempt at getting 
money out of me.” 

“You have never taken any measures for finding him?” 
inquired Gilbert. 

“No. If he wanted me, he knew where I was to be 
found, J was a fixture, It was his business to come to 
me. When I saw the name of Marian Nowell in your 
advertisement a week ago, I felt curious to know whether 
it could be my grandchild you were looking for. I held 
off til this , ing it wasn’t worth my while 
to make any inquiries in the matter; but I couldn’t get 
it out of head somehow; aud it ended by my answer- 
ing your advertisement, Iam an old man, you see, with- 


out 4 creature belonging to me; and it might be a com-|n 


Tort to meet with some one of my own flesh. and blood. 
The bit of money I may leave bebind me when.I die 
‘won’t be much ; but it t as well go to my son’s child 
a8 to a stranger.” 


“If your son’s child can be found, you ,will discover 


FENTON'S QUEST. 


her to be well worthy of your love. Yes, though she has } drive them to 


done me a.cruel wrong, I believe her to be all that is good 
and ere and true,” 

“‘What is the wrong that she has done yon?” 

Gilbert told Jacob Nowell the story of his engagement, 
and the bitter disappointment which had befallen him 
on his return from Australia, The old man listened with 
every appearance of interest. He approved of Gilbert’s 
notion of advertising for the particulars of a possible 
marriage, and offered to bear his part in the expenses of 
the search for his granddaughter, 

Gilbert smiled at this offer, 

**You do not know what a worthless thing money is to 
me now,” he said, “‘or how lightly I hold my own 
trouble or loss in this matter.” 

He left Queen Anne’s Court soon after this, after hav- 
ing promised Jacob Nowell to return and report progress 
as soon as there should be any thing worth telling. He 
went back to Lan ea street heavy-hearted, depressed 
by the reaction t followed the vain hope which the 
silversmith’s letter had inspired. It mattered little to 
him to know the antecedents of Marian’s father, while 
Marian’s destiny remained still hidden from him, 


CHAPTER XI. 
THE MARRIAGE AT WYGROVE, 


Ow the following day Gilbert Fenton took his second 
advertisement to the office in Printinghouse square—an 
advertisement offering a reward of twenty pounds for 
any reliable information as to the marriage of Marian 
Nowell, A week went by, during which the advertise- 
ment appeared on alternate days; and at the end of that 
time there came a letter from the parish clerk of Wy- 
grove, a small town about forty miles further from Lon- 
don than Lidford, stating that, on the 14th of Mar 
John Holbrook and Marian Nowell had been married 
the church in that place. Gilbert Fenton left London by 
an early train upon the morning after his receipt of this 
letter; and at about three o’clock in the afternoon found 

i on the outskirts of Wygrove, rather a difficult 
place to reach, involving a good delay at the out-of-way 
junctions, and a six-mile journey by stage-coach from 
the nearest station. 

It was about the dullest, dreariest little town to which 
his destiny had eyer brought Gilbert Fenton, consisting 
of a melancholy high-street, with a blank market-place, 
and a Town Hall thut looked as if it had not been opened 
within the memory of man; and a grand old Gothic 
eburch, much too large for the a ree of the place— 
a grim square brick box inscri “Ebenezer;” and afew 
prim villas straggling off into the country, 

On one side of the church there was a curious little 
old fashioned court, wonderfully neat and clean, with 
houses the parlors whereof were sunk below the level of 
the pavement, after the manner of these old places, 
There was a great show of geraniums in the casements, 
and a genera] aspect of brightness and order distin- 
guished all these modest dwellings, Itwas to this court 
that Mr. Fenton had been directed oninquiring for 
Thomas Stoneham, the parish clerk, at the inn where 
the coach deposited him. He was fortunate enough to 
find Mr. Stoneham sunning himself on the threshold of 
his domicile, smoking an after-dinner pipe, A pleasant 
clattering of tea-things sounded from the neat little parlor 
within, showing that, early as it was, there were ady 
preparations for the cup which cheers without inebriat- 
ing, in the Stoneham household, 

Thomas Stoneham,- supported by a freshly-painted 
door of a vivid green and extensive brass plate engraved 
with his name and functions, was a personage of some 
dignity. He was a middle-aged man, rous and 
slow of motion, with a latent pomposity, which he ren- 
dered as agreeable as possible by the urbanity of: his 
manners. He wasamanof a lofty spirit, who believed 
in his office as something exalted above other digni- 
ties of this earth—less lucrative, of course, than a bish- 
opric or the wool-sack, and of a narrower range, but 
quite as important ona small scale, ‘The world might 

et on pretty well without bishops,” thought, Mr. Stone- 

m, when he pondered upon these things as he smoked 
his church-warden pipe; “ but what would become of a 
parish in which there was no clerk 2” 

This gentleman, seeing Gilbert Fenton approach, was 
quick to surmise that the nen. came in answer-to the 
letter he had written the day before. The advent of a 
stranger in Wygrove was 80 rare an occurrence that it 
ae natural enough for him to jump at this conclu- 

on. 

“I believe you are Mr. Stoneham,” said Gilbert, ‘‘and 
the writer of a letter in answer to an advertisement in 
the ‘ Times.’,” w 

“*My name is Stoneham, sir; I am the clerk of this 
parish, and haye been for twenty years and more, as I 
think I may have stated in the letter to which you refer, 
Will you be so kind as to step inside?” 

Mr, Stoneham waved his hand towards the parlor, to 
which apartment Gilbert descended. Here he found 
Mrs, Stoneham, a meek little sandy-haired woman, who 
seemed to be borne down by the weight of her lord’s 
‘dignity; and Miss Stoneham, also meek and sandy, with 
a great many stiff little corkscrew ringlets budding out 
all over her head, and a sharp little inquiring nose. 

These ladies would have retired on Gilbert's entrance, 
but he begged them to remain; and after a good deal of 
polite hesitation they consented to do.so, Mrs, Stoneham 
resuming her seat before the tea-tray,and Miss Stone- 
ham retiring toa little table by the window, where she 
was engaged in trimming a bonnet. 

“JT want to know all about this marriage, Mr. Stone- 
ham,” Gilbert began, when he had seated himself in a 
shining mahogany arm-chair by the empty fire-place. 
“First and foremost, I want you to tell me where Mr, 
and Mrs. Holbrook are now living ?” 

The parish clerk shook his head with a stately slow- 


688. 

“Not to be done, sir,” he said; ** when Mr, and Mrs, 
Holbrook left here. they went the Lord knows where. 
They went away the very day they were married. There 
was a fly waiting for them at the church door, with their 
luggage upon it, when the ceremony was over, ready to 


13 


Grangewick station, I. saw them get into 
it and drive away; and that’s every mortal thing that I 
know as to what became of them after they were married 
in yonder church.” 4 

“You don’t know who this Mr. Holbrook is?” 

“No more than the babe unborn, sir, He was a 
stranger in this place, was me | here long enough to got 
the license for his marriage. should take him to be a 
gentleman; but he wasn’t a pleasant pérson to speak to— 
rather stand-off-ish in his manners, He wasn’t the sort 
of man I should have chosen if I’d been a pretty young 
woman like Miss Nowell; but there’s no accounting for 
taste, and she seemed uncommonly fond of him, I never 
saw any One more agitated than she was when they were 
married, Shé was crying in a quiet way all through the 
service, and when it was over she fainted dead-off, I 
dare say it did seem hard to her to be married like that, 
without 80 much as a friend to give her away. She was 
in mourning too, deep mourning.” 

**Can you give me any description of this man—this 
Mr. Holbrook ?” 

“ Well, no, sir; hewas an ana kind of person to 
look at; might be any age between thirty and forty; not 
a gentleman that I should have taken a fancy to myself, 
as I said before; but young women are that wayward 
~ i uncertain-like there’s no knowing where to havo 
them.” 

i Was Miss Nowell long at Wygrove before her mar- 

ge 2” 

* About three weeks. She lodged with Miss Long, up 
thetown, a friend of my daughter's, If you'd like to 
ask any questions of Miss Long, our Jemima might step 
round there with you tories : 

Ft ye be very glad to do so,” Gilbert answered, 
qu s 

He asked several more questions; but Mr. Stoneham 
could give him no information, except as to the bare fact 
of the marriage. Gilbert knew now that the girl he had 
so fondly loved and so entirely trusted was utterly lost 
to him; that he had been jilted cruelly and Heorticsaly, 
as he could but own to himself. Yes, she had jilted him, 
had in all probability never loved him. He blamed him- 
self for having urged his suit too ardently, with little ref- 
erence to Marian’s own feélings, with a rooted obstinate 
conviction that he needed only to win her in order to in- 
sure the happiness of both. 

Having fully proved Mr. Stoncham’s inability to afford 
him any further help in this busin Gilbert availed 
himeelf of the fair Jemina’s willingness to “ step round” 
to Miss Long’s domicile with him, in the hope of obtain- 
ing fuller information from that lady, While Miss Stone- 
ham was engaged in putting on her bonnet for this expe- 


dition, the clerk proposed to take Gilbert across to the 
church and showed thie entry of- the mai 8 in the 
register. ‘‘ With a view to the satisfactory of 


the reward,” Mr. Stoneham added in a fat voice, and with 
the air of aman to whom twenty pounds more or leas 
was an affair of very little moment. 

Gilbert assented to this, and accompanied’ Mr. Stone- 
ham to a little side door which admitted them into the old 
church, where the lightshone dimly through painted 
windows, in which there seemed more fendi frame- 
work than glass. The atmosphere of the place was 
cold even on this sultry July afternoon, and the vestry to 
which Mr. Stoneham conducted his companion had a 
damp, moldy smell, ‘ 

He opened a cupboard, with a good deal of j of 
a great bunch of keys, and produced the 
grim-looking volume bound in dingy leather, and calou- 
lated to inspire gloomy f in the minds of the 
bridegrooms and brides who had occasion to inscribe 
their names therein ; a volume upon which the loves and 
the graces who hover around the entrance to the matri- 
monial state had shed no ray of glamour. 

Thomas Stoneham laid this book before Gilbert, 
atthe page on which Marian’s marriage was le 
Yes, there was the familiar signature in the fair, flowing 
hand he had loved so well. It was his Marian, and no 
other, whom John Holbrook had married in that gloomy 
old church, 

The 2 of the bridegroom was in a stiff straight 
hand, all the letters formed with unusual precision, as if 
the name had been written in a slow labored way. 


Who could this John Holbrook be? Gilbert was quite 
certain that he had never heard the name at Lidford, nor 
could he believe that if any attachment between this 
man and.Marian Nowell had existed before his own at- 
quaintance with her, Captain Seegewick would have 
been so dishonorable as to keep the fact a secret from 
him, This J.hn Holbrook must needs, therefore, 
somé one who had come to Lidford di Gilbert’s ab- 
sence from England; yet Sarah Down been able to 
tell him of no new visitor at Hazel Cottage, , oes 


e 


notes, and left the church. The cler 
waiting for him in the little court outside, and 


of the town ; a house wee | pete by aflight of steep stone 
steps, of spotless purity, and & half. door, which 
opened at once inte a bright, airy-looking parlor, faintly 
perfumed with rose-leaves and lavender moldering in 
the china vases on the mantel-piece. Here Gilbert was 
introduced to Miss Long, a maiden lady of uncertain 
age, who wore stiff bands of suspiciously black hair un- 
der an imposing structure of lace and artificial flowers, 
and a rusty black-silk dress, the body of which fitted so 
tightly as to seem like a kind of armor, This Jady re- 
ceived Mr, Fenton very graciously, and declared herself 

uite ready to give him any information in her power 
about Miss Nowell. 

It happened unfortunately, however, that her power 
was of a most limited extent. 

‘““A sweeter young lady never lived than Miss Nowell,” 
she said, ‘Tye had a great. many le occupying 
these apartments since my father’s death left me thrown 
upon my own resources, I’ve had lodgers that I might call 
permanent, in a manner of speaking; but I never had any 
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FENTON’S QUEST. 


one that I took-to as I took-to Miss Nowell, though she 
was hardly with me three weeks from first to last.” 

“* Did she seem happy in her mind during that time?” 
Gilbert asked. 

“* Well, no; I cannot say that she did. I should have 
expected to see a young lady that was going to be mar- 
ried to the man she loved much more cheerful and hope- 
ful about the future than Miss Nowell was. She told me 
that her uncle had not been. dead many weeks, and I 
thought at first that this was the only grief she on 
her mind; but after some time, when I found her very 
low and downhearted, and had won upon her to trust me 
almost as if I had been an old friend, she owned to me 
that she had behayed very Loge § toa gentleman she had 
been engaged to, and that the thought of her wickedness 
to him preyed upon her mind. ‘‘I don’t think any good 
can eyer come of my marriage, Miss ,” she said to 
me ; ‘*I think I mustsurely be punished for my falsehood 
to the good man who loved me sotruly. But there are 
some things in life that seem like fate. They come upon 
us in a moment, and we have no strength to fight against 
them, I believe it was my fate to love John Holbrook. 
There is no in this world I could refuse to do ‘for 
his sake. If he asked me for my life, I must have 
given it to him as freely asI gave him mylove. From 

first hour in which L saw him he was oF master.” 

‘This Mr. Holbrook. was very fond her, I sup- 

9) 
‘ “*T dare say he was, sir; but he was not a man that 

_ showed: his feelings very much. They used to go for 
long walks together, though it was March, and cold, 
windy weather, and she always seemed happier when he 
brought her home,. He came every evening to drink tea 
with her, and I used to hear them talking asI sat at 
work in the next room. She was happy enough when 
he was with her,, It.was only when she was alone that 
she would give way to low spirits and gloomy thoughts 
about the future.” . 

“Did she eyer tell you anything about Mr. Holbrook— 
his tion or profession? how long she had known 
him ?. how and where they had first met?” 

‘No, sir, She told me once that he was not rich; I 
think that is about all she ever said of him, except when 
me spoke of his influence over her, and her trust in 

im,”? 

“ Have you any idea where they were going to live after 
their marriage?” 

““T cannot tell you tne name of the place, Miss Now- 
ell,said that a friend of Mr. Holbrook’s was going to 
lend him an old farm-house in a very pretty past of the 
country, It. would be very lonely, she said, and her 
husband would have sometimes to leave her to attend to 

k business in London; but she would not mind that, 
_*Some day, I dare say, he will let me live in London 
with > she said; ‘but I don’t like to ask him yet.’” 

“Did she. drop no hint as to 


the whereabouts of this 
place to which they were going ?” 
“Tt was somewhere in Hampshire; that is all I can 


remem 
“T would give a deal to know more," Gilbert 
¢ “Tn what manner did this Mr, Hol- 


lover. Did he strike you as worthy of ber?” 
“T cannot say that he did, sir,” Miss Long answered, 
doubtfully. uy could. see that he had great power over 


he isa very clever man; but-he had a cold, 


the first day I saw him. I believed he loved Miss Nowell, 
and that’s about all the good I do believe of him.” 

After this there was no more to be asked of Miss Long; 
so. Gilbert thanked her for her civility, and bade good 


He 
this subject, in as quiet a manner as was 
uarter; but without the slighiaet re- 

: rat Lidford or Fairleigh 
theard of Mr. Holbrook, 
quiries were made in a singular direc- 

tion, he had a few hours left before the departure of the 
“tion. ‘ter exha 
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ened very bitter thoughts; the memory of those hopes 
which had then made hine of his life, and with- 
out which existence seemed a weary, purposeless journey 


across a desert land. 
the woman at the lodge told 
him; and he went on the house, and rang @ great 


ee wate: made an alarming clamor in the 
utter of the place. 


A gray-haired old servant answered the sun:mons, and 
Gilbert into 


man returned, to req 
would be so kind as to go to Sir David’s study. His 
master was something of an invalid, the ma. told Gil- 


me!” he exclaimed, 
Gilbert. 


might be able to 
supremely impo: 
for a moment, and then wit 
that lay upon a little table near 
with a thoughtful air. Gilbert had dropped into an arm- 
chair on the — side of the open window and was 
watching the 


Miss 


on | think yo too 
Nowell of her hus ie 


ever 


book-case on one side of the room; on all the others the 


ery and fishing-tackle, 


paraphernalia of g—gunn 

inoail- donee whips, and boxing-gloves—artistically ar- 
ranged against the paneling; and over the mantel-piece 
an elaborate collection of meerschaum pipes. Through 
a half-open door Gilbert caught a glimpse of a comforta- 
ble bedchamber leading out of this room. 


Sir David was sitting on a low easy-chair near the 


window, with one leg supported on a luxuriously-cush- 


joned rest, invented for the relief of gouty subjects. 
Althongh not yet forty, the baronet was a chronic suf- 
ferer from this complaint. 

“My dear Mr. Fenton, how good of you to come to 
shanking hands very cordially with 
“Here I am, laid by the heels in this dreary 
old place, and quite alone. You can’t imagine what a 
treat it is to see a friendly intelligent face from the outer 
world.” 

“The purpose of my visit is such a purely selfish one, 
that I am really ashamed to receive such a kindly greet- 
ing, Sir David. If I had known you were here and an 
invalid, I should have gladly come to see you; but I 
didn’t know it. Ihave been at Lidford ona matter of 
business for the last two days; and I came here on the 
hazard of finding you, and with a faint hope that you 
ive me some help in an affair which is 
nt to me,” 

Sir David Forster looked at Gilbert Fenton curiously 
by Ae empty meerschaum 
im, and began to fill it 


aronet’s face, puzzied a little by that curi- 
ous transient — which had just flitted across it. 
“What is the business?” Sir David asked presently ; 
“and how can I be of use to you?” 
“T think you knew all about my engagement to Miss 


Nowell when I was here last September, Sir David,” Gil- 
bert began aeag 


“Yes, Saltram told me you were engaged ; not but what 


it was easy enough to see how the land lay, without any 
telling.” 


**Miss Nowell has jilted me. Ilove her too dearly to 


be able to entertain any vindictive feeling against her; 
but I do feel vindictively disposed toward the man who 


has robbed me of her, for I know that only avery powerful 


influence'would have induced her to break faith with me ; 
and this man must needs have known the dishonorable 
thing he was doing when he tempted her away from me, 


I want to know who he is, Sir David, and how he came 


to acquire such an influence over my plighted wife.” 


“* My dear Fenton, you are going on so fast! You say 
owell has jilted you. She is married to some 


one else, then, I sup Ld 


“ She is married toa Mr. Holbrook, I came to Lidford 


the night before last with the hope of finding out some- 


thing about him ; but all my endeavors have resulted in 
failure, It struck me at last, as a kind of forlorn hope, 
that this Mr. Holbrook might possibly be one of your 
autumnal visitors ; and I came here toask you that ques- 
tion.” 

“(No,” answered the baronet; “I have had no visitor 
called Holbrook, Is the name quite strange to your- 
self?” 

“ Entirely strange.” 

‘And this Mr. Holbrook is now Miss Nowell’s hus- 
“mee and you want to know who he is? With what 
end?” 

“T want to find the man who has done me the deadli- 


to | est wrong one man can do another.” 


** My dear fellow, don’t you see that it is fate, and not 
Mr. Holbrook, that has done you this wrong? If Miss 
Nowell had really loved you as she ought to have loved 
you, it would have been quite an or je for her to be 
ese er destiny to marry 
Holbrook, rely upon it; and had you been on the spot to 


Believe me, I am very sorry for you and 
can fully sympathize yur feelings in this business; 
but I cannot see what g could possibly arise out of a 
meeting between you weet pox ft rival, e 
days of dueling are past; even if {ft were not so, 1 

to seek to deprive Miss 


**T do not know about that, There are some 
which all a man’s Christianity is not wide enough % 
cover, I think if that man and I were to meet, there 
would be very little question of mercy on’ my side, I 
hoi a man who could act as he has acted unworthy of 
all consideration—utterly unworthy of the woman he has 
won from me,” 

“My dear fellow, you know the old mee: Aman 
who is in love thinks every thing fair. There is no such 
thing as honor in such a case as this, Of course, I don’t 
want to defend this Holbrook; I only want to awaken 
your senses to the absurdity of any vindictive pursuit of 
theman, If the lady did not love you, believe me you 
are well out of the business,” 

“Yes; that is what everyone would tell me, I dare 
say,” Gilbert answered, - “*But is there to 
be no atonement for my broken life, rendered barren to 
me by this man’s act? Itell you, Sir David, there is no 
such t as pardon for a wrong like this. But I know 
how f this talk must seem to you: there is always 
something ridiculous in the sufferings of a jilted lover.” 

“ Not at all, my dear Fenton, I heartily wish that I 
could be of use to you in this matter; but thereis very 
little chance of that; and, believe me, there is only one ra- 
tional course 7 to you, which is, to —— Miss No- 
well, or Mrs, Holbrook, with all possible assiduity.” 

Gilbert a melancholy, incredulous smile, 
David’s advice was only the echo of John Saltram’s coun- 
sel—the counsel which he would receive from every man 
of the world, no doubt—the counsel which he self 
would most likely have given to 4 friend under the same 
circumstances, 


Sir David was very cordial, and wanted 
dine and sleep at Heatherly; but this Gilbert declined. 
ee ta te that his busi- 
ness was 


Bir | till he has lulled one into a f 


his office-work next day with a dreary feeling that ha 
must needs go through the same dull routine day after 
day, in all the time to come, without purpose or hope in 
his life, only because a man must go on living sofmehow 
to the end of his earthly pilgrimage, whether the sun 
shines upon him or not. 

He went to Queen Anne’s Court one evening soon after 
his return, and told Mr. Nowell all he had discovered at 
Wygrove. The old man showed himself keenly interested 
in his granddaughter’s fate. 

“I would give a good deal to see her before I die,” he 
said. ‘Whatever I have to leave will be hers, It may 
little or much—I won’t speak about. that; but I’ve lived 
a hard life, and saved where other men would have 
spent, I should like to see my son’s child; I should like 
to have some of my own flesh and blood about me in my 
last days.” 

“Would it not be a good plan to put an advertisement 

in the ‘Times,’ addressed to Mrs. Holbrook, from a re- 
lation? She would be likely to answer that, when she 
would not apply to any appeal coming directly from 
me, 
“Yes,” answered Jacob Nowell; “‘and her husband 
would let her come to me for the sake of what I may 
have to leave her. But that can’t be helped, I suppose; 
it is the fate of a@ man who lives as I have lived to be 
cared for at last only for what he has to give. I'll put 
in such an advertisement as you speak of; and we'll see 
what comes of it.” 


CHAPTER XII. 
A FRIENDLY COUNSELOR, s 


GILBERT Fenton called several times in the Temple 
without being able to see John Saltram; a slip of paper 
ted on the outer door of that gentleman's aniter 
informed the public that he was “ out of town,” and that 
was all. Gilbert took the trouble to penetrate the domi- 
cile of the laundress who officiated fn Mr. Saltram’s 
chambers, in order to obtain some more particular in- 
formation as to her employer’s movements, and after in- 
finite difficulty succeeded in finding that industrious 
matron inthe remote obscurity of a narrow court near 
the river, But the laundress could tell Mr. Fenton very 
little, She did not know whither Mr, Saltram had gone, 
or when he was likely toreturn. He was one of the 
most uncertingest gentleman she had to do for; and he 
had been out of town a great deal lately; which was not 
to be wondered at, considering the erie hot weather, 
when it was not to be supposed that gentlefolks as was 
free to do what they pleased would stay in London. It 
was hard enough upon working people with five children 
to wash and mend and cook for, and fever in the court 
besides, and provisions dearer than they had been these 
ten years, Gilbert asked if Mr. Saltram had left any or- 
ders about his letters; but the woman told him, no; 
there never was such careless a gentleman about letters. 
He never cared about having them sent after him, and 


would let them lie in the box till the dust got thick upon * 


them. 

Gilbert left a brief note for John Saltram with the 
woman—a note pegging his friend to come te him when 
he was next in London; and having done this, he paid 
no more visits to the Temple, but waited patiently for 
Mr. Saltram’s coming, feeling very sure that his request 
would not be neglected, If anything could have inten- 
sified the gloom of his mind at this time, it would have 
been the absence of that one friend, whom he Joved bet- 
ter than he had:ever loved anyone in this world, except 
Marian Nowell, He staid in town all through the blank 
August and September season, working harder than he 
had worked since the early days of his commercial life, 
taking neither pleasure nor interest in anything, and 
keeping as much as possible out of the way of all old 
acquaintance, 

© answer came to Jacob Nowell’s advertisement, 
etcagh 3 bat gg several times ere the old man 
Lo o despair of ever seei granddaughter. 
Gilbert used to drop in upon ree iy Bayete of aneven 
ing during this period, at his urgent request. He was 
interested in the solitary silversmith for Marian’s sake, 
and very willingly sacrificed an occasional eve: for 
his gratification. He fancied that these visits of his in- 
spired some kind of jealousy in the breast of the sallow- 
faced, sleek-haired shopman; who regarded him always, 
on these occasions, with a look of suppressed malevolence, 
and by every stratagem in his er tried to find out the 
nature of the conversation m the visitor and his 
employer, making all kinds of excuses to come into the 
arlor, and showing himself proof against the most 
umiliating treatment from his master. 

“Does that young man expect me to leave him 
money? and does he look wpon me as a possible rival 2” 
pang asked one night, provoked by the shopman’s con~- 

ui 

“ Very likely,” Mr, Nowell answered, with a malicious 
— “ One gets = service from a man who expects 

reward in the future. Luke Tulliver serves me very 
well indeed, and of course Iam not responsible for his 
délusions,” 

“Do you know, Mr. Nowell, that is a man I should 
scarcely care to trust. To my mind there is a warning of 
danger in his countenance,” 


“My dear sir, I have never trusted any one in my 


life,” answered the silversmith, promptly. “I don’t for 
& moment suppose that Luke ‘Tulliver would be honest if 
As to the bad- 


I gave him an tf vam to cheat me, 
ness of his count ee, that is so much the better. I 
like to deal with an obvious rogue. The dangerous 
subject is your honest fool, who — on 

se security, 


turns thief all atonce at the instigation of some clever 
tempter.” 
a aie young man lives in the house with you, I sup- 


“Yes; my household consists of Luke Tulliver, and an 
old woman who does the cooking and other work. There 
are a couple of garrete at the top of the house where the 
two sleep; my own bedroom is over this; and the room 
over the shop is full of pictures and other stuff, 
which I have seldom occasion to show to anybody. My 


i 
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business is not what it once ' Mr, Fenton, »I have } to business, dear old fellow,  Believe’me, there is noth- 
; made some rather lucky hits in the way of picture-deal- | ing like work to make aman forget any foolish trouble 
; ing in the course of my business career, but Il hayen’t | of thiskind, And you will forget it, Gilbert, be assured 
done a big line lately.” of that, If I were not certain it would be so, I should—” 
Gilbert was inclined to believe that Jacob Nowell wasa| He stopped suddenly, staring absently at the fire with 
much richer man then he cared to confess, and that the | a darkening brow, 
fortune which Marian Nowell ht inherit in the future **You would do what, John 2” 
was a considerable one. The old man had all the attri-| ‘‘Hate this man Holbrook almost as savagely as you 
butes of a miser. The house in which he lived had the | hate him, for having come between you and your happi- 
aspect of a places in which money has been made and | ness. Yet, if Marian Nowell did. not love you as a wife 
hoarded day by day through long dull years. should love her husband—with all her heart and soul—it 
was ten thousand times better that the knot should be 
It was not until the end of October that John Saltram | cut in time, however roughly. Think what your misery 
made his appearance at his old friend’s lodgings. He | would have been, if you had discovered after your mar- 
had just come up from the country, and was looking his | riage that her heart had never been really yours!” 
best—brighter and younger than Gilbert had seen him ““T cannot imagine that possible. I have no shadow 
look for a long time. of doubt that I should have succeeded in winning her 
“My dear Jack, I began to think I should never see | heart if this man had not robbed me of her. My ab- 
you again. What have you been doing all this time, and | sence gave him his opportunity. Had I been at hand to 
where have you been?” protect my own interests, I do not think his influence 
“T have been at hard work, ad usual, for the Reviews, | could have prevailed against me.” 
down Oxford way, ata little place on the river. And how “Tt is quite natural that you should think that,” John 
has the world been going with you, Gilbert? I saw your | Saltram said, gravely. “Yet you may be mistaken. A 
advertisement offering a reward for evidence of Miss | woman’s love is such a capricious thing, and so often be- 
Nowell’s marriage. Was there any result?” stowed upon the least deserving among those who seek 
‘ “Yes; I know all about the marriage now, but I don’t | it.” 
know who or what the man is,” Giibert answered; and After this they were silent for some time, and then Gil- 
: then went on to give his friend a detailed account of his | bert told his friend about his acquaintance with Jacob 
: experience at Wygrove, and his visit to Sir David Forster, | Nowell, and the old man’s futile endeavors to find his 
“My dear foolish Gilbert,” said John Saltram, “how | grandchild; to all of which Mr, Saltram listened atten- 
much useless trouble you have given yourself! Was it | tively. 
: not enough to know that this girl had broken faith with| “Then you fancy there is a good bit of money in ques- 
| you? I think, were Tin your place, that would be the | tion?” he said, when Gilbert hadtold him every thing. 
| end of the story for me, And now you know more than “T fancy so. ButI have no actual ground for the’be- 
that—you know she is another man’s wife. If you find |lief. The place in which the old man lives is’ poor 


her, and how intently she was trying to listen to the talk 
upon the other side of the fireplace, 

The dinner was an admirable one, the wines perteo- 
tion, Mr. Branston having been a past-master of art 
of good living, and having stocked cellars with a view 
to a much longer life than had been granted to him; the « 
attendance was careful and complete; the dining-room, 
with its rather old-fashioned furniture and heavy crim- 
son hangings, a picture of comfort; and Mrs, Branston 
a most charming hostess. Even Gilbert was fain to for- 
gethis own troubles, and enjoy life a little in that agree- 
able society. 

The two gentlemen accompanied. the ladies back to the 
drawing-room, There was a grand piano in the fron 
room, and to this Adela Branston went, at Mr. Saltram’s 
request, and began to play some of Handel’s oratorio 
music, while he stood beside the piano, talking to her as 
she-played. Mrs. Pallinson and Gilbert were thus left 
alone in the back room, and the lady did her best to im- 
prove the occasion by extorting what information she 
could from Fenton about his friend, 

“ Adela tells me that yon and Mr, Saltram are friends 
of very long standing, Mr. Fenton,” she began, fanning 
herself slowly with a shining black fan as she sat opposite 
Gilbert, awful of saspect in the somber splendor of her 
beads and bugles. 

“Yes; we were at Oxford together, and have been fast 
friends ever since,” 

“ Indeed !—how really delightful! The young men of 
the present day appear to me generally so incapable of a 
sincere friendship. And you and Mr, Saltram have been 
friends all that time? He is a literary man, I understand. 
I have not had the pleasure of reading any of his works; 
but Adela tells me he is extremely clever.” { 

“He is very clever.” 


her, nothing can come of it.” enough, and he has carefully abstained from any hintas| ‘‘And steady, I hope, Literary men are so apt to be 
“Tt is the man I want to find, John; the man whom I | to what he might leaye his granddaughter. Whatever it | wild and-dissipated ; and Adela has such a high opinion 
shall make it the business of my life to discover.” is, Marian ought to have it; and there is very little | of your friend, I hope he is steady,” . { 
«For what good?” chance of that, unless'she comes forward in response to “*T scarcely know what a lady’s notion of steadiness 


may involve,” Gilbert answered, smiling; “but I daresay 
when my friend marries he will be steady enough. Ican- 
not see that literary tastes and dissipated habits have 
any natural affinity, I should rather imagine that aman 
with resources of that kind would be likely to leada 
quieter life than a man without such resources.”’. { 
“Do you really think so?. Ifancied that artists and! 
poets and ple of that kind were altogether a dangerous 
class. And you think that Mr, Saltram will be steady 
when he is married. He is engaged to be married, I con- 
clud®, in your manner of 8a: that,” 4 
“Thad no idea my words implied anything of the 
kind. No, I do not think John Saltram is engaged.’ . 4 
Mrs, Pallinson glanced towards the piano, where the 
two figures seemed very close to each other in the dim 
light of the room... Adela’s playing had been going on 
in a desultory kind of manner, broken every now and 
then by her conversation with John Saltram, and had | 


“For the deadliest harm to him,” Gilbert answered, | Mr. Nowell’s advertisements,” 
moodily. ‘If ever he and I meet, I will have some pay- “Tt is a pity she should lose the chance of this inheri- 
ment for my broken life—some compensation for my | tance, certainly,” said Mr. Saltram: 
ruined Rf We two should not meet and part lightly, | And then the conversation changed, and they talked 
rely upon it.” of other subjects until it was time for them to part. 
“You can make no excuse for his love—that fatal, irre-| John Saltram walked back to the Temple in a very 
sistible passion, which outweighs truth and honor when | somber mood, meditating upon his friend’s trouble. 
they are set in the opposite scale. I did not think you * Poor,old Gilbert!” he said to himself; ‘this business 
: could be so hard, Gilbert ; I thought you would have more | has touched him more deeply than I could have thought 
: mercy on the man who wronged you.” possible. I wish things had happened otherwise. “What 
: “T could pardon any injury but this. I will never for-/|is it Lady Macbeth says? ‘ Naught’s had, all’s spent, 
: give this.” when our desire is got. without content.’ I wonder 
: John Saltram shrugged his shoulders with a deprecat- | whether the fulfillment of one’s heart’s desire ever does 
: air. bring perfect contentment? I think not, There is al- 
| “Tt is a mistake, my dear fellow,” he said. “Life is | ways comething wanting. And if a man comes by his 
| not long enough for these strong passions. There is | wish basely, there isa taint of poison in the wine of life 


ee Se 


nothing in the world worth the price these bitter hatreds | that neutralizes all its sweetness.” 
and stormy angers cost us. You have thrown away a 


: great deal of deep feeling on a lady whose misfortune it CHAPTER XIII. evidently been iutended to give pleasure only to that one 
was not to be able to return your affection as she might listener, | 
have done—as you most fully deserved at her hands, MES. PALLINSON |HAS, VIEWS. While she was still playing in this careless, fitful way, 
| Why waste any further emotion in regrets that are as} Ar seven o’clock on Sunday evening, as the neighbor- | @ servant announced Mr, nson; and a gentleman 
useless as they are foolish !” ing church-bells were just sounding their last peal, Mr, | entered whom Gilbert had no difficulty in ag 


the son of the Jady he had been conversing « 
nhew-comer was a tall, pale-faced young man, with in- 
tensely penetrating black eyes exactly like his mother’ 
sharp, well-cut features, and an extreme precision o: 
dress and manner, His hands, which were small and 
thin, were remarkable for their whiteness, and were set 
off by spotless wristbands, which :t was his habit to 
smooth fondly with his slim fingers in the intervals of 
his discourse. Mrs. Pallinson rose and embraced this 
gentleman with stately affection. 4 
“My son Theobald—Mr, Fenton,” she said. ‘My 
son is a medical practitioner, residing at Maida Hill / 
and it is a pleasure to him to spend, an occasional even- 
ing with his cousin Adela and myself,” | 
‘* Whenever the exigencies of professional life leaveme 


“You may as well ask me why I exist,” Gilbert an- | Fenton found himself on the threshold of Mrs. Brans- 
swered, quietly. ‘‘ Regret for all I have lost is a part of | ton’s house in Cavendish Square, It was rather a gloomy 
my life.” mansion, pervaded throughout with evidences of its late 

After this there was no more to be said, and Mr. Sal- | owner's Oriental career: old Indian cabinets ; ponderous 
tram went on to speak of pleasanter topics. The two men | chairs of elaborately carved ebony, clumsy in form and 
dined together. and sat by the fire afterward, with a | barbaric in design; curious old china and lacquered ware 
bottle of claret between them, smoking their cigars and | of every kind, from gigantic vases to the tiniest cups and 

, till late into the night. saucers; ivory temples, and gods in silver and clay, 

It was not to be supposed that Adela Branston’s name | crowded the drawing-rooms and the broad landings on 
could be omitted entirely from this confidential talk. the staircase, The curtains and chair-covers were of 

“T have seen nothing and heard very little of her | Indian embroidery; the carpets of Oriental manufacture, 
while I have been away,” John Saltram said, in answer | Everything hada gaudy semi-barbarous aspect, 
to a question of Gilbert’s; “‘ but I called in Cavendish| Mrs, Branston received her guests in the back draw- 
Square this afternoon, and was fortunate enough to find | ing-room, a smaller. and somewhat snugger apartment 
her athome. She wants me to dine with her next Sun- | than the spacious chamber in front, which was dimly 

id I have promised todo so, Will you come too? | visible in the light of a single moderator lamp and the 


: day, an free to enjoy that happiness,” Mr. Pallinson added, in a 
: I know that she would be glad to see you.” red glow of a fire through the wide-open archway be- | brisk, semi-official manner, ‘Adela has been giving 
“T cannot see that.I am wanted, John.” tween the two rooms. In the inner room the lamps were | you some music, I see. I heard one of Handel’s cho- 


: “ But I tell you that you are wanted. I wish you to go | brighter, and the fire burned cheerily; and here Mrs, 
| with me, Mrs, Branston likes you amazingly, if you care | Branston had established for herself a comfortable nook 
| to know the opinion of so frivoious a person.” in a deep velvet-cushioned arm-chair, very low and ca- 
“Tam very much flattered by Mrs. Branston’s kindly | pacious, sheltered luxuriously from possible draughts by 
; estimate of me, but I do not think I have any claim to it,|a high seven-leaved Japanese screen, The fair Adela 
except the fact that Iam your friend. Ishall be happy | was a chilly personage, and liked to bask, in her easy- 
to go with,you on Sunday, if you really wish it.” chair before the fire. She looked very pretty this even- 
“Ido wish it. I shall drop Mrs, Branston a line | ing, in her dense black dress, with the airiest pretense of 
to say you come, She asked me to bring you when- | a widow’s cap perched on her rich auburn hair, and a 
ever I had an may Sa The dinner hour is seven. | voluminous Indian shawl of vivid scarlet making a 
: Tl call for you here a few minutes before. I don’t prom- me about her shoulders. She was evidently very 
ise you a very lively evening, remember. There will | pleased to see John Saltram, and gave a cordial welcome 
only be Adela, anda lady she has taken as her compan- | to his friend, On the eed side of the fire-place there 
ion.” was a tall, rather grim looking lady, also in mourning, 
“T don’t care about lively evenings. I have been no- | and with an elaborate head of bugles and orna- 
where in society since I returned from Melbourne. I | ments of a feathery and beady nature, which were sup- 
have done with all that kind of thing.” posed to be flowers, About her neck, this lady wore nu- 
i dear Gilbert, that sort of renunciation will never | merous rows of jet beads, from which depended crosses 
do,” John Saltram said, earnestly. ‘A man cannot | and lockets of the :‘ame material; she had jet ear-rings 
turn his back upon society at your age. Life lies all be-|and jet bracelets; and had altogether a beaded and 
| fore you, and it rests with yourself to createa happy | bugled appearance, which would have been eminently 
future. Let the dead bury their dead.” fascinating to the untutored taste of a North American 

“Yes, John; and what is left for the living when that | Indian. : = 
burial is over? I don’t want to make myself obnoxious} This lady was Mrs, Pallinson, a widow of limited 
by w over my troubles, but they are not to be les- | means, and a distant relation of Adela Branston’s. Left 
sened by hy, and Ican do nothing but bear them | quite alone after her husband’s death, and feeling her- 
as besti may. I had long been growing tired of society, | self thoroughly helpless, Adela had summoned this ex- 
in the conventional acceptation of the word, andall the estes hae matron to her aid; whereupon Mrs, Pallinson 
stereotyped pleasures of a commercial man’s life. Those ven up a small establishment in the far north of 
are less than nothing whena man has nothing | London, which she was in the habit of speaking about 
on occasions as her humble dwelling, and had taken up 
: the common things of this world are made precious. It | her quarters in Cavendish Square, where she was a power 

is only dropping out of the arena a little earlier than I | of dread to the servants, 

might have done otherwise. Ihave anotion thatI shall] Gilbert fancied that Mrs. Pallinson was by no means 
wind up my affairs next year, sell business, and go | too favorably disposed toward John Saltram, She had 
I could eS re a very decent pear eyes, very much like the jet beads with 
in of my e which her person was , and with these she kept 
“Don't dream of that, Gilbert; for heaven’s ‘sake, | a close watch upon Mra, Branston and Mr. Saltram when 
don’t dream of 80 mad aethat. What would a | the two were talking ther. Gilbert saw how great 
man of your age without some kind of career? A | an effort it cost her at times to keep up the com- 
mere purposelees wanderer on the face of the carth. Stick | monplace conyersation which he had commenced with 


ruses as I came up stairs.” 4 
He went into the front drawing-room, shook hands 
with Mrs, Branston, and established himeelf with a per- 
manent air beside the piano. Adela did not seem partic- 
pany god to see him ; and John Sal who had met 
him before in Cavendish Square, received him with su- 
preme Indifference, 4 
“Tam blessed, as I dare say you perceive, Mr, Fenton, 
in my only son,” Mrs. Pallinson said, when the young 
man had withdrawn to the adjoining apartment. “I 
was my misfortune to lose an admirable husband 
very early in life, and I have been ever since that loss 
wholly devoted to my son Theobald. My care has been 
amply rewarded by his goodness. He is a most estimable 
and talented young man, and has already attained an ex- 
cellent position in the medical profession.” 
“You haye reason to be proud of him,” Gilbert: an- 
swered kindly, , 
“T am proud of him, Mr, Fenton. He is the sole de~ 
light and chief object of my life, His career up to this 
If Tien iat heobtes Bertiar sock ectyesdaseende wom 
can only see ly an van! mar. 
ried, I shall have nothing itt to wish for,” 4 
“Indeed,” thought Gilbert, “‘Then I to 
ceive the reason of Mrs, Pallinson’s anxiety rut 
Saltram. She wants to secure Mrs. Branston’s hand- 
some fortune for this son of hers. Not much chance of 
that, I think, fascinating as the doctor. maybe. Plain 
Tatbey werk ate Bio bork Seppe fly, ana 
ey wen! 2 front dra -room presently, an: 
heard Mr, Pallinson play thé ‘‘Hallelujah chorus,” ar- 
ranged as a duet, with his cousin, He wasa young man 
Sautd eng a lst and play the plano apd guitar a ie; 
could sing a and p! tC) a 
sketch a little, and was oF caeioesl effusions in 
the poetical line which were. eat most invertebrate 
reflections of Owen Meredith. the Maida Hill and St. 
bit Wood districts Taree scenes md —— 
‘or an eben ge ; an accent engag- 
ing manners rendered him a favorite with the oung 
mothers of the neighborhood, who believed implicitly in 
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Mr. Pallinson’s gray powders when their little one’s diges- 
tive organs had_ been’ impaired by injudicious diet, and 
confided in Mr. Pallinson’s carefully expressed opinion as 
the fiat of an inscrutable power. 

Mr. Theobald Pallinson himself cherished a very agree- 
ablé opinion of ‘his own merits. Life seemed to him 

that Theobald Pallinson should flourish 
erein. He could hardly have formed any 
4dea of the world except asanarena for himself. He 


not have been’ very difficult for him to believe that the 
entire universe was an emanation from the brain of 
‘Theobald Pallinson—a phenomenal world existing only 
‘in his sense of sight and touch. Happy in this opinion 
of himself, it is not to be supposed that the surgeon had 
any serious doubt of ‘ultimate success with his cousin. 
He regarded John Saltram as an interloper, who had 
ined ground in Mra, Branston’s favor only by the acci- 
“dent of his own’ absence from the stage. The Pallin- 
gzons had not been on visiting terms with Adela during 
the life of the East India merchant, who had not shown 
himself favorably disposed ‘to his wife’s relations; and 
Beard means Mr. Saltram had enjoyed advantages which 
ore Pallinson told himself could not have been 
his, had he, Théobald, been at hand to engage his cou- 
sin’s attention by those superior qualities of mind and 
person which must needs have utterly outshone the 
other. All that Mr, Pallinson wanted was opportunity ; 
and, that being now afforded him, he looked upon the 
happy issue of events as acertainty, and already con- 
templated the house in Cavendish Square, the Indian 
jars and cabinets, the ivory chessmen and filigree-silver 
rose-water bottles, the inlaid desks and Japanese screens, 
the ponderous plate and rare old wines, with a sense of 
prospective proprietorship. 

It seemed as if John Saltram had favored this gentle- 
man’s views by his prolonged absence from the scene 
holding himself completely aloof from Adela Branston at 
a time when, had he been inclined to press his-suit, he 
might have followed her up closely. . Branston had 
been not 4 little wounded by this apparent neglect on the 
part of one she loved better than any thing else in the 
‘world ; but she was i: clined to believe anything rather 
than that John Saltram did not care for her; and she 
had contrived to console herself with the idea that this 
fivoidance of her had been prompted by a delicate con- 
sideration for her reputation, and a respect for the early 
pre of her mourning. To-night, in his society, she 

an air of happiness which became her wonderfully ; 
and Gilbert Fenton fancied that a man must needs 
hhard and cold whose heart could not be won by so bright 
and gracious a creature. 

She spoke more than onee ina half-playful way of Mr. 
Saltram’s absence from London; but the deeper feeling 
underneath the lightness of her manner was very evident 
to Gilbert. 

**¥ suppose you will be running away from town again 


directly,” she said, “* without giving any one the faintest | i 


notice of yourintention. I can’t think what charm it is 
that you find in country life. Ihave so often heard you 
profess your indifference to shooting, and the ordinary 
routine of rustic existence. Perhaps the secret that 
ha fear your tation as a man of fashion would suf- 

fer were you to be seen in London at such a barbarous 
season as this.” 


“Thave never rejoiced ina reputation for fashion,” 
Mr. Saltram answered, with his quiet smile—a smile that 
gure a wonderful brightness to his face; ‘‘and I think 

like London in the autumn better than at any other 
time. One has room to move abont. Ihave been in the 
country of late, because I really do appreciate rural sur- 
roundings, and have found myself able to write bette: 
in the patfoct quiet of rural life.” 

“Ttis rather hard upon your friends that you should 

all your days to literature.” 

“ And still harder upon the reading public, perhaps, 

pros my dear Mrs. Branston, remember, I must’ write 
ve, 


Advla gave a little ny bong sigh. She was thinking 
“how ly she would have made this man master of 
her ample fortune; wondering whether he would ever 
@laim from her the ice she was #0 ready to give, 
Mr. Pallinson did best to engage his cousin’s at- 
tention during the rest of the ev: . He brought her 
her tea-cup, and hovered about her w! she sipped the 
beverage with that graceful air of sw mder- 
ness which constant practice in the -rooms of 
Maida Hill had rendered almost na‘ to him; 
but, do sn oy ‘would, he could not distract Mrs, Brans- 
ton’s thoughts and looks from John Saltram, It was on 
him that her eyes were fixed while the accomplished 
‘Theobald was giving her a liyely account of a concert at 
the Eyre Arnis; an 
ence which made her answer at random to her cousin’s 
“questions about the last volume of the Jaureate’s, which 
she had been lately reading. Even Mr. Pallinson, obtuse 
‘as’ lie was apt to be when called upon to comprehend any 
fact Sy ned to his own self-esteem, wasfain to con- 
fess to that this evening’s efforts were futile, and 
that this dark-faced stranger was the favorite for those 
matrimonial stakes he had entered himself to run for. 
He looked at Mr. Saltram with a critical eye many times 
the course of the evening, wondering what possible merit 
any sensible woman could perceive in such aman. But 
then, as Theobald Pallinson reflected, the misfortune is 
that so few women are ar dens it was gradually be- 


coming evident to him that ichael Branston’s widow 
= the — gw of her sex. 

Ts, asl watch upon Adela throngh- 
out the ang toe the conversation rery 


i 
_— — then with Ncomplittinns © tone bs and infallible 
an ly 0 some praise of 
Theobald into her talk: now’ dilating rapturously upon 
that fever case’ which he had managed 80 wonderfully 
the other day, proving his judgment superior to that of 
an consulting cag a launching out 
Ww! 


of pictures. To 
with a depres 


it was the fascination of his pres-| han: 
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cating sir, smoothing his wristbands; and caressing his 
slim white hands, while he playfully reproved his parent 
for her maternal weakness. 

Mr. Pailinson held his ground near his cousin’s chair 
fill the last moment; while John Saltram sat apart by one 
of the tables, listlessly turning over a volume of 6ngray- 
ings, and only looking up at long intervals to join in the 
conversation, He had an absent, weary look, which 
puzzled Gilbert Fenton, who, being only a secon per- 
sonage in this narrow circle, had ample leisure to ob- 
serve his friend. 

The three gentlemen left at the same time, Mr. Pallin- 
son driving away in a neat miniature brougham, after 
politely offering to convey his cousin’s guests to their 
destination. It was a bright starlight night, and Gilbert 
walked to the Temple with John meagt eT E the 
quietest of the streets leading eastward. ey lit their 
cigars as they left the square, and walked for some time 
in a friendly companionable silence. When they did 
speak, their talk was naturally of Adela Branston, 

““T thought cho was really charming to-night,” Gilbert 
reer “in spite of that fellow’s efforts to absorb her at- 
tention, Itis pretty easy to see how the land lies in that 
direction; and if such a rival were likely to injure you, 
you have a very determined one,in Mr. Pallinson.” 

“Yes; the surgeon has evidently fixed his hopes upon 
poor old Michael Branston’s money. But I don’t think 
he will succeed.” 

**Yon will not allow nm to do so, I hope?” 

“T don’t know about that. Then you really admire the 
little woman, Gilbert ?” 

“Very much ! as much as 1 have ever admired any wo- 
man except Marian Nowell.” 

“Ah, your Marian is a star, single and alone in her 
brightness, like that planet up yonder! But Adela 
Branston is a good little soul, and will make a charming 
wife, Gilbert I wish to Heaven you would fall in love 
with her.” 

Gilbert Fenton stared aghast at his companion, as he 
tossed the end of his cigar into the gutter, ' 

“Why, John, you must be mad to say such a thing.” 

“No, it is by no means a bad notion. I want to see 
you cured, Gilbert. I do like pores boy, you know, 
as much as it is possible for a selfish, worthless fellow 
like me to like any man, I would give a great deal to see 
you happy 3; and I am sure that you might be so as Adela 
Branston’s husband, I grant you that I am the favorite 
at present; but she is just the sort of woman to be won 
by any man who would really prove himself worthy of 
her. Her liking for me is a mere idle’ fancy, which 
would soon die out for want of fuel. You are my supe- 
rior in every way—younger, handsomer, better. Why 
should you not go in for this thing, Gil?” 

“Because I have no heart.to give any woman, John, 
And even if I were free, I would not give my heart to a 
woman whose affection had to be diverted from another 
channel ey Bag —— bestowed ae ae I can’t 
i ine what put such a preposterous idea into your 
=. 9 or why it is that you shrink from improving your 
own chances with Mrs. Branston.” 

“You must not wonder at anything that I do or say, 
Gilbert, It is my nature to do strange things—my destiny 
to take the wrong turning in life!” 

“WhenjshallI see you again?” Gilbert asked, when 
they were parting at the Temple gates. 

“T can scarcely tell you that. I must go back to Ox- 
ford to-morrow.” 

“So soon.” 

“*Yes; my work gets on better down there. I will let 
you know Stee A I yo — London,” = 

On this they eee, considerably mystified by 
his friend’s conduct, 
tions further. He had his own affa: 
one business which absorbed almost the whole of his 
thoughts—the business of his search for the man who 
had robbed himof his promised wife. This interim, 
in which he remained inactive, devoting himself to the 
duties of his commercial life, was only a pause in his 
labors. He was not the less bent upon bringing about a 
face-to-face méeting between himself and Marian’s hus- 
band because of this brief suspension of his éfforts. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
FATHER AND FON, 


WHILE Gilbert Fenton was deliberating what steps to 
take next in his quest of his unknown enemy, a gentle- 
man arrived at a small hotel near -Cross—a gen- 
tleman who was evidently a stranger to England, and 
whose portmanteans and other traveling pemperenelis 
bore the names of New York manufacturers, He was a 
portly individual of middle age, and was still eminently 
dsome. He dressed well, lived e: sively, and had 
altogether a prosperous appearance, He took care to in- 
form the landlord of the hotel that he was not an Ameri- 
can, but had returned to the land of his birth after an 
absence of something like fifteen years, and after realiz- 
ing a handsome fortune upon the other side of the At- 
lantic, He was a very gracious and communicative per- 
son, and seemed to take life in an easy, agreeable man- 
ner, like a man whose habit it was to look on the brighter 
side of all things, provided his own comfort was secured. 
Norton Percival was the name.on this gentleman’s lug- 
gage, and on the card which he gave to the waiter whom 
he desired to look after his letters, After dining sump- 
tuously on the evening of his arrival in London, this 
Mr. Percival strolled out in the autunin darkness, and 
made his way through the more obscure streets between 
Charing-Cross and Wardour. street. The way seemed 
familiar enough to him, and he only paused now and 
then_to take note of some alteration in the buildings 
which he had to pass, The last twenty, years have not 
made much change in this neighborh, and the tray- 
eler from New York found little to su: \- 

“The place looks just as dull and dingy as it used to 
look when I was a Jad,” he to himself, ‘I dare say 
I shall find the old court unchanged in all these years.” 
But shall I find the old man alive? I doubt that. Dead, 


its, | more likely, and his money gone to strangers. I wonder 


whether he had much money, or whether he was 
88 poor as he made himself out, It’s difficult to say, 


know I made him bleed spretty freely, atrone time and 
another, before he turned rusty ; and it’s just possible I 
may have had pretty nearly all he had to give.” 

He was in Wardour street by this time, looking at the 
dimly lighted shops where broker’s ware of more or less 
value, old oak carvings, doubtful pictures and rusted 
armor loomed duskily upon the passer-by. At the corner 
of Queen Anne’s Court he paused, and peered curiously 
into the narrow alley. : 

“The court is still here, at any rate,” he muttered to 
himself, ‘‘and I shall soon settle the other question.” 

His heart beat faster than it was wont to beat as he 
drew near his destination, Was it any touch of real feel- 
ing, or only selfish apprehension, that quickened its 
throbbing? The man’s life had been so utterly reckleas 
of others, that it would be dangerous to give him credit 
for any affectionate yearning—any natural remorseful 
pang in such a moment as this, He had lived for self, 
and self alone; and his own interests were involved in 
the issue of to-night. 

Afew steps brought him before Jacob Nowell’s win- 
dow. Yes, it was just as he remembered it twenty years 
before—the same dingy old silver, the same little heap of 
gold, the same tray of tarnished jewelry glimmered in 
the faint light of a solitary gas-burner behind the murky 
glass. On the door-plate there was still Jacob Nowell’s 
name, Yet all this might mean nothing. The grave 
might have closed over the old silversmith, and the in- 
terest of trade necessitate the preservation of the familiar 
name, i 

The gentleman calling himself Percival went into the 
shop. How well he remembered the sharp jangling 
sound of the bell! and how intensely he had hated it and 
all the surroundings of his father’s sordid life in the 
days when he was pursuing his headlong career as a fine 
gentleman, and only coming to Queen Anne’s Court for 
money! He remembered what an incubus the shop had 
been upon him; what a pursuing phantom and perpetual 
image of his degradation in the days of his university 
life, when he was incessantly haunted by the dread that 
his father’s social status would be discovered. The at- 
mosphere of the place brought back all the old feelings, 
and he was young again, a nervous supplicant for money, 
which was likely to be refused to him, 

The sharp peal of the bell produced Mr. Luke Tulli- 
ver, who emerged from a little den in a corner at the 
back of the shop, where he had been engaged copying 
items into a stock-book by the light of a solitary tallow- 
candle, The stranger looked like a customer, and Mr. 
Tulliver received him graciously, turning up the gas over 
the counter, which had been burning at a diminished 
and economical rate hitherto. 

‘Did you wish to look at anything in antique silver, 
sir?” he asked, briskly. ‘‘Wé have some very dsome 
specimens of the Queen Anne period.” 

‘*No, I don’t want to look at anything. I want to know 
whether Jacob Nowell is still living ?” 

“Yes, sir; Mr. Nowell is my master, You might have 
noticed his hame upon the door-plate if you had looked. 
Do you wish to see him ?” 

“Tdo, Tell him that I am an old friend, just come 
from America.” 

Luke Tulliver went into the patlor behind the half- 
— door, Norton Percival following upon him closely. 

e heard the old man’s voice saying : 

*“*Thavye no friend in America; but you may tell the 
person to come in; I will see him.” 

The voice trembled a little; and the silversmith had 
raised himself from his chair, and was looking eagerly 
toward the door as Norton Percival entered, not caring 
to wait for any more formal invitation. The two men 
faced each other silently in the dim light from the can- 
die on the mantel-piece, Jacob Nowell looking intently at 
the bearded face of his visitor, 

ly, to the shop- 
» 


* You can go, Tulliver,” he said, 
man, ‘I wish to be alone with this gent 

Luke Tulliver departed with his usual reluctant air, 
closing the door as slowly as it was possible for him to 
close it, and staring at the stranger till the last moment 
that it was possible for him to.stare, 

When he was gone the old_ man took the candle from 
the mantel-piece, and held it up before the bearded face 
of the traveler. 

“Yes, yes, yes,’ he said slowly; “at last! It is you, 
Percival, my only son. I thought you were dead long 
ago. I hada right to consider you dead,” 

“Tf Thad thought my existence could be’a matter of 
interest to you, I should hardly have so long refrained 
from all communication with you. But your letters led 
me to suppose you utterly indifferent to my fate.” 

“*T offered you and your wife a home.” 

“* Yes, but on conditions that were impossible to me. 
I had some pride in those days, My education had not 
fitted me to stand behind a counter and drive hard bar- 
gains with dealers of doubtful honesty, Nor could I 
bring my wife to such a home as this.” 

“ The time came when you left that poor creature 
without any home;” said the old man, sternly. 

“Necessity has no law, my dear father. You may 
imagine that my life, without a profession and without 
any reliable resources, has been rather precarious. When 
I seem to have acted worst, I have been only the slave of 
circumstances.” 

“Indeed! and have you no pity for the fate of your 
wife, no interest in the life of your only child?” 

**My wife was a poor, helpless creature, who contrived 
tomake my life wretched,” Mr, Nowell, alias Percival, 
answered coolly. “‘I gave her every sixpence I possessed 
when I sent her home to England; but Inck went dead 
against mefor along time after that, and I could neither 
send her money nor goto her. When I heard of her 
death, [heard, in anindirect way, that my child had been 
adopted by some old fool of a half-pay officer ; and I was 
naturally glad of an accident which relieved me of 
heayy incubus, An opportunity about the 


oceurred, 
same time, of my entering on a tolerably rem 
career as agent for some Belgian iron-works in America ; 
and I had no.option but to close with the offer at once or 
lose the chance altogether. I sailed for New York within 
a fortnight after poor Lucy’s death, and have lived in 
America for the last. fifeen years. I have contrived to 
establish a tolerably flourishing trade there on my own 


| 
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only needs capital to become one 


something wanted. It would have been a foolish fancy 
ection could have anything to do with 
your to me,” 

“My dear father, it is surely possible that affection 
and interest may sometimes go together. Where I a pau- 
per, I would not venture to present myself before you at 
all; but as a tolerably a he trader, with the ability 
to propose an alliance that should be to our mutual ad- 
vantage, I considered I might fairly approach you.” 

“T haye no money to invest in your trade,” the old 
man answered, sternly, “‘I am a very poor man, impoy- 
erished for life by the wicked extravagance of your 
youth. If you have come to me with any hope of ob- 
taining money from me, you have wasted time and 
trouble,” 

“Tet that subject drop, then,” Percival Nowell said. 
lightly. “I suppose you have some remnant of regar 
for me, mie of-our old misunderstanding, and that 
my , not quite indifferent to you ?” 

“No,” the other answered, with a touch of melan- 
choly; it is not indifferent to me, I have waited for 
your return these many years. You might have found 
me more tenderly disposed towards you, had you come 
earlier; but there are some feelings which wear out as a 
man grows older—affections that yw paler day by day, 
like colors fading in the sun, Still Iam glad to see you 
once more before I die. You are my only son, and you 
needs must be something nearer to me than the rest of 
the world, in spite of all that I have suffered at your 
hands,” 

“T could not come back to England sooner than this,” 
the younger man said, presently, ‘‘I had a hard battle 
to fight out yonder.” 

There been very little appearance of emotion upon 
gither side so far. Percival Nowell took things as coolly 
as it was his habit to take every thing, wh;le his father 
bir concealed whatever deeper feel ng might be 
stirred in the depths of his heart by this Unexpected re- 


“You do not ask any questions about the fate of your 
only child,” the old man said, by-and-by. 

“My dear father, that is of course a subject of lively 

interest to me; but I did not sup; that you could be 

- in oY Sree to give me any information upon that 


“T do st to know something about your daughter, 
but not much,” 

Jacob Nowell went on to tell his son all that he had 
heard from Gilbert Fenton respecting Marian’s marriage, 
Of his own advertisements, and wasted endeavors to find 


her, he said nothing. 

“And this fellow whom she has jilted is pretty well off, 
I ce aryl Percival said, thoughtfully. 

“He is an Australian merchant, and, I should imagine, 


in ‘ous creumstances. 
« Boolish girli! And this Holbrook is no doubt an ad- 


venturer, or he would scarcely have married her in such 
aesecret way. Have you any wish that she should be 
found?” 

“Yes; I have a fancy for seeing her beforeI die. She 
is my own fiesh and bi like you, and has not injured 
™me as you have. I should like to see her.” 

“And if she happened to take your fancy, you would 
leave her all your Hea gh suppose 2?” 


oid. Who told you com oe eT a leave?” cried the 
sharply, ‘‘ Have I not sai: {1am a poor man, 
ho; ly impoverished by your extravagance?” 


“Bah! my dear father, that is allnonsense. My ex- 
travagance is a Fs gence of nearly twenty years ago, IfI 
had swamped gar, Sento in those days—which I 
don’t for a moment ieve—you have had ample time to 
make a fresh fortune since then, You would never have 
lived all these years in Queen Anne’s Court except for 
sake of money-making. , the place stinks of money. 
I know your tricks: buying silver from men who are in too 
great a hurry to sell it to be particular about the price; 
bey toe at sixty per cent.—a sixty which comes to 
eighty before the transaction is finished. A man does 
not lead such a life as yours for nothing. You are rolling 
in money, and you mean to punish me by leaying it all to 
Marian, 


The silversmith grew pale with anger during this speech 
of his son’s, 

“You are a consummate scoundrel,” he said, “‘and are 
at liberty to think whet you please. I tell you, once for 
all, Tam as poor as Job. But if I had a million, I would 
not leave you sixpence of it.” 

“So be it,” the other answered, gayly. ‘I have not 

ormed the duties of a parent very pee hither- 
to; but I don’t mind taking some trouble to find this girl 
while I am in England, in order that she may not lose 
her chances with you,” 

“You need give yourself no trouble on that score. Mr. 
Fenton has promised to find her for me.” 

“« Indeed! I should like to see this Mr. Fenton.” 

“ You can see him if you please; but you are scarcely 
likely to get a very warm xeccetan in that eee. Mr. 
ae knows what you have to your daughter and 

me, 

“Tam not going to fling myself into his arms. I only 
want to hear all he can tell me about Marian.” 

“‘Jfow long do you mean to stay in England 2?” 

“That is entirely dependent upon the result of my 
visit. laws ay pacers Ifound you living, which I 
most earnestly desired might be the case, I should find 
aa em a, psa aga A = oS in start- 

a company, W is may say 
certain—to result in 
and I fancied I should 


“Independent spirit! Yes!’ cried the old man in a 
mocking tone; “ason extorts every sixpence he can 
from his father and mother—aye, Percy, from his weak, 
loving mother; I know who robbed me to send you 
money—and then, when he can extort no more, boasts 
of his independence, But that will do. There is no 
need that we should quarrel, After twenty years’ sever- 
ance, we can afford to let by-gones be by-gones, I have 
told you that I am glad tosee you. If you come to me 
with disinterested feeling, that is enough. You may 
take back your prospectuses, I have nothing to em- 
bark in Y: ee speculations, If your scheme a good 
one, you will find plenty of enterprising spirits willing 
to join you; if itis a bad one, I dare say you will con- 
trive to find dupes, Youcan come and bee me again 
when you please, And now good-night. I find this kind 
of talk rather tiring at my age.” 

“One word before I leave you,” said Percival, “On 
reflection, I think it will be as well to say nothing about 
my presence in England to this Mr, Fenton. I shall be 
more free to hunt for Marian without his co-operation, 
even supposing he were inclined to giveit. You have told 
me all that he could tell me, I dare say.” 

** T believe I have,” 

“Precisely, Therefore no possible good could come 
of an encounter between him and me, and I shall be glad 
if you will keep my name dark.” 

“ As you please, though I can see no reason for secrecy 
in the matter.” 

“Tt is not a question of secrecy, but only of prudential 
reserve,” 

“Tt may be as you wish,” answered the old man, care- 
lessly, ‘“* Good night !” 

He shook hands with his son, who departed without 
haying broken bread in his father’s house, alittle dashed 
by the coldness of his reception, but not entirely without 
hope that some profit might arise to him out of this con- 
nection in the future, 

“The girl must be found,” he said to himself, “Iam 
convinced there has been a great fortune made in that 
dingy *hole. Better that it Ath Oe to her than to a 
stranger. I’m very sorry she’s ed ; but if this Hol- 
brook is the adventurer I suppose the marriage 
may come to nothing. Yes; I must findher, A father 
returned from fo; Jands is rather a romantic no- 
tion—the sort of notion a girl is pretty sure to take kindly 
to. 


CHAPTER XY. 
ON THE TRACK, 


GILBERT FENTON saw no more of his friend John Sal- 
tram after that Sunday evening which they had spent 
together in Cavendish Square. He called upon Mrs. 
Branston before the week was ended, and was so fortu- 
nate as to find that lady alone, Mrs. Pallinson having 
gone on a shopping expedition in her kinswoman’s dash- 
ing brougham, 

The pretty little widow received Gilbert very gracious- 
ly; but there was a slight shade of melancholy in her 
manuer, a pensiveness which softened and refined her, 
Gilbert thought. Nor was it long before she allowed him 
to discover the cause of her sadness. After a little con- 
ventional talk upon indifferent subjects, rhe began to 
speak of John Saltram. 

“Have you seen much of your friend Mr. Saltram 
since Sunday?” she asked, with that vain endeavor to 
speak carelessly with which a woman generally betrays 
her real feelings, 

“T have not seen him at all since Sunday. He told me 
he was going back to Oxford—or the neighborhood of 
Oxford, f believe—almost immediately; and I have not 
troubled myself to hunt him up at his chambers,” 

“Gone back already!’? Adela Branston exclaimed, 
with a disappointed, petulent look that was half-childish, 
half-womanly. “I cannot imagine what charm he finds 
in a dull village on the banks of the river: He has con- 
fessed that the place is the dreariest and most obscure in 
the world, and that he has neither shooting nor any 
other kind of amusement, There must be some myste- 
rious attraction, Mr, Fenton, I think your friend is a 
good deal changed of late. Haven’t you found him so?” 

‘No, Mrs, Branston, I cannot say that I have discov- 
ered any marked alteration in him since my return from 
Australia, John Saltram was always wayward and fitful. 
He may have been a little more so lately, perhaps, but 
that is all.” 

*“You have a very high opinion of him, I suppose ?” 

“He is very dear tome, We are something more than 
friends in the ordinary acceptation of the word, Doyou 
remember the story of those two noble young Venetians 
who inscribed upon their shield Fratres, non amici? 
Saltram and I have been brothers rather than friends.” 

*€ And you think him a good man?” Adela asked, anx- 

iously. 
“Most decidedly ; I have reason to think so. I believe 
him to be a noble-hearted and honorable man}; a little 
neglectful or disdainful of conventionalities, wearing his 
faith in God and his more sacred feelings anywhere than 
upon his sleeve; but a man who cannot fail to come right 
in the long-run.” 

**T am so glad to hear you say that, I have known Mr. 
Saltram some time, as you may have heard, and like him 
yery much, But my cousin, Mrs. Pallinson, has quite an 
aversion to him, and speaks against him with such a posi- 
tive air at times that I haye been almost inclined to think 
she must be right, Iam very inexperienced in the ways 
of the world, and am naturally disposed to lean a little 
upon the opinions of others.” 

“But don’t you think there may be a reason for Mrs, 
Pallinson’s dislike of my friend?” 

Adela Branston blushed at this question, and then 
laughed a little, 

“*T think I know what 08 mean,” she said. ‘“‘ Yes, it 
is just possible that Mrs. m may be jealously 
posed toward any acquaintance of mine, on account of 
that ark, Se of perfection, her son Theobald, I have not 
posed £0 d as — hes! her —— that 2 pee Hed 

Mr. Fen Ww ver may 
2 tte a Pallinson” 


me, I shall never become Mrs. Theobal: 
“Thope not. Iam quite ready t acknowledge Mr. 
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Pallinson’s merits and accom ents, butI do ; 
think him worthy of you.” erat za 
“It is rather awful, isn’t it, for me to 


of mar 
e at all, within a few months of my husband’s death? 
But when a woman has money, people will not allow her 
to forget that she is a widow for ever so short a time, 
But it is quite a question if I shallever eee Ee I 
have very little doubt that real happiness is likely 
to be found in a wise avoidance of ull the perile and per- 
plexities of that foolish passion which we read of in noy- 
els, if one could only be wise; don’t you think so, Mr, _ 
Fenton?” 

“My own experience inclines me to agreé with you, ” 
Mrs. Branston,” Gilbert answered, smiling at the little 
woman’s naivete. - 

“<Your own experience has been unfortunate, then. T 
wish I were worthy of your confidenee. Mr. Saltram _ 
told me some time ago that you were engaged to a very 
charming young lady.” 

“The young lady in question has jilted me.” 

“Indeed! And you are yery angry with her, of 
course,” A 

“T loved her too well to be angry with her. I reserve - 
my indignation for the scoundrel who stole her from _ 
me. 


“Tt is very generous of you to make excuses for the _ 


lady,” Mrs, Branston said; and would fain have talked 
longer of this subject, but Gilbert concluded his visit at 
this juncture, not caring to discuss his troubles with the 
sympathetic widow. 

He left the great, gloomy, eous house in Caven- 
dish Square more than ever convinced of Adela Brans~ 
ton’s affection for his friend, more than ever puzzled 
et Saltram’s indifference to so advantageous an 

ce, 

Within a few days of this visit Gilbert Fenton left Lon- 
don, He had devoted himself unflinchingly to hie busi- 
ness since his return to England, and so planned © 
and organized his affairs as to be able now to absent him- 
self for some little time from the City, He was going 
upon what most men would have called a fool’s errand— ° 
his quest of Marian’s husband ; but he wae going with a 
steady purpose in his breast—a determination never to~ 
abandon this search till it should result in success, He 
might have to suspend it from time to time, should he 
determine to continue his commercial career; but the 
poxpoge would be nevertheless the ruling influence of hia’ 
ife. 


He had but one clue for his guidance in out’ 
upon this voyage of discovery, Miss Long had told him 
that the newly married couple were to go to some farm-" 
house in Hampshire, which it had been lent to Mr. Hol” 
brook by a friend, It was in Hampshire, therefore, that 
Gilbert resolved to make his first inquiries. He told 
himself that success was merely a question of time and 
patience, The business of tracing these people, who were” 
not to be found by any public inquiry, wo' 
wearisome, no doubt, He was prepared for that. 
was prepared for a thousand failures and diea) . 
ments before he alighted on the one place in w Mr.” 
Holbrook’s name must needs be known, the town or village — 
nearest to the farm-house that had been Jent to him. And * 
even if, after unheard-of trouble and perseverance on his 
part, he should find the place he wanted, it was quite 
possible that Marian and her husband would have gone 
elsewhere, and his quest would have to begin afresh. But” 
fhe fancied that he could hardly fail to obtain some infor” 
mation as to their plan of life, if he could find the place* 
where they had staid after their marriage, 

His own scheme of action was simple enough, He had 
only to travel from place to Ye care-~ 
ful inquiries at the post-offices and in all ba —— 4 
at every stage of his journey. He went straight to Win-- 
chester, having a fancy for the quietold city and the fair 
pastoral scenery surrounding it, and thinking that Mr, © 

‘olbrook’s borrowed retreat miglit bly be in thig © 
neighborhood. The business proved even slower and ° 
more tedious than he had supposed ; there Were so many - 
farms round about Winchester, so many places ‘which : 
seemed likely en and to which he went, only to find - 
that no person of the name of Holbrook had ever been 
heard of by the inhabitants, 

He made his head-quarters in the cathedral city for 
nearly a week, and explored the country round, in a ra-_ 
dius of thirty miles, without the faintest success, It was © 
fine autumn weather, calm and clear, the foliage still : 
the trees, in all its glory of gold and brown, with es 
of green lingering here and tltere in sheltered places. - 
The country was very beautiful, and Gilbert Fenton’s 
work would have been pleasant enough if the elements of © 
peace had been in his breast. But they were not. Bitter 
regrets for all he had lost, uneasy fears and wild imag- ~ 
inings about the fate of her whom he still loved with a © 
fond, useless an SF cp and other gloomy thoughts 
haunted him day by day, clouding the calm loveliness of © 
the scenes on which he looked, until all outer things © 
seemed to take their colorfrom his own mind. 

He had loved Marian Nowell as it is not given to many — 


his days, had it not been for that one feverish hope of 
finding the man who had wronged him, : 
The week ended without bringing him in the amallest 
degree nearer the chance of success, Happily for him-~ 
self, he had not expected to succeed in a week, On leav-— 
ing Winchester he started on a kind of tour - 
through the county, on a horse which he in the | 
pathettral efty, and which carried him from hicorg Fg 
a escent Villages and? outof-th aysaceal 
to explore obscure out-of-the- 
lay off the line of railway. ie 
same inquiries, everywhere with the same 
other week came toanend. He had 


i 
pa ! 


Lon 
He spent his Sunday at a comfortable inn ina 
little town, where there was a curious old church, an 
fine peal of bells that seemed to him to be ringing all 


ef 


& 


* 
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David Forster’s, how did it happen that John Saltram 
had failed to his mame? The intimacy be- 
tween Forster and Saltram was of such old standing that 
seemed likely that any acquaintance of Sir 
vid’s could be completely unknown to the other. 
ere they all united in treachery against him? Had his 
friend—the man he loved so well—been abie to 
enlighten him, and had he coldly withheld his knowl- 
edge? No, he told himself that was not possible. Sir 
David Forster might be the falsest, most unprincipled of 
mankind, but he could not believe John Saltram capable 
of baseness, or even coldness, towards him. 
He was atthe end of his journey by this time. The 
Grange stood before him—a great rambling building 
bles, gray, lichen-grown wails, and quaint 
old diamond-paned casements in the upper stories, Be- 
low, the windows were larger,and had an Elizabethan 
look, with patches of stained glass here and there. The 
house stood back from the road, with a spacious old- 
fashioned garden before it; a garden with flower-beds 
of a Dutch design, sheltered from adverse winds by dense 
hedges of yew and holly; a pleasant old garden enough, 
one could fancy, in summer weather. The flower-beds 
were, for the most part, empty now, and the only flowers 
to be seen were pale, faded-looking chrysanthemums and 
Michaelmas daisies. The garden was surrounded by a 
high wall, and Gilbert contemplated it first through the 
rusty scroll-work of a tall iron gate, surmounted by the 
arms and monograms of the original owner. On one 
side of the house there was a vast pile of buildings, eom- 
prising stables and coach-houses, barns and granaries, 
arranged in a quadrangle. The gate leading into this 
quadrangle was open, and Gilbert saw the cattle stand- 
eeceto?, in a straw-yard, 
e¢ rang a bell, which had a hoarse, rusty sound, as if 
it had not been rung very often of late; and after he had 
waited for some minutes, and rnng a second time, a 
countryfied-looking woman emerged from the house, and 
came slowly along the wide moss-grown, gravel-walk 
towards him. She stared at him with the broad, open 
stare of rusticity, and did not make any attempt to open 
the but stood with a great key in her hand, wait- 
ing for Gilbert to speak, 
“This is Sir David forster’s house, I believe,” he 


said. 

“Yes, sir, it be; but Sir David doesn’t live here,” 

*“T know that. You have some lodgers here—a lady 
and gentleman named Holbrook.” 

He plunged at once at this assertion, as the easiest way 
of arriving at the truth. He had a conviction that this 
solitary farm-house was the place to which his unknown 
rival had io oe Marian, 

© woman answered, still s at him 
‘* Mrs. Holbrook is here, but 
Did you wish to 


“a Yes, sir,” 
in her slow, stupid way. 
Mr. Holbrook is away up in London. 
see the lady?” 

Gilbert's heart gave s great throb, She was here, close 

tohim! Inthe next minute he would be face to face 


with her—with that one woman whom he loved, and must 
continue to love, until the end of his life. 

“Yes,” he said, eagerly, ““I wish to see her. You can 
take me to her at once. Iam an oldfriend. There is 
no occasion to carry in my name.” 

He had scarcely thought of seeing Marian until this 
mement. It was her husband he had come to seek; it 
‘was with him that his reckoning was to be made; and 
any meeting between Marian and himself was more 
likely to prove a hindrance to this reckoning than other- 
wise, But the temptation to seize the chance of seeing 
her = was too much forhim. Whatever hazard there 
might be to his scheme of vengeance in such an encoun- 
ter slipped out of his mind before the thought of looking 
once more at that idolized face, of hearing her levod voice 


“The woman hesitated for a few moments, telling Gil- 
bert that Mrs. Holbrook never had visitors, and she did 
not know whether she would like to see him; but on his 
administering half a crown through the scroll-work of 
the gate, she put the key in the lock and admitted him. 
Be followed her along the moss-grown path to a wide 
wooden porch, over which the ivy hung like a voluminous 
curtain, and through a half-glass door into a low roomy 
hall, with massive dark oak- across the ceiling, and 
a broad stair-case of ecclesiastical aspect leading toa 
gallery above. The house had evidently been a place of 
considerable grandeur and importance ia days gone by; 
but everything in it bore traces of neglect and decay. 
The hall was dark and cold, the wide fire-place empty, 
the iron dogs red with rust. Some sacks of grain were 
stored in one corner, a rough carpenter’s bench stood 
under one of the mullioned windows, and some garden- 
seeds were spread out io dry in another. 

‘The woman opened a low door at the end of this hall, 


and ushered Gilbert into a sitting-room with three win- 


dows looking out upon a Dutch bowling-green, a quad- 
rangle of smooth turf shut in by tall hedges of holly. 
‘The room was empty, and the visitor had ample leisure 
to examine it while the woman went to seek Mrs, Hol- 
broek. 


It was a large room with a low ceiling, and a capacious 
old-fashioned fire-place, where a rather scanty fire was 
burning in a dull, slow way. The furniture was old and 
worm-caten—furniture that had once been handsome— 
and was of a ponderous fashion that defied time, There 
‘was a massive oaken cabinet on one side of the room, a 
walnut-wood bureau with ee men = dome i a 
eomfortable-looking sofa, of antiquste " 
chintz-covered cuaiions, had been wheeled near the fire- 

, Place; and close beside it there was a small table with 
an open desk upon it, and some papers scattered loosely 
about. There were a few autumn flowers in a homely 


stolen his treasure was some dissipated worldling, 

unworthy so sacred a trust. The room hada 
Jook of loneliness to him. He could fancy the long soli- 
tary hours in this remote seclusion. 


FENTON'S QUEST 


He had to wait for some little time, slowly up 
and down, very eager for the interview that was to 
come, yet with a consciousness that his fate would seem 
only so much darker to him afterwards, when he had to 
turn his back upon this place, with perhaps no hope of 
ever seeing Marian again. At last there came a light 
footfall; the door was opened, and his lost love came 
into the room. 

Gilbert Fenton was standing near the fire-place, with 
his back to the light, For the first few moments it was 
evident that Marian did not recognize him. She came 
towards him slowly, with a wondering look in her face, 
and then stop: suddenly, with a faint cry of surprise, 

“You here!” she exclaimed. ‘Oh, how did you find 
this place? Why did you come?” 

She clasped her hands, looking at him in a half-piteous 
way that went straight to his heart. What he had told 
Mrs, Branston was quite true. It was notin him to be 
angry with this girl, Whatever bitterness there might 
have been in his mind until this moment fled away at 
sight of her. His heart had no room for any feeling but 
tenderness and pity. 

“Did you imagine that I should rest until I had seen 
you once more, Marian? Did you suppose! should sub- 
mit to lose you without hearing from your own lips why 
T haye been so unfortunate ?” 

“JT did not think you would waste time or thought up- 
on any one so wicked asI have been toward you,” she 
answered, slowly, standing before him with a pale sad 
face and downcast eyes. ‘I fancied that whatever love 
you had ever felt for me—and I know how well you did 
love me—would perish in a moment when you found how 
basely I had acted, I hoped that it would be so.” 

‘No, Marian ; love like mine does not perish so easily 
as that. Oh, my love! my love! why did you forsake 
me so cruelly? Whathad I done tomerit your desertion 
of me?” 

“What had you done! You had only been too good 
tome. I know there is no excuse for my sin. I have 
prayed that you andI might never meet again. What 
can I say? From first tolastI have been wrong. From 
first to last I have acted weakly and wickedly. I was 
flattered and gratified by your affection for me; and 
when I found that my dear uncle had set his heart upon 
our marriage, I yielded against my own better reason, 
which warned me that I did not love you as you deserved 
to be loved. Then for a long time I was blind tothe 
truth. I did not examine my own heart. I was quite 
able to estimate all your noble qualities, and I fancied 
that I should be very happy as your wife. But you 
must remember that at the last, when you were leaving 
England, I asked you to release me, and told you that it 
would be happier for both of us to be free.” 

“Why was that, Marian ?” 4 , . 

“ Because at that last moment I began to doubt my 
own heart.” 

“Had there been any other influence at work, Ma- 
rian? Had you seen your husband, Mr, Holbrook, at 
that time ?” 

She blushed crimson, and the slender hands nervously 
clasped and unclasped themselves before she spoke. 

“T cannot answer that question,” she said, at last. 

“ That is quite as good as saying ‘Yes.’ You had seen 
this man; he had come between us already, Oh, Ma- 
rian, Marian, why were you not more candid?” 

“ Because I was weak and foolish. I could not bear to 
make you unhappy. Oh, believe me, G&bert, I had no 
thought of falsehood at that time. I fully meant to be 
true to my promise, come what might.” 

“Tam quite willing to believe that,” he answered, 
gently. ‘I believe that you acted from firstto last under 
the influence of a stronger will than yourown. You can 
see that F feel no resentment against you. I come to you 
in sorrow, not in anger. But I want to understand how 
this came to pass. Why wasit that you never wrote to me 
to tell me the complete change in your feelings?” 

“Tt was thought better not,” Marian faltered after a 
pause. 

“By you?” 

“No; by my husband.” 

** And you suffered him to dictate to you in this matter, 
against your own sense of right?” 

“T loved him,” she answered, simply. ‘I have never 
refused to obey him in anything. I will own that I 
thought it better to write and tell you the truth; but my 
husband thought otherwise. He wished our marriage to 
remain a secret from yeu, and from all the world, for 
some time tocome. He had his own reasons for that— 


no 


“Remember, I am not talking of a common friend 
ship, a friendship of daily association, I offer myself to 
you as a refuge in the hour of trouble, a counsellor in 
perplexity, a brother always waiting in the background 
of your life to protect or serve you. Of course, it is 
quite possible you may never have need of protection or 
service—God knows, I wish you all hap i— but. 
there are not many lives quite free from trouble, and the 
day may come in which you will want a friend.” 

“If it ever does, I remember your goodness.” 

Gilbert looked scrutinizingly at Marian Holbrook as 
she stood before him with the cold gray light of the sun- 
less day full upon her face, He wanted to read the story 
of her life in that beautiful face, if it were possible. He 
wanted to know whether she was happy with the man 
who had stolen her from him. 

She was very pale, but that might be fairly attributed 
to the agitation caused by his presence. Gilbert fancied 
that there was a careworn look in her face, and that her 
beauty had faded a little since those’ peaceful days at 
Lidford, when those two had wasted the summer hours 
in idle talk under the walnut-trees in the Captain’s gar- 
den, She was dressed very plainly in black. There was 
no coguettish knot of ribbon at her throat; no girlish 
trinkets dangled at her waist—all those little graces and 
embellishments of costume which seem natural to a 
woman whose life is happy were wanting in her toilet to- 
day; and slight as these indications were, Gilbert did not 
overlook them. 

Did he really wish her to be happy—happy with the 
rival he so fiercely hated? He had saidas much; and in 
saying so he had believed that he was speaking the truth. 
But he was only human ; and itis just possible that, ten- 
derly as he still loved this girl, he may have been hardly 
capable of taking pleasure in the thought of her happi- 
ness, 

“T want you tell me about your husband, Marian,” he 
said, after a pause; ‘“‘ who and what he is.” 

“‘Why should I do that?” she asked, looking at him 
with a steady, almost defiant expression. What interest 
can you posaibly feel in his affairs?” 

“‘T am interested in him upen your account,” 

“T cannot tell you anything about him. I do not know 
how you could have discovered even his name.” 

“T learned thatat Wygrove, where I first heard of your 
marriage.” 

** Did you go to Wygrove, then?” 

“Yes; [have told you that I spared no pains to find 
you. Nor shall I spare any to discover the history 
of the man who has wronged me. It would be wiser for 
you to be frank with me, Marian. Rely upon it that £ 
shall sooner or later learn the secret underlying this 
treacherous business.” 

**You profess to be my friend, and yet are avowedly 
my husband’s enemy. gene 


willingly treacherous; it was 
wrong.” 

“A poor excuse for a man, Marian. No, my charity 
will not stretch far enough for that. But I do not come 
to you quite on a selfish errand, to speak solely of my own 
wrongs. I have something to tell you of real importance 
to yourself,” 

“ What is that?” : 

Gilbert Fenton described the result of his first adver- 
tisement, and his acquaintance with Jacob Nowell. 

‘< Tt is my impression that this old man is rich, Marian; 
and there is‘little doubt that he would leave all he pos- 
seases to you, if you went to him at once.” 

“TI de not care very much about money for myowr. 
sake,” she answered, with rather a mournful smile; 
“but we are not rich, and I should be glad of any 
that would improve my husband’s position. I sho’ 
like tosee my grandfather: I stand so much alone in 
Lennie a apr sweet to me to find a near 
re) 3 

“Your husband must surely have seen Mr. Nowell’a 
advertisement,” Gilberst said, after a pause, ‘It was 
odd that he did not tell you about it—that he did not 
wish you to reply to it.” 

“The advertisement may have escaped him, or he may 
have looked upon it as a trap to discover our retreat,’” 
Marian answered, frankly. 

“T cannot understand the motive for such secrecy.” 

‘‘ There is no occasion that yon should understand it, 
Every life hasita own mystery—its peculiar perplexities. 
When I married my husband I was prepared to share al— 
his troubles. I have been obedient to him in every- 


reasons I was bound to respect. I cannot think how you | thing.’ 


came to discover this out-of-the-world place.” 

“T have taken some trouble to find yon, Marian, and 
it isa hard thing to find you the wife of another; but the 
bitterness of it must be borne. I do not want to reproach 

you when I tell you that my life has been broken utterly 

y this blow. I want you to believe in my truth and 
honor, to trust me now as you might have trusted me 
when you first discovered that you could not loye me. 
Since I am not to be your husband, let me be the next 
best thing—your friend. The day may come in which 
you will have need of an honest man’s friendship.” 

She shook her head sadly. 

“You are very p good.” she said; “but there is no possi- 
bility of friendship between} you and me, If you will 
only say that you can forgive me for the great wrong I 
have done you, there will be a heavy burden lifted from 
my heart; and whatever you may think now, I cannot 
doubt that in the future you will find some one far bet- 
ter worthy of your love than ever I could have been.” 

“That is the stereotyped form of consolation, Marian, 
a man is always referred to—that shadowy and perfect 
creature who is to a, in the future and heal all his 
wounds, There will be no such after-love forme, Istaked 
all when I played the great and have lost all. But 
why can I not be your friend, Marian?” 

“Can you forgive my husband for his in the 
wrong that has been done you? Can you be friend, 
kno’ ig what he has done?” 

“‘No!” Gilbert answered fiercely, between his set 
teeth. “I can forgive your weakess, ‘but not the man's 

e) ” 


treach ry, S 
Then you can never be mine,” Marian said, firmly, 


“ And has your marriage brought you happiness, Mar- 
ian ?’ 


“T love my husband,” she answered, with a plaintive, 
reproachful look, as if there had been a kind of cruelty 
in his straight question. ‘I do not supe that there 
is such a thing as perfect happiness in the world,” 

The answer was enough for Gilbert Fenton, It told 
him that this girl’s life was not all sunshine. 

He had not the heart to push his inquiries further. He 
felt that he had no right to remain any longer, when in 
all probability his presence was a torture to the girl who 
are aT not =A visit, Marian,” he said, regret- 

‘**T will not prolong my ian, 
fully. ‘It was altogether a foolish one, perhaps; but I 
wanted so much to see you once more, hear some ex- 
planation of your conduct from your own lips.” __ 

“*My conduct can admit of neither explanation nor 
justification,” she replied, humbly. “I know how wick- 
edly I have acted. Believe me, Gilbert, 1am quite con- 
scious of my unworthiness, and how little right I have 
toe your forgiveness,” ‘ 

“Ttis my weakness, rather than my merit, not to be 
able to cherish any angry feeling against you, Marian. 
Mine has been a slavish kind of love, I suppose that 
sort of thing neveris successful, Wome have an in~ 
stinctive contempt for men who leve them with such 
blind, unreasonable idolatry.” - ag bon 

“T do not know how that may be; but I know that I 
have always and esteemed you,” she answered, © 
in her gentle, way. se 

“Tam gr ul to you even for so much as that. And 
now I suppose I must say good-bye—rather « hard wort 
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to der the circumstances, Heaven knows when you 
}In meet 

op and take some luncheon? I dine 

id is away ; it saves trouble to the 

. The 's daughter always dines 

me when I am alone; but I don’t suppose you will 

mind down with her. She is a good girl, and very 
fond of me,” 


“T would sit down to dinner with a chimney-sweep, if 
he were a favorite of yours, Marian—or Mrs. Holbrook ; 
I su; I must call you that now.” 

this they talked of Captain Sedgewick for a little, 
and the tears eame to Marian’s eyes as she spoke of that 


“ “ you 
know that I have had nothing to put up with—that I 
have been quite happy here.” 

“Ah! it’s all very well to say that, Mrs. Holbrook; 

I know how many lonely days you’ve 


look up from your book, and that only an excuse for 

. If you’re a friend of Mr, Holbrook’s, you might 
tell him as much, sir; that he’s killing his pretty young 
wife by inches, by leaving her so often alone in this 
dreary place. knows, it isn’t that I want to get 
rid of her, I like her so much that I shan’t know what 
to oe with myself when she’s gone. But I love her too 


“but think you are a good, generous-hearted girl.” 
“You are a very foolish girl,” Marian exclaimed; 

“and I am extremely angry with you for talking such 

utter nonsense about me. I may hive been a little out of 


; it’s your own happiness I’m thinking of, 
and nothing else. And I do say that it’s a shame fora 
woman like you to be shut up in a lonely 
while your husband is away enjoying 
x 4 knows enone and when he is oe 
ean’t see 8 very good company, considering 
he the best part of his time—” 
girl stopped abruptly, warned by a look from 
Marian. Gilbert saw this look, and wondered what reve- 
lation of Mr, Holbrook’s habits the bailiff’s daughter had 
been on the = of Se a 
something man, an been so completely 
baffled in all his endeavors hitherto. 
“«T will not have my affairs talked about in this foolish 
. vr Carley,” Marian said, resolutely. 
d then they all three sat down to the dinner table. 
The dishes were a9. reer by the woman who had ad- 
mitted Gilbert. The di was excellent, after a simple 
and very nicely served; but, for Mr. Fenton, 
the barn-door fowl and home-cured ham might as well 
have been the grass which the philosopher believed the 
French people might learn to eat. He was conscious of 
but the one fact that he was in Marian’s society 
the last time in his life. He wondered at 
not a little for the weakness which make it so 
sweet to him to be with her. si 
The moment came at last in which he must needs take 
his leave, having no possible excuse for remaining any 


7” 

*¢ That I will come to him as soon as I can get my hus- 

band’s permission to do so.” 

*T should not think there would be any difficulty about 

when *: knows that this relationship is likely to 
your fortune.” 

*T dare gay not.” 

“ And if you come to London to see Mr, Nowell, there 

will be some chance of our meeting again,” Z 

“( What good can come of that?” 

“Not much to me, I daresay. It would bea desper- 
ate, melancholy kind of pleasure. Anything is better 
than the idea of losing sight of you forever—of leaving 
is room to-day never to look upon your face again,” 

b Nowell’s address upon one of his own 
we it to Marian; and then prepared to take 
departure. He had an idea thatthe bailiff’s hter 

conduct him to the gate, and that he id be 
make some inquiries about Mr. Holbrook on his 
It is possible that Marian guessed his intentions 

;. for she offered to go with him to the 
‘nye and he could not with any decency refuse 


went through the hall together, where all was as 

F lifeless as it had been when he arrived, and 

slowly side by side along the broad garden-path 

silence. ot aan stopped suddenly, 
his 

ve you with all my 

aleo?” she asked 


Lem capable of in that diac 
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FENTON’S QUEST. 


tion. I promise that, for your sake, I will not attempt 
to do him any injury.” 

“God bless you for that promise! I have so dreaded 
the chance of a between you two. 
been the thought of that which has made me unhappy 
when that faithful girl, Nelly, has noticed my low spirits. 
You have removed a great weight from my mind.” 

“ And you will trust me better after that promise?” 

“Yes; I will trust you, as you deserve to be trusted, 
with all my heart.” 

“And now good-bye. It is a hard word for me to say; 
but I must not detain you here in the cold.” 

He bent his head, and pressed his lips upon the slen- 
der little hand which held the key of the . Inthe 
next moment he was outside that tall iron barrier; and 
it seemed to him as if he were leaving Marian ina prison, 
The garden, with its poor, pale, scentless autumn flowers. 
had a dreary look under the dull gray sky. He thought 
of the big empty house, with ite faded traces of vanished 
aps and of Marian’s lonely life in it, with unspeak- | 
able pain. How different from the sunny home which 
he had dreamed of in the days gone by—the happy. do- 
mestic life which he had fancied they two might lead! 

“And she loves this man well enough to endure the | 
dullest existence for his sake,” he said to himself, as he 
turned his back at last upon the tall iron gate, having 
lingered there for some minutes after Marian had re- 
entered the house, “She could regret all our plaus for 
the future at his bidding.” 

He thought of this witha jealous pang, and with all 
his old anger against his unknown rival. Moved by an 
impulse of love and pity for Marian, he had promised 
that this man should suffer no injury at his hands; and, 
having so pledged , he must needs keep his word. 
But there were certain savage feelings and primitive in- 
stincts in his breast not easily to be vanq ed; and he 
felt that, now he had bound hi If to keep the peace in 
relation to Mr. Holbrook, it would be well that those two 
should not meet, 

““But I will have some explanation from Sir David 
Forster as to that lie he told me,” he said to himself ; 
Sh I will question John Saltram about this man Hol- 

rook.” 

Jobn Saltram—John Holbrook. An idea flashed into 
his brain that seemed to set iton fire, What if John 
Saltram ard John Holbrook were one!—what if the 
bosom friend whom he had introduced to his betrothed 
had played the traitor, and stolen herfromhim! In 
the next moment he put the supposition away from him, 
indignant with himself for being capable of thinking 
sucha thing, even for aninstant. Of all the men upon 
earth who could have done him this wrong, John Salt- 
ram was the last he could haye believed guilty, Yet the 
thought recurred to him many times after this with a 
foolish, tiresome persistence; and he found himself go- 
ing over the circumstance of his friend’s acquaintance 
with Marian, his hasty re from Lidford, his re- 
turn there later during Sir David Forster’s illness. Le’ 
him consider these facts as closely as he might, there 
was no especial element of suspicion in them, There 
might have been a hundred reasons for that hurried 
journey to London—nay, the very fact itself argued 
the supposition against that Mr, Saltram had fallen in 
love with his friend’s plighted wife, 

And now the purpose of his life being so far achieved, 
Gilbert Fenton rode back to Winchester next day, re- | 
stored his horse to its proprietor, and went to London 
by an evening train. 


—_—— 
CHAPTER XVII. 
MISS CARLEY’S ADMIRERS, 


THERE were times in which Marian Holbrook’s life 
would have been utterly lonely but for the companion- 
ship of Ellen Carley. This warm-h outspoken 
country girl had taken a fancy to Mr. Holbrook’s beauti- 
ful wife from the hour of her arrival at the Grange, one 
cheerless March evening, and had attached herself to 
Marian from that moment with unalterable affection and 
fidelity. The girl’s own life at the Grange had been 
lonely enough, except during the brief summer months, 
when the roomy old house was now and then enlivened 
a little by the advent of alodger—some stray angler in 
search of @ secluded tront stream, or an invalid who 
wanted quiet and fresh air. But in none of these 
strangers had Ellen ever taken much interest, They had 
come and gone, and made very little impression upon | 
her mind, though she had helped to make their sojourn | 
pleasant, in her own brisk, cheery way. : - 

She was twenty-two years of age, very bright-looking, 
if not absolutely pretty, with ‘k expressive eyes, a! 
rosy brunette complexien, and very white teeth. The 
nose belonged to the inferior order of pug or snub; the 
forehead was low and broad, with dark brown hair rip- 
pling over it—hair which seemed always wanting to 
escape from its meat arrangement into a multitude of 
mutinous cuyis, She was altogether a young pane 
whom the admirers of the soubrette style of uty 
might have found very charming; and, secluded as her 
life at the Grange had been, she had already more than 
one admirer, 

She used to relate her love affairs to Marian Holbrook | 
in the quiet summer evenings, as the two sat under an 
old tae in the meadow nearest the house—a meadow | 
which had been a lawn in the days when the Grange was 
in the occupation of great folks, and was divided from a 
broad terrace-walk cf me pee of Lo house by a 
grass-grown moat, with steep sloping banks, upon w! 
there was a wealth of primroses and violets in the early 
spring. Ellen Carley a em Pade of her ad- 
mirers, and received sage advice from experien 
young matron, who by-and-by confessed to her humble 
companion the error of her own girlhood, and how she 
had jilted the most devoted and generous lover that ever 
@ woman could boast of. 

For some months—for the ay grate ar 
of her wedded life—Marian had completely 
in that out-of-the-world region. Itis not to be 
that she had done so a wrong to 
Fenton except under the influence of a great love, or the 
di i & pature powerful enough to subjugate her 


'PPY 


It.has often | had told 


ite birth, 

Heaven knows she had sragetet bravely against this 
luckless passion, had resisted long and the as- 
siduous pursuit, the passionate half-despairing pleading 
of her lover, who would not be driven away, and who 
invented all kinds of expedients for seeing her, however 
difficult the business might be, or however resolutely she 
might endeavor toavoid him. It was only after her 
uncle’s death, when her mind was weakened by exeessive 
grief, that her strong determination to remain faithful to 
her absent betrothed had at last given way before the 
force of those tender, passionate prayers, and she had 
consented to the hasty secret marriage which her lover 
pores Her consent once given, not a moment had 

en lost, The business had been hurried on with the 
utmost eagerness by the impetuous lover, who would 
give her as little opportunity as possible of changing her 
mind, and who had obtained complete mastery of her 
wt from the moment in which she promised to be his 

e. 


She loved him with all the unselfish devotion of which 
her nature was capable; and no thought of the years to 
come, or of what her future life might be with this man, 
of whose character and circumstances she knew so very 
little, ever troubled her. Having sacrificed her fidelity 
to Gilbert Fenton, she held all other sacrifices light as 
air—never considered them at all, in fact, When did a 
generous, romantic girl of nineteen ever stop to calculate 
the chances of the future, or fear to encounter poverty 
and trouble with the man she loved? To Marian this 
man was henceforth all the world. It was not that he 
was hansomer, or better, or in any obvious way superior 
to Gilbert Fenton. It was only that he was just the one 
man able to win her heart, That mysterious attraction 
which reason can reduce to rule, which knows no laws of 

recedent or a igre reigned here in full force. It 
just possible the desperate circumstances of the 
attachment, the passionate pursuit of the lover, not to be 
checked by any obstacle, may have had an influence upon 
the girl’s mind. There was a romance in such love as 


this that had not existed in Mr. Fenton’s straightforward 
young to be eae proof 
Secret; c, despair- 


wooing ; and Marian was too 
against the subtle charm of a 
ing passion, 

For some time she was very happy; and the remote 
farm-house, with its old-fashioned gardens and fair 


it | stretch of meadow-land beyond them, where all 


and beauty had not yet been sacrificed to the interests of 
agriculture, seemed to herin those halcyon days a kind 
of earthly paradise. She endured her husband’s occa- 
sional absence from this rural home with perfect 
tience. These absences were rare and brief at first, bat 
afterwards grew longer and more frequent. Nor did 
she ever sigh for any helene or gayer life than this 
which they led together at the Grange. In him were the 
beginning and end of her hopes and dreams: and so 
long as he was pleased and.contented, she was completely 
happy. It was only when a change came in him—very 
slight at first, but still obvious to the wife’s tender, 
watchful eyes—that her own happiness was clouded. 
That change told her that, whatever he might to her, she 
was no longer all the world to him. He loved her 
no doubt; but the bright holiday-time of his love was 
over, and his wife’s presence had no longer the power to 
charm away every dreary thought. He was a man 
whose disposition there was a lurking vein of melancholy 
—a kind of chronic discontent very common to men of 
whom it has been said that they might do great things in 
the world, and who have succeeded in doing nothing, 

It is not to be supposed that Mr. Holbrook intended to 
keep his wife shut away from the world in a lonely farm=- 
house allherlife. The place suited him very well forthe 
present ; the apartments at the Grange, and the services 
of Mr, Carley and his dependents, yi been put at his 
disposal by the owner of the estate, Sogetivee with all 
farm and garden produce. Existence here, therefore, 
cost him very little; his chief expenses were in gifts to 
the bailiff and his underlings, which he bestowed with a 
liberal hand. His plans for the future were as yet alto~ 
gether vague and unsettled. He had thoughts of emi- 

ration, of beginning life afresh in a new country: , 

hing to escape from the perplexities that aaron 

him here; and he had%his reasons for keeping his wife 
secluded. Nor did his conscience disturb him much—he 
Was a man who had his conscience in very good training 
—as tothe unfairness of this proceeding, Marian was 
happy, he told himself; and when the time came for 
some change in the manner of her existence, he doubied 
if the change would be for the better, ~ 

So the days and weeks and months had passed away, 
bringing little variety with them, and none of what the 
word calls pleasure. Marian read and worked and ram- 
ble in the country lanes and meadows with Ellen Carley, 
and visited the poor people now and then, as she had 
been in the habit of doing at Lidford. She had not 
much to give them, but gave all she could; and she 
a gentle sympathetic manner, which made her welcome 
among them, most of all where there were wg 
whom she had always a special attraction, The 


ced | ones clung to her and trusted her, looking up ather - 


lovely face with spontaneous affection. 
and a taci- 


countenance, 

vag afraid ot 
of 
4 had been afraid of him in her time, and 
faded slowly out of a life that had been Laing 
unawares, hi her illness from him to th as 
it had been a sort of offense against him to be 
only when she was dying that the bailiff knew he 


mee ew 5h 


. pinched face, father, and the sound of 
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ing to lose her; and it must be confessed that he took 
the loss very calmly. 

Whatever natural grief he may have felt was carefully 
locked in his own breast. His underlings, the farm-la- 
borers, found him a little more “‘ grumpy” than usual, 
and his daughter scarcely dared open her lips to him for 
a month after the funeral. But from that time forward 
Miss Carley, who was rather a spirited damsel, took a 
very different tone with her father. She was not to be 
erushed and subdued into a mere submissive shadow, as 
her mother had been, She had a way of speaking her 
mind on sll occasions which was by no means agreeable 
to the bailiff. If he drank too much overnight, she took 
care to tell him of it early next morning. If he went 
about slovenly and unshayen, her sharp tongue took no- 
tice of the fact. Yet, with all this, she waited upon him, 
and provided for his comfort in a most dutiful manner. 
She saved his money by her dexterous management of 
the household, and was in all practical matters a very 
treasure among daughters. W' Carley liked com- 
fort, and liked money still better, and he was quite aware 
that his daughter was valuable to him, though he was 
S ararhe not to commit himself by any expression of that 
pinion, 

He knew her value 80 well that he was jealously averse 
to the idea of her marrying and leaying him alone at the 
Grange. When young Frank, Randall, the lawyer’s son, 
took tocalling atthe old house very often upon summer 
evenings and by various signs and tokens showed him- 
self smitten with Ellen Carley, the bailiff treated the 
eS ey that he was fain to cease from oom- 

g altogether, and to content himself with an occasional 
chance meeting in the lane, when Ellen had business at 
Crosber and walked there alone after tea. He would not 
have been a particularly good match for any one, being 
only an artificial clerk to his father, whose business in 
‘the little market-town of Malsham was by no means ex- 
tensive ; and William Carley fo of him scornfully asa 
pauper. He was a tall, good-looking young fellow, how- 
yer, with a candid, pleasant face, and an agreeable man- 
ner ; 80 Eilen was not a little an, with her father for 
his rudeness, still more angry with him for his encour- 
agement of her other , * man called Stephen 
Whitelaw, who lived about 4 mile from the Grange, and 
farmed his own land, an estate of some extent for that 
part of the country. 

“Tf you must marry,” asid the bailiff, “and it’s what 

‘Is like you seem to be always thinking about, you can’t 
lo better than take up with Steph Whitelaw. He’s a 
‘warm man, Nell, and a wife of will never want a 
meal of victuals or a geod gown to her back. You'd bet- 
ter not waste your smiles and your civil words on a beg- 
gar like young Randall, who won’t have a home to take 
you to for these ten years to come—not then, perhaps— 
for there’s not much to be made by law in Malsham now- 
adays. And when his father dies—supposing he's ac- 
commodating enough to die in a reasonable time, 
which it’s ten to one he won’t be—the young man will 
have his mother and sisters to keep upon the business, 
yery likely, and there’d be a nice look-out for you. Now, 
oe old friend Steph, he can make youa 
ye 

This was a very long speech for Mr, Carley. It was 

grumbled out in short, spasmodic sentences, between the 


slow whiffs of his pipe, as he sat by the fire ina little 
parlor off the with his indefatigable daughter at 
work at a table near him, 


* Stephen Whitelaw had need be a gentleman himself 
before he could make me a lady,” Nelly answered, laugh- 
. I don’t think fine clothes can make gentlefolks ; 
no, not farming one’s own land, either, though that 
‘sounds well enough. I am not in any hurry to leave 
‘ou, father, and I’m not one of those girls who are always 
Thinking of getting married; but come what may, de- 
‘pend upon it, I never marry Mr. Whitelaw.” 
“ Why not, pray?” the bailiff asked, savagely, 
~ Nelly shook out the shirt she had been repairing for 
@er father, and then began to fold it, shaking her head 
Tesolutely at the same 2. : 
** Because I detest him,” she said’; “‘a mean, close, dis- 
contented creature, who can see no pleasure in life ex- 
“cept money-making. I hate the very sight of his pale, 
hard, shrill 
yoice. If I had ,to choose between the work-house and 
Stephen Whitelaw, I’d choose the work- 
“house; yes, and scrub, and wash, and drudge, and toil 
re all my days, rather than be mistress of comb 
‘arm. 


“up and waste his sul spel a tg ed of goods thai 

turn round one and refuse aman who farms 
‘his own land ! d, he hasn’t asked you yet, my lady ; 
and never may, for ht I know.” 

~ he never father,” Nelly answered, quietly, 

ued by this outburst of the bailiff ’s. 

“Tf he does, and you don’t snap at such a chance, you 
need never look for 4 sixpence from me; and you'd best 
make yourself scarce pretty soon, into the bargain! Ill 
have no such trumpery about my house,” 

“Very well, father; I dare say I can get my living 

e where else, without working much harder than I do 


This 0; tion on the girl’s part made William 

© thcteey ony ae more obstinately bent upon that mar- 
, Which seemed to him such a bi nt alliance, 

r bh ed up to him the prospect of a comfortable 
hhome for his old age, where he might repose after his 

‘Iabors, and live upon the fat of the land without toil or 


ugh 
: = man and a farmer, and he fancied that if his daughter 


ears of + @ man who had remained a 
Peewee tc the sarprioe’of his neighbors, who fancied, 


perhaps, that the owner of a good house and a comfort~ 
able income was, in amanner, bound by his obligation 
to society to take to himself a partner with whom to share 
these advantages. He had remained unmarried, giving 
no damsel ground for complaint by any delusiye atten- 
tions, and was supposed to have saved a good deal of 
money, and to be about the richest man in those parts, 
with the exception of the landed gentry. 

He was by no means an attractive person in this the 
prime of his manhood, He had a narrow, mean-looking 
face, with sharp features, and a pale, sickly complexion, 
whichlooked asif he had spent his lifein some close 
London office, rather than in the free, sweet air of his 
native fields, His hair was of a reddish tint, very sleek 
and straight, and always combed with extreme precision 
upon each side of his narrow forehead; and he had 
scanty whiskers of the same unpopular hue, which he 
was in the habit of smoothing with a meditative air upon 
his sallow cheeks with the knobby fingers of his bony 
hand. He was of a rather nervous temperament, in- 
clined to silence, like his big, burly friend, William Car- 
ley, and had a recating, doubtful way of expressing 
his opinion atall times. In spite of his humility of man- 
ner, however, he cherished a secret pride in his superior 
wealth, and wasaptto remind his associates, upon occa- 
sion, that he could buy up any ono of them without feel- 
ing the investment, 

After having attained the discreet age of forty-five 
without being a victim to the tender passion, M1. White- 
law might reasonably haye supposed himself exempt 
from the weakness 80 common to mankind, But such 
self-gratulation, had he indulged in it, would have been 
premature; for after having been a visitor at the Grange 
and boon companion of the bailiff’s for some ten years, 
it slowly dawned upon him that Ellen Carley was a very 
pretty girl, and that he would have her for his wife, and 
no other. Her brisk off-hand manner had a kind of 
charm for his slow apathetic nature; her rosy brunette 
a its bright black eyes and flashing teeth, seemed 
to the perfection of beauty. But he was not an im- 
petuons lover. He took his time about the business, 
coming two or three times a week to smoke his pipe with 
William Carley, and paying Nelly some awkward, blun- 
dering compliment, now and then, in his deliberate, hes- 
itating way. Hehad supreme confidence in his own po- 
sition and his money, and was troubled by no doubt as 
to the ultimate success of his suit. It was true that 
Nelly treated him in by no means an encouraging man- 
ner—was, indeed, positively uncivil to him at times; but 
this he supposed to be mere feminine coquetry; and it 
enhsnced the attractions of the girl he designed to make 
his wife, As to her refusing him when the time came for 
his proposal, he could not fora moment imagin - such a 
thing possible, It was not in the nature ofany woman 
to refuse to be mistress of Wyncomb, and to drive her 
own white-chapel cart—a comfortable hooded vehicle of 
the wagonette species, which was popular in those parts, 

So Stephen itelaw took his time, contented to be- 
hold the objeet of his affection two or three evenings a 
week, and to gaze sdmiringly upon her beauty, as he 
smoked his pipe in the snug little oak-wainscoted parlor 
at the Grange, while his passion grew day by day, until 
it did really become a very absorbing feeling, second 
only tohis love of money and Wyncomb Farm. These 
dull, sluggish natures are capable of deeper passions 
than the world gives them credit for, and are as slow to 
absndon an idea as they are to entertain it, ‘ 

It was Ellen Carley’s delight to tell Marian of her 
troubles, and to protest to this kind confidante again and 
again that no persuasion or threats of her father’s should 
ever induce her to marry Stephen Whitelaw—which reso- 
lution Mrs. Holbrook fullyapproved. There was a little 
gate opening from a broad green lane into one of the 
fields at the back of the Grange; and here sometimes of a 
summer evening they used to find Frank Randall, who 
had ridden his father’s white pony all the way from Mal- 
sham for the sake of smoking his evening cigar on that 

They used to find him seated there, 
smoking lazily, whilethe pony cropped the grasa in the 
lane close at hand, 

He was always eager to do any little service for Mrs. 
Holbrook; to bring her books or any thing else she 
wanted from Malsham—any thing that ‘ht make an ex- 
euse for his coming by. appointment, and with the 
certainty of seeing m Carley, It was only natural that 
Marian should be inclined to protect this simple love af- 
fair which offered her favorite a way of escape from the 
odious marriage that her father pressed upon her. The 
girl might have to endure poverty as Frank Randall’s 
wife; but that seemed a small thing in the eyes of Ma- 
rian, compared with the horror of marrying that pale- 
faced, mean-looking little man whom she had seen once 
or twice sitting by the fire in the oak parlor, with his 
small, light-gray eyes fixed in a dull stare upon the bail- 
iff’s daughter. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 
JACOB NOWELL’s WILL, 


Av his usual hour upon the evening after his arrivalin 
London, Gilbert Fenton called at the silversmith’s shop 
in Queen Anne’s Court. He found Jacob Nowell weaker 
than when he had seen him last, and with a strange old 
look, as if extreme age had come upon him suddenly, 
He had been compelled to call in a medical man, very 
much against his will; and this gentleman had him told 
that his condition was a critical one, and that it would be 
well for him to arrange his affairs quickly and to hold 
himself prepared for the worst. 

He seemed to be slightly agitated when Gilbert told 
him that his granddaughter had been fonnd, 

“ Will she come to me, do you think?” he asked, 

“Thave no doubt that she will do so, directly she 
hears how ill you have been. She was very much pleased 
at the idea of seeing you, and only waited for her hus- 
band’s permission to come. But I don’t suppose she 
will it for that when she knows of your I 
shall write to her immediately.” 

“Do,” Jacob Nowell said, eagerly; “I want to see her 
before I die, You did nof meet the husband, then I 
suppose ?”” : 


**No; Mr. Holbrook was not there.” 

He told Jacob Nowell all that it was possible for him to 
tell about his interview with Marian, and the old man 
pe Mt a secs oninenet teoledte anes 
very near , and the savings o} C) years 
during which his joyless life had been devoted to money- 
making must soon pass into other hands. He wanted fo 
be sure that when he was gone some creature of his own 
flesh and blood would remember him kindly—not for the 
~ of his money alone, but for something more than 

at, 


have something considerable to bequeath; for I think I 
can trust you. AndifI should die before my grand- 
child comes to see me, you will see that she has her 
rights, won’t you? You'll take care that she is not 
cheated by her husband, or by anyone olse 7” ' 

“T shall hold it a sacred charge to protect/her interests, 
so far as it is possible for me to de 80.” 

“That's well. I shall make you one of the executors 
to my will, if you’ve no objection.” 

“No, The executorship will bring me into collision 
with Mr. Holbrook, no doubt; but I have resolved upon 
my line of conduct with regard to him; and Iam pre- 
pared for whatever may happen. My chief desire now 
is to be areal friend to your granddaughter; for I be- 
lieve she has need of friends,” 

The will was drawn up next day by an attorney of by 
no means spotless reputation, who had often done busi- 
ness for Mr. Nowell in the past, and who may have 
known a good deal about the —— of somp of the silver 
which found its way to the old silversmith’s stores. He 
was a gentleman frequently employed in the defense of 
those injured innocents who appear at the bar of the Old 
Bailey, and was not at all ular as to the merits of 
the cases he conducted. gentleman embodied Mr. 
Nowell’s desire with reference to the disposal of his 
worldly goods in avery sianple and straightforward man- 
ner. that Jacob Nowell had to leave was left to his 
granddaughter, Marian Holbrook, for her own sepa- 
rate use and maintenance, independent of any husband 
whatsoever. 

This was clear enough. It was only when there came 
the question, which a lawyer puts with such deadly 
caiminess, a8 to what was to be done with the money in 
the event of Marian Holbrook’s dying intestate, that any 


Of course not; to say nothing of the there 
would be in giving him so strong an interest in his wife’s 
death, Not but what I dare say he'll contrive to squan- 
der the greater part of the money during her liretime. Is 
it all in hard cash?” 

‘*No; there is some house-property at Islington, which 


pays a high interest.” ° 

“Then we might tie that up, so as to prevent the ssle 
of the houses, giving Mrs, Helbrook only the income. 
It is essential to provide against possible villainy or ex- 
travagance on the part of the husband, Women are so 
weak and ee Be a Papen Pe in the event 4 
your gran ughter dying withou dren, wouldn” 
you rather let the estate 5° to your son?” 

“To him!” exclaimed Jacob Nowell. “I have sworn 
that I would not leave him sixpence.” 

“That’s a kind of oath which no man ever considers 
himself bound to keep,” said the lawyer, in his most in- 
sinuating tone. “‘Remember, it’s only s remote con- 
tingency. The chancesare that your 
havea family to inherit this property, and thatshe 


survive her father. And then if we her power 
make a of course it’s doy? that she'll leave 
everything to this husband of hers, But I don’t think 


we ought to do that, Mr, Nowell. I think it would bes 
far wiser arrangement to give this young Isdy only a life- 
interest in the es That makes the hus 2 
loser by her death, ad of a possible gainer toa large 
amount. And I consider that your son’s name hass 
right to come in here.” : 

“T cannot acknowledge that he has any such right. 
His extravagance almost ruined me when he was a 4 
man; and his ingratitude would have broken my 
- — been weak enough to suffer myself to be 

ry 

“Time works changes among the worst of Mr. 
Nowell. I dare say your son has improved his mabitets 
eng years, and is heartily sorry for the errors of his 
youth, 4 ‘ : 

Krona you seen him, Medler?” the old man asked 
quickly. a -g* 

“Seen your son lately? No; indeed, my dear sir, I 


to make a will in his favor. Percival Nowell had gone 
further than this, and had Lptcreny the rey wn @hand- 
some percentage upon any thi at father might 
be induced to leave him by Mr. Medier’s influence, 

The. discussion lasted for a long time, Mr. Medler 
pushing on stage by stage in the favor of his secret 
client, anxious to see whether Jacob Nowell might not be 

rsuaded to allow his son’s name to take the place of 

granddaughter, whom he had never seen;and who 
was really no more than a stranger to him, the attorney 
took care to remind him. But on this point theold man 
was He would leave his money to ! 
and to no oneelse, He had no desire that his 
ever profit by the labors and deprivations of all those 
joyless years in which his fortune had been 
gether, It was only as the choice of the 


: d to- 
that. 
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he would consent to Percival’s inheri the property 
from his deughter, rather than that it should fall into 
the hands of Mr. Holbrook, The lawyer had hard work 
‘before ke could bring his client to this point; but he did 
at last succeed in doing so, and Percival Nowell’s name 
was written in the will. 

“J don’t suppose Nowell will thank me much for what 
I’ve done, though I’ve had difficulty enough in doing it,” 
Mr, Mediler said to , a8 he walked slowly home- 
ward after this prolonged conference in Queen Anne’s 
Court, “ For of course the chances are ten to one against 
his surviving his daughter. Still, these young women 
sometimes go off the hooks in an unexpected way, and he 
may come into the money.” 

There war only one satisfaction for the attorney, and 
that lay in the fact that this long laborious interview 
had been all in the way of business, and could be 
charged for accordingly : *‘To attending at your own 
house with relation to dra’ up the ro draft of 
your will, and consultation two hours and a half 
thereupon ;” and.so on. The will was to be executed 
next day ; and Mr. Medler was to take his clerk with him 
to m Anne’s Court, to act as one of the witnesses. 
He obtained one other triumph in the course of the 
discuasion, which was the insertion of his own name as 
executor in the place of Gilbert Fenton, against whom 
he raised 80 ious arguments a6 to shake the 


and smoked his in the dingy little lor, which 
was 60 crowded divers kinds of me: dise as to 
be scarcely habitable. The old man’s son came here al- 


most every evening, and behaved altogether ina dutiful 
way. Jacob Nowell seemed to tolerate rather than to in- 
vite his visite, and the adventurer tried in vain to get 
at the real feelings underlying that emotionless man- 
ner, 

“JT think I might work round the governor if I had 
time,” this dutiful son said to himself, as he refiected 
upon the aspect of affairs in Queen Anne’s Court; “ but 
I fancy the old chap has taken his ticket for the next 
world—booked through—per express train, and the 
chances are that he’ll keep his word and not leave me 
sixpence. Rather hard lines that, after my taking the 
trouble to come over here and hunt him up, 

There was one fact that Mr, Nowell the younger 
seemed inclined to ignore in the course of these reflec- 
tions, and that was the fact that he had not left America 
until he had completely used up that country as a field 
for commercial enterprise, and had ind made his 
mame so far notorious in connection with numerous 
shady transactions as to leave no course open to him ex- 
cept a speedy departure. Since his coming to England 
he had lived entirely on credit; and beyond the fine 

othes he wore and the contents of his two portman- 

nothing in the world. It was quite 
¢ had done very well in New York; but his 
well-being had been secured at the cost of other 


ht have prospered in a 
moderate way, and might have profited by the expensive 
education which had given him nothing but showy, 
agreeable manners, he been capable of steadiness 
andindustry. But of these virtues he was utterly de- 
Selene. poesearing instead a genius for that kind of swin- 
dling keeps just upon the eafe side of felony. He 
had lived pleasantly enough, for many years, by the ex- 
ereise of this ble ; 80 pleasantly, indeed, that 

about his chances of 


making money on “the other side” that he turned his 
thoughts in the direction of Queen Anne’s Co and bhe- 
owell’s 


the 
. But he fancied that his only chance 
with the old man lay in an assumption of 3 80 
he carried matters witha high hand throughout the busi- 


ness, and in the little dusty parlor behind the 
shop just as he ered on New York Broadway 
or at Delmonico’s in the day of his commercial suc- 
cose, 


He called at Mr. Medler’s office the day after Jacob 
Nowell’s will had been exccuted, having had no hint of 
the fact from his father. The solicitor told him what had 

done, and how the most strenuous efforts on his 
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the calmest air of deliberation—scemed in- 
be eneaey tat it was asif his thoughts 
wandered away from subject in hand to some 
allowed of pe 9 profound tion. 
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‘ Have you any notion what the property is worth?” 
“Notan exact notion. Your father gave me a rough 
list of the sums in the funde—invested at different times 
I fancy 


the income will be something 
a year, 


te 
j 
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a 
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ween two 


and three thoasand perhaps. isn’t it for 
® man with all that money to have lived @ life as 
your father?” 


“ Strange indeed,” Percival Nowell cried, with a sneer. 
hter will step into two or three thousand 


You'd scarcely swallow that, as a man of the world, you 
see, Medler. But the girl is my only child, and though 
circumstances have divided us for the greater part of 
our lives, blood is thicker than water; and, in short, 
since there was no getting the governor to do the right 
pay ye leaye this money to me, it’s the next best thing 
that he should leave it to Marian.” 

“To say nothing of the possibility of her dying with- 
out children, and your coming into the property, after 
all,” said Mr, Medler, wondering a little at Mr. Nowell’s 
philosophical manner of looking at the question. 

“ Sir,” exclaimed Percival, ignantly, ‘do you im- 
agine me capable of speculating upon the untimely death 
of my only child 7” 

The lawyer shrugged his shoulders doubtfully. In the 
course of his varied experience he had found men and 
women capable of very queer things when their pecuniary 
interests were at stake; and he had not a most exalted 
opinion of Mr, Nowell’s virtue—he knew too many secrets 
connected with his early career. 

“ Remember, if ever by any strange chance you should 
come into this property, you haye me to thank for get- 
ting your name into the will, and for a gi pe daugh- 
ter only a life-interest. She would have every pen- 
ny left to her without reserve, if I hadn’t fought for your 
interests as hard as ever I fought for anything in the 
whole course of my professional career,” 

“You are a good fellow, Medler; and if ever fortune 
should fayor me, which hardly seems on the cards, I 
shan’t forget what I promised you the other day. I dare 
say you did the best you could for me, though it doesn’t 
amount to much when ii’s done. 

Long after Percival Nowell had left him Mr. Medler 
sat idle at his desk meditating upon hisinterview with 
that gentleman, 

“T can’t half understand his coolness,” he said to him- 
self; Rongectar him to be as savage as a bear when he 
found that the old man had left him nothing. I thought 
I should hear nothing but execrations and blasphemies 
for I think I know my Lear pretty well of old. and 
that he is not a ag take a disappointment of this 
kind very sweetly. There must be something under that 
quiet manner of his, Perhaps he knows more about his 
daughter than he cares to let out; knows that she is 
sick ys and that he stands a good chance of surviving 

er. 


There was indeed a tur’ desperation under Perci- 
val Nowell’s airy manner, of which the people among 
whom he lived had no suspicion. Unless some sudden 
turn in the wheel of fortune should change the aspect of 
affairs for him very soon, ruin, most complete and utter, 
was inevitable. A man cannot go on very long without 
money; and in order to pay his hotel bill, Mr. Nowell 
had been obliged to raise funds from an accommodating 
gentleman with whom he had done business in years 
gone by, and who was very familiar with his own and 
his father’s autograph. The bill upon which this gentle- 
man advanced the money in question bore the name ef 
Jacob Nowell, and was drawn at three months, Percival 
had persuaded himself that before the three months 
were out his father would be in his grave, and his execu- 
tors would scarcely be in a position to dispute the genuine- 
nears of the In the mean time the money thus 
obtained enabled him to float on. He paid his hotel bill 
and removed to lodgings in one of the narrow streets to 
the north-east of Tottenham Court Road, an obscure 
lodging enough, where he had a couple of comfortable 
rooms on the first floor, and where his going out and 
coming in attracted little notice. Here, as at the hotel, 
he chose to assume the name of Norton instead of his 
legitimate cognomen. 


CHAPTER XIX. 
GILBERT ASES A QUESTION. 
GILBERT Fenton called at John Saltram’s chambers 


eage 

ing wronged him for that 
one brief moment of thought in which the possibility of 
his guilt had flashed across his mind ; and with this feel- 


ing there was mingled a suspicion that John Saltram had 
not acted quite fairly to s that he had kept back 
know! which must have to him as an intimate 
ally of David Forster. 


He found Mr. Saltram at home in the familiar untidy 
room, with the old chaos of books and pa) about him. 
He looked tired and ill, and rose to greet visitor with 
&@ weary air, as if nothing in the world possessed much 
interest for him nowadays, 

“Why, J you are as pallid as a ghost !” Gilbert ex- 

the hand extended to him, and think- 

ing of that one moment in which he had fancied he was 

perpen peccbemsc a ae tase aectpes weer 
I suppose—overdoing it, as us 

“No, I have been working very little for these last few 
days. Thetruth is, I have not able to work, The 
divine afflatus dn*t come down upon me, There are 
times when a man’s brain seems to be made of melted 
butter, Mine has been like that for the last week or so,” 

“IT thonght you were going back to your fishing village 
near Oxford.” 

“No ; I was not in spirits for that, I have dined two 
or three times in Cavendish Square, and have been made 
much of, and have contrived to forget my troubles for a 
few hours,” 

“You talk of your troubles as if you were very 
heavily burdened ; and yet, for the life of me, I cannot 
- a ms you have to complain of,” Gilbert said, won- 

ert: ° 

«OF cout not, That is always the case with one’s 
friende—even the best os them, It’s only the man who 
wears the shoes that knows why it pinches aud galle 
a but what have you been doing since I saw you 

? 

“T have been in Hampshire.” 

“Indeed !” said John Saltram, looking him full in the 
face, “And what took you into that quarter of 


? 
“TJ thought you took more interest in my affairs than 


the | with his 


to have to ask that question, I went to look for Marie 
Holbrook—and I found her.” 

“ Poor old fellow!” Mr, Saltram said, gently. “And 
was there any satisfaction for you in the meeting?” 

“Yes, and ne. There is a kind of mournful pleasure 
in seeing the dear face once more,” 

“She must have been surprised to see you.” 

“She was, no doubt, surprised—unpleasantly, per- 
haps; but she received me very kindly, and was perfectly 
frank upon every subject except her husband. She would 
tell me nothing about him—neither his position in the 
world, nor his profession, if he has one, as I suppose he 
has. She owned he Was not rich, and that is about all 
she said of him. Poor girl! I do not think she is 
happy.” 

* What ground have you for for such an idea?” 

“ Her face, which told me a great deal more than her 
words. Her beauty is very much faded since the sum~- 
mer evening when I first saw her in Lidford Church, 
She seems to lead a lonely life in the old farm-house to 
which her husband brought her immediately after their 
marriage—a life which few women would care to lead. 
And now, John, I want to know how it is you have kept 
back the truth from mein this matter; that you have 
treated me with a reserve which I had no right to expect 
from a friend.” 

“What have I kept from you?” 

“Your knowledge of this man Holbrook.” 

Bet makes you suppose that I have any knowledge 
of him?” 

“The fact that he isafriend of Sir David Forster’s, 
The house in which I found Marian belongs to Sir David, 
and was lent by him to Mr. Holbrook.” 

“«T do not know every friend of Forster’s. He isaman 
who picks up his acquaintance in the high-ways and by- 
ways, and drops them when he is tired of them.” 

“Will you tell me on your honor, thit you know 
nothing of this Mr. Holbrook?” 

*¢ Certainly.” 

Gilbert Fenton gave a weary sigh, and then seated him- 
self silently opposite Mr. Saltram. He could not afford 
to doubt this friend of his, The whole fabric of his life 
must have dropped to pieces if John Saltram had played 
him false. His single venture as a lover having ended 
in shipwreck, he seemed to have nothing left him but 
friendship; and that kind of hero-worship which had 
made his friend always appear to him something better 
than he really was had grown stronger with him since 
Marian’s desertion, 

“(Oh Jack,” he said, presently, “I could bear anything 
in this world better than the notion that you ceuld be- 
tray me—that you could break faith with me for the sake 
of another man.” 

“T am not likely to do that. There is no man upon this 
earth I care for very much except you, Iam notaman 
prone to friendship. In fact, I am a selfish, worthless ; 
fellow at the best, Gilbert, and hardly merit your serious { 
consideration. It would be wiser of you to think very { 
little of me.” { 

“ You did show yourself remarkably selfish when you 
nursed me through that fever, at the hazard of your own 
life.” 

“Pshaw! that was nothing. I could not have done 
less in the position in which we two were, Such sacri- 
fices as those count for very little. Itis when a man’s 
own happiness is in the scale that the black spot shows 
itself, I tell you, Gilbert, Iam not worth your friend- 
ship. It would be better for you to go your own way, 
and have nothing more to do with me,” 

Mr, Saltram had eaid this kind of thing very often in 
the past, so that the words had no i i cance 
to Gilbert. He only thought that his friend was in one of 
those gloomy moods which were common to him at times. 

“T could not do without your friendship, Jack,” he 
said. ‘Remember how barren the world is to me now, 
Ihave nothing left but that.” . 

“A poor substitute for better things, Gilbert. I am 
never likely to be much good to you or to myself, By- 
the-way have you seen any thing lately of that old man 
you told me about—Miss Nowell’s grandfather 7” 

“I saw himthe other night, He is very ill—dying, I 
believe, I have written to Marian to tell her that if she 
does not come very quickly to see him, there is 2 chanoe 
of her not finding alive.” 

** And she will come, of course.” 

“T suppose so. She talked of waiting for her hus- 
band’s consent; but she will scarcely do that when she 
knows her grandfather’s precarious state, I shali go to 
Queen Anne’s Court after I leave you, to ascertain if 
there has been any letter from her to announce her com- 
ing. She is a complete stranger in London, and may be 
embarrassed if she arrives at the station alone, ButI 
should imagine her husband would meet her there, sup~ 
posing him to be in town.’ 

Mr, Fenton staid with his friend about an hour after 
this; but John Saltram was not in a communicativemood 
to-night, and the talk lagged wearily. It was almost a re- 
lief to Gilbert when they had bidden each other good- 
night, and he was out in the noisy streets once more 
making his way towards Queen Anne’s Court, 


CHAPTER XX, 
DRIFTING AWAY, 


GILBERT Fenton found Jacob Nowell worse; 80 much 
worse, that he had been obliged to take to his bed, and 
was lying in a dull, shabby room up stairs, faintly lighted 
by one tall tallow candle on the mantel-piece, Marian 
was there when Gilbert went in. She had arriveda 
couple of hours before, and had taken her place at once 
by the sick-bed. Her bonnet and shawl were thrown 
carelessly u} a dilapidated couch by the window. Gil- 
bert fancied she looked like a ministering angel as she 
eat by the bed, her soft brown hair faliing loosely round 
the lovely face, her countenance almost divine in its ex- 

nm of tenderness and pity. 

‘You came to town 7” he asked in 8 low 
voice. The old man was in a doze at this moment, lying 
ched, withered face turned towards hig 
granddaughter, his feeble hand in hers. 

“Yea, I came alone, My husband had not come bac, 
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and I would net delay any longor after receiving your | burden from his life, to give him peace and security for | is the going way in which eafeens gs mans 
letter. I am very I came. My poor grandfather pad te mgr ma Her thoughts wandered away into | question, he been called upon to argue it at al 
seemed so pleased to see me. He was ae the bright of day-dreams Pg a eo she} Mr. Fenton came in the ev to Bee or Pep 
when I first came in, but brightened ly after- | fancied what their lives might be without dull, sor- | and stood for a little time by the de . 
wards, and quite understood who I was.” did trouble of pecuniary embarrasaments, She fancied | as he alept, and talking in a low voice an. He 

The old mau awoke presently. He was in a semi-de- | her husband, with all the fetters removed that had ham- | asked her how long she was going to in in Queen 
lirious state, but seemed to know his granddaughter, and epee his footsteps hitherto, winning a name and a place | Anne’s Court, and found her ideas very yague upon that 
clung to her, calling her by name with senile fondness, the world. It isso natural for a romantic, inexperi- | subject. 

His mind wandered back to the past, and he talked to | enced girl to believe that the man she loves was born to| “If the end is so near as the doctor says, it would be 
his son as if he had been in the room, eee | him | achieve tness ; and that if he misses distinction, it is | cruel to leave my grandfather till all is over,” abe said. 
for his extravagance, his college debts, which been | from the perversity of his surroundings orfrom hisown| I wonder that a husband has not come to you, if he 
the ruin of his careful, hard-working father. At another | carelessness, never from the fact of his being only a very | is in London,” Gilbert remarked to her presently. He 
moment he fancied that his wife waa still alive, and epoke | small creature, after all. found himeelf wondering about her hushaxd’s proceed- 
to her, telling her that their grandchild had been christ- It was broad daylight when Marian rose after an hour | ings in no sary ra. mood, . 


ened after her, and that she was to love thegirl. And 
then the delirium left him for a time, his mind grew 
clearer, and he talked quite rationally in his slow feeble 


way. 

“Ts that Mr. Fenton?” he asked ; “the room’s so dark 
I can’t see very well. She has cometo me, you see, She’s 
8 good girl. Hereyes are like my wife’s. Yes, she’s a 

ood girl. It seems a hard thing that I should have 

ved all these years without knowing her; lived alone, 
with no one about me but those that were on the watcn 
for my money, and eager to cheat me at every turn. My 
life might have been happier if I’d had a grandchild to 
keep me company, and I might have left this place and 
lived like a gentleman for her sake. But thet’s all past 
and gone, ow’ll be rich when I’m dead, Marian; yes, 
what most people would count rich. You won't squander 
the money, will you, my dear, as your father would, if it 
wore left to him ?” 


eag 

child,” answered Jacob Nowell. 
‘He hasn’t troubled himself about you, and you can’t 
do better than to clear of him. No good ever 
came of anything he did yet. No good ever will 
come. Don’t you have anything to do with him, Marian. 
He'll try to get all your money away from you, if you 
give him a chance—depend that.” 

“He is living, then? Oh, my dear grandfather, do 
tell me something more about him. Remember t 
whatever his errors may have been, he is my father—the 

relation I have in the world except yourself.” 

“* His whole life has been one long error,” answered 
Jacob Nowell. ‘‘TI tell you, child, the less you know of 
him the better.” 

He was not to be moved from this, and would say no 
raore about his son, in spite of Marian’s earnest plead- 
ing. The doctor came in presently, for the second time 
that evening, and forbade his patient’s talking any more. 
He told Gilbart, as he left the house, that the old man’s 
life was now only a question of so many days or so many 


urs, 

The woman who did all the work of Jacob Nowell’s es- 
tablishment—a dilapidated-looking widow, whom nobody 
in that quarter ever remembered in any other condition 
than that of widowhood—had prepared a small bedroom 
atthe back of the house for Marian; a roomin which 
Pereival had slept in his early boyh and where the 
daughter had found faint traces of her father’s life. 

Mr, Macready as Othello, in a spangled tunic, with vest 
of actual satin let into the picture, after the pre-Raphael- 
ite or realistic tendency commonly found insuch juve- 
nile works of art, hung over the narrow painted mantel- 
piece. The fond mother had had this masterpiece framed 
and glazed in the days when her son was still a little lad, 
unspoiled by University life and those splendid aspira- 
tions which afterwards made his home hateful to him. 
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qj \y-leaves ins of the the 
date reof looked very old to Marian, long before her 


birth. 
It was not till very late that she consentea to leave the 
old man’s side and go to the room which had been got 
. i She would not 


his ways, poor 
watch over him as carefully 
as if he’d been her own poor husband, who kept his bed 
for a twelvemonth before he : 
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did, however, consent to go to her room for a lit- 
= early November dawn, when Jacob Nowell had 
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of coming death brought back the thought of that bitter 
lying unconscious and speech- 
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money, What kappiness it would be for her 


of sl and thought, and refreshed herself with 
the contents of the cracked water-jug upon the ricketty 


went back to his room; but his breathing was more 
troubled than it had been the night befo 


pene man looked very sharply at Marian as she came 
nto room—seemed, indeed, hardly able to take his eyes 


life ; and he hated her with all his heart and soul, having 
devoted all the force of his mind for the last ten years to 
the cultivation of his employer’s good graces, hoping 
that Mr. Nowell, having no one else to whom to leave 
his mouey, would end by leaving it all to him, 

And here was & daughter, sprung from goodness 
knows where, to cheat him out of all his chances. He 
had always suspected Gilbert Fenton of being a Cs 
ous sort of person, and it was no doubt he who 
brought about this introduction, to the annihilation of 
Mr, Tulliver’s hopes, The young man took his place in a 
vacant chair by the fire, as if determined to stop ; while 
Marian seated herself quietly by the sleeper’s pillow, 
thinking only of that one occupant of the room, and sup- 
posing that Mr. Tulliver’s presence was a mark of 

elity, 


The old man woke with a start presently, and looked 
about him in a slow, bewildered way for some moments, 

“Who's that?” he asked presently, pointing to the 
figure by the hearth, 

“Tt’s only Mr. Tulliver, sir,” the widow answered. 
“ He’s so anxious about you, poor young man.” 

“TI don’t want him,” said Jacob Nowell, impatiently. 
“I don’t want his anxiety; I want to be alone with my 
granddaughter.” 

“Don’t send me away, sir,”” Mr. Tulliver pleaded in a 
piteous tone, ‘I don’t deserve to be sent away like 
a stranger after serving you faithfully the last ten 
years—” 

* And being well paid for your services,” Frsved the 
oldman. “I tell you. don’t want you, Go down stairs 
and mind the shop,” 

“Tt’s not open yet, sir, remonstrated Mr, Tulliver 

“Then it ought tobe I'll have no idling and shirk- 
ing because I’m ill. Go down and take down the shut- 
ters directly, Let the business go on just as if I was 
there to watch it.”’ 

* I'm going, sir,” whimpered the young man; “ but it 
does seem rather a poor return after having served you 
oo. have and loved you as if you’d been my own 

‘ather. 


“Very much men love their father nowadays! I 
didn't ask you to love me, did I? or hire you for that, or 
pay you for it? Pshaw, man, [know you, You wanted 
my money like the rest of them, and I didn’t mind your 
thinking there was a chance of your getting it. I’ve 
rather encouraged the notion at odd ti It made 
you a better servant, and kept you honest, But now 
that I’m dying, I can afford to tell the truth, This youn; 
lady will have all my money, every sixpence of it, exce: 
five-and-twenty pounds to Mrs, yonder, And 
mow you can g- You'd have got something perhaps in 
a small way, if you’d been less of a sneak and a listener ; 
but you've played your cards a trifle too well.” 
The old man raised 


pl in 
i tment, But when Luke Tulliver had slowly 
withdrawn from the room, with a last venomous look at 


Marian, Jacob Nowell sank upon his pillow,exhausted 
by his unwonted animation. 

“You don’t know what a deep schemer that yo: 
man has been; Marian,” he “and how I have | 


+ iDiee ull Moveustear day daagued dieslt blondy Sanmset: 
The du ovem! y iy 
Marian never leaving her post by the sick-bed. Jacob 
Nowell spent those slow hours in fitfulaleep and frequent 
intervals of wakefulness, in which he weuld to 
Marian, however she might urge him to remember the 
doctor’s injunctions that he should be vans. Destege 
quiet. It seemed, indeed, to matter very li 
re rea the doctor or not, since the end was inevi- 
One of the curates of the parish came in the course of 
the and read and prayed beside the old man’s bed, 
Jacob Nowell joining in the prayers in a half-mechani- 
cal way. For many years of his life he had neglected all 
religious duties. 


hour his conscience did not 
doubtful modes by which some of the 
in had reached his hands. 


“He may not be in London,” she answered, seeming a 
little vexed by the observation. 
he he oo epee is best,” “ a $d 4 

“Bui should not come to yon, an your grand- 
father should die while you are dlone here, I trust you 
will send for me and let me give yon any help you may 
require, You can scarcely stay in this house after the 
poor old man’s death.” 

“JT shall go back to Hampshire immediately—if I am 
not wanted here for anything—to make arrangements for 
the funeral, Oh, how dit seems to speak of 
while he is still living!” 

“You need give yourself no trouble on that account, 
Twill gee $0, all Ahan, if theme. 0 Seer ae Te to 

0 BO, 

‘You are yery good. Iam anxious to go back to the 
Senge as quickly as possible.” 

Gilbert left soon after this, He felt that his presence 
was of no use in the sick-room, and that he had noright 
to intrude upon Marian at such a time, 


—— 


CHAPTER XXI, 
FATHER AND DAUGHTER, 


Axumost immediately after Gilbert’s departure another 
visitor appeared in the dimly-lighted shop where Luke 
Tulliver was poring over a newspaper at one end of the 
counter under a solitary gas-burner, . 

This new-comer was Percival Nowell, who had not been 
to the house since his daughter’s arrival. { 

‘* Well,” said this gentleman, in his usual offhand man- 
nef, ‘‘how’s the governor ?” ‘ i 

“Very ill; going fast, the doctor says.” ’ 

“Eh? As as that? Then there’s been a change 
since I was here last.” 


“Tam quite sure 


ig. 
“Tl step up stairs and have alook at the old gentle~ 
man,” ead. Percival. thy { 
“There's a aay with him,” Mr, Tulliver te. 4 
marked, in a somewhat mysterious tone. ' 
“A young lady!” the other criéd. “ What yeung 


lady ? 
“His granddaughter.” 


“Indeed !” 

“Yes; she came up from the coun! éven- 
ing, and she’s been sitting with him eversince, He ¢eema 
to have taken to her very much, - You'd think she’d been 


Mr, Tulliver, looking very curiously at Perci' 
Rather hard wfon 


- Uncommonly, ” the other answered, coolly, 
that the shopman suspected bis identity, though hehad 
carefully avoided all oe - = ip between, 


“tat aetna ee ee take 
sho eto Bee ‘ore I 
to Mr. Nowell’s he eald, presen A “wi you 


Luke Tulliver departed upon while Perci- 
yal Nowell went into the parlor, and sented himself be- 
fore the dull lected fire in the h old arm~ 

father had sat through the ] lonely 


chair in which 
evenings for 80 many years. Mr. Nowell the younger 


was not disturbed by any sentimental reflections upon 
this sub, however; he was of his father's 
wrong which was upen him 


will, and 
thereby, 

“To be cheated out of every by my own flesh 
and blood!” he muttered to himeelt. Y ncgusa.soa 
much for any man to bear.” 


In the next moment he was of his 
the | money, and how this girl had A, 2 obscurity to. 


rob him of it, 

“You wish to to me on busi: am told,” she 
said, in her clear, low v wond at the stranger's 
silence and d of 


et te Ld to me, and yet call me by 
“Tam not an utter to 
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* Are you quite sure of that? ‘Look a little longer be- 
‘fore you answer again.” 

_..™ Yeu!" she cried suddenly, after a long pause. “* You 
ate my father.” 

_. There had come back upon her, in a rapid fiash of 
igre the picture of a room in Brussels—a room light- 
ed 'y by two wax-candles on a chimney-piece, where 
“there was 4 tall dark man who snatched her up in his 
arins and kissed her before be went out. She remem- 
‘bered caring very little for his kisses, and having a 

_chiliish consciousness of the fact that it was he who 
made her mamma cry so often in the quiet lonely even- 

ngs, when the mother and child were together in that 
desolate Continental lodging. 

Yet at this moment she was scarcely disposed to think 
—-mauch about her father’s ill-conduct. She consider- 
ed only that he was her father, and that they had found 
each other after long years of separation. Shestretched 

out her arms, and ‘would have fallen upon his breast ; 
“but something in his manner repelled her, something 
it and nervous, which had a chilling effect upon 
. her, and gave her time to remember how little cause she 
had to love him. He did not seem aware of the affec- 
“fionate impulse which had moved her towards him at 
first, He gave her his hand presently. It was deadly cold, 

* and My Ioosely in her own, 

“Twas asking my grandfather about you this morn- 
, ing,’ she said, wondering at his strange manner, “but 

he would not tell me where you were.” 

“Indeed! Iam surprised to find you felt so much in- 
terest in me; I’m aware that I don’t deserve as much, 

* Yet I could plead plenty of excuses for my life, if I cared 
to trouble you with them; but I don’t. It would be a 
long story ; and when it was told, you might not believe 
it, Most men are; more or less, the slaves of circum- 
stances, I have suffered that kind of bondage al) my 
life, I have known, too, that you were in good hands— 
better off in every way than you could have been in my 
care—or I should have acted differently in relation to 
you, 

“There is no occasion tospeak of the past,” Marian 
replied, gravely. “Providence was very good to me; 
but I know my poor mother’s iast days were full of sor- 

.-rew; Icannot tell how far it might have been in your 
power to prevent that. It is not my place to blame, or 
even to question, your conduct.” 

**You are an uncommonly dutiful daughter,” Mr. Now- 
ell exclaimed, with rather a bitter laugh; ‘‘ I thonght 
that you would have repudiated me altogether, perhaps; 
would aay heated a ome from my father, who has 
grown -head old age, and cannot forgive 

. me for mn had the aspirations of a gentleman.” 


“Tt ia a pity there should not be union between my | Jarg 


grandfather and you at sucha moment as this,” Marian 


“Oh, we are civil enough to each other. I bear no 
. Malice against the old man, though many sons in my po- 
sition might consider themselves hardly used, And now 
. ZT may as woll go up stairs and pay my respects, Why is 
* not your husband with you, by-the-by ?” 
“ He is not wanted here; and I do not even know that 
he ia in London.” 
. “Huniph!. He seems rather a mysterious sort of per- 
, son, this husband of yours,” 
, . Marian took no notice of this remark, and the father 
and daughter went up stairs to the sick-room together. 
* The old silversmith received his son with obvious cool- 
} and was evidently displeased at seeing Marian and 
, her father together, 
Percival Nowell, however, on his part, a red to be 
» in.an unusually affectionate and dutiful m this even- 
ing. He held his place by the bedside resolutely, and 
insisted on sharing Ma,ian’s watch that night, So all 
through the long night those two sat together; while the 
old man from uneasy slumber to more uneasy 
, wakefulness, and back to troubled sleep again, his breath- 
, ing growing heavier and more labored with every hour. 
They were very quiet, and could have found but little to 
_ feay to cach other, re been 20 reason for their silence, 
at first brief impulsive feeling of affection past, Ma- 
rian could only think of this newly-found father as the 
man who had made her mother’s life lonely and wretched 
while he pursued his own selfish pleasures, and whe had 
__ allowed her to grow to womanhood without having been 
_ the object of one thought or care upon his a She 
~ could not forget things, as she sat opposite to him 
- in the awful silence of the silence of the sick-room, steal- 
» ine a glance at his face now and then, end wonde at 
, the strange turn of fortune which had brought them thus 


t was not a pleasant face by any means—not a counte- 
nance to pia gee love or confidence Handsome still, but 
‘with a faded look, like a face that had grown pallid and 
wrinkled in the feverish atmosphere of vicious haunts— 
under the flaring gas that ges down upon the green 
-éloth of a rouge-et-noir table, in the tumult of crowded 
©“yace-courses, the preas and confusion of the betting. 
~ ‘ring—it was the face of a battered rowe, who had lived 

his life, and outlived the smiles of fortune—the face of a 
man to whom honest eg cer and hopes had long been 
* unknown. There was a ppointed, peevish look about 
head drsoping corners of the mouth, an angry glitter in 


eyes. 
He did not look at his danghter very often as they sat 
through that weary vigil, but kept his eyes for 
e rf part of the time upon the wasted faceon the 
ow, Which looked like a parchment mask in the dim 
ght. He seamed to be deep in thought, and several 
- times in the night Marian heard him breathe an im 
tient sigh, as if his thoughts were not -pleasant to him. 
More than’ once he rose from his chair and paced the 
room! softly for a little time, as if the restlessnees of his 
mind had made that forced quiet unendurable. The 
early m light came at , faint and wan and 
: gray, across a forest of blackened chimney-pots, end by 
that light the watchers eould see that Jacob Nowell had 
changed for the worse. 


and his cold hand clasped in hers, 


FENTON S QUEST. 


béd, looking down upon him at that final moment with a 
fixed, inscrutable face, 

Gilbert Fenton called that evening, and heard of the 
old man’s death from Luke Tulliver. He heard also that 
Mrs. Holbrook intended to sleep in Queen Anne’s Court 
that night, and did not therefore intrude upon her, rely- 
ing upon being able to see her next morning. . He left 
his card, with a few words of condolence written upon it 
in pencil, 

Mr. Nowell was with his daughter, in. the little parlor 
behind the shop, when Luke Tulliver gave her this card, 
He asked who the visitor was. 

“Mr, Fenton, a gentleman I knew at Lidford in my 
dear uncle’s lifetime. My grandfather liked, him very 
much,” 


“Mr, Fenton! Yes, my father told me all about him, 
You were engaged to him, and jilted him for this man 
you have married—very foolishly, as it seems to me; for 
he could certainly naye given you a better position than 
that which you appear to occupy now.” 

“T chose for my own happiness,” Marian answered, 
quietly, ‘‘and I have only one subject for regret—that 
is, that I was compelled to act with ingratitude towards a 
good man, But Mr. Fenton has forgiven me; has 

romised to be my friend, if ever I should have need of 
Bis friendship. He has very kindly offered to take all 
trouble off my hands with respect to—to the arrange- 
ments for the funeral.” 

“He is remarkably obliging,” said Percival Nowell with 
a sneer; ‘ but as the only son of the deceased, I consider 
myself the proper person to perform that final duty,” 

“T do not wish to interfere with your doing so, Of 
course I did not know how near at hand you were when 
Mr, Fenton made that offer, or I should have told him.” 

“You mean to remain until the funeral is over, I sup- 
pose?” Perens 

“T think not; I want to go back to Hampshire as soon 
as possible—by an early train to-morrow morning, if I 
can, I do not see that there is any reason for my re- 
maining. I could not prove my respect or affection for 
my grandfather any more by staying.” 

“Certainly not,” her father answered promptly. “TI 
think you will be quite right in getting away from this 

hole as quick as you can.” 

“Tt is not for that. But I have promised to return 
directly I was free to do 50.” 

“And you go back to Hampshire? To what part of 
Hampshire?” ‘ 

Marian told him the name of the place where she was 
living. He wrote the address in his pocket-book, and was 

ly careful that it should be correctly written, as 
to the name of the nearest town and in all other particu- 
5 = 

“T may have to write to you, or to come to you, per- 
haps,” he said, ‘It’s as well to be prepared for the 
contingency.” 

After this Mr, Nowell sent out for a “Railway Guide,” 
in order to give his daughter all necessary information 
about the trains for Malsham, There was a tolerably 
fast train that left Waterloo at seven in the morning, and 
Marian decided upon going by that. She had to spend 
the evening alone with her father, while Mrs, Mitchin 
kept watch in the dismal chamber up stairs. Mr. No- 
well asked his daughter’s permission to light his cigar, 
and, haying obtained it, sat smoking moodily all the 
evening, staring into the fire, and very rarely address- 
ing his companion, who had taken a Bible out of her 
traveling-bag, and was reading those solemn chapters 
which best harmonized with her feelings atthis moment ; 
thinking as she read of the time when her guardian and 
benefactor lay in his last calm rest, and she had vainly 
tried to find comfort in the same words, and had found 
herself staring blankly at the sacred page, with eyes that 
were dry and burning, and to which there came no mer- 
cifw) relief from tears. 

Her father glanced at her askance now and then from 
his little arm-chair by the fire, as she sat by the little 
round table looking down at her book, the light of the 
candies shining full upon her pensive face, He looked 
at her with no friendliness in his eyes, but with that an- 

sparkle which had grown almost habitual to them of 
fate, since the world had grownill with him. After one 
of those brief stolen looks a strange smile crept over his 
face. He was thin! of a speech of Shakes- 
peare’s Richard about nephew, the youthful Prince of 
Wales, 

“So , 80 wise, they say do ne’er live long.” 

Ke Sensis she is he said to himself with a diaboli- 
ealsneer, “Did the half-pay Captain teach her that, I 
wonder? or does chureh-going, and ane and 
Bible-reading come natural toall women? I know my 
mother was good at it, and my wife too. She used to fly 
to her Bible as a man flies to dram-drinking, or his pipe, 
when things go wrong.” 

He got of his cigar at last, and went out into the 
shop, where he = to question Mr. Tulliver as to the 
extent and value of the stock in trade, and upon other 
details of the business; to all of which inquiries the 
shopman replied in a suspicious and grudging spirit, 
giving his questioner the smallest possible amount of in- 
formation, 


**You’rean uncommonly cautious young man,” Mr. 
Nowell exclaimed at last. “You'll never d in your 
own light by being too anxious to oblige other people. I 
dare say, thongh, you could speak fast enough, if it was 
worth your while.” 

**T don’t see what is to make it worth my while,” Luke 
Tulliver answered coolly. “My duty is to my dead mas- 
ter, and those that are to come after him, I don’t want 
strangers coming sniffing and prying into the stock. Mr. 
Nowell’s books were kept so that I couldn’t cheat him 
out of sixpence, or the value of a sixpence; and: I mean 
to hand ’em over to the lawyerthat will do me credit. My 
master has not been a generous master to me, consider- 
ing how I've served him, and.I’ve got nothing but my 
character to look to; but that I have got, and I don’t want 
it tampered with.” 

“ Who is going to tamper with it?” said Mr. Nowell, 
“So you'll hand over the stock-books to the lawyer, will 
you, without a leaf missing, or an erasure, or an item 


marked off as sold, or any little dodges of that kind, ch’ 
et it fie Te tl 

Of course,” answe! opman, y 
atthe questioner, who was leaning across the counter 
with folded arms, staring at Luke Tulliver with an 
ironical grin upon his countenance, 

“Then you see a very remarkable. man, I should have 
thought such a chance as a death as unexpected as my— 
as old Mr. Novell’s would have made the fortune of a 
confidential clerk like you,” 

“Ym not a thief,” answered. Mr. Tulliver with an air 
of virtuous indignation; °‘ and ac ean’t know much 
abont old Jacob Nowell, it you think that anybody could 
cheat him, living or dead,. There’s not an entry in the 
book that isn’t signed with his initials, in his own hand. 
When a thing was sold and crossed off the book, he = 
his initials to the entry of the sale. He went through the 
books every night till a week ago, and he’d as soon have 
cut his own head off as omit to do it, so long as he could 
see the figures in the book or hold his Na 

Mr, Medler, the lawyer, came in while Percival Nowell 
and the shopman were talking. Hehad been away 
his office upon business that evening, and had only just 
received the tidings of the silversmith’s death, 

Luke Tulliver handed him the books and keys of the 
cases in which the tarnished plate was exhibited. He 
went into all the details of the business carefully, setting 
his seai upon books and papers, and doing all that he 
could to make matters secure without hindrance to the 
carrying on of the trade, 

He was surprised to hear that Mrs, Holbrook was in 
the house, and proposed paying his respects to her that 
evening ; but this Mr. Nowell prevented. She was tired 
and out of spirits, he told the attorney; it would be bet- 
ter for him to see her next day, It was convenient to Mr. 
Nowell to forget Marian’s intention of returniug to 
Hampshire by an early train on the following morning at 
this juncture, 

When he went back tothe parlor by-and-by, after Mr. 
Medler had finished his business in the shop, and was 
trudging briskly towards his own residence, Mr. Nowell 
told his daughtar that the lawyer had been there, but did 
not inform her of his desire to see her, 

“T suppose you know all about your ‘ather’s 
will?” he said by-and-by, when he had half-finished an- 
other cigar, Marian had put away her book by this time, 
and was looking dreamily at the fire, thinking of her 
husband, who need never know those weary, sordid carea 
about money again, now that she was to be rich. 

Her father’s question startled her out of that agreeabia 


y-dream, 

“Yes,” she said; ‘my grandfather told me that he 
had left all his money tome. I know that must seem un- 
just to you, papa; but I hope my husband will allow me 
to do something towards repairing that injustice in some 
measure,” 

“Tn some measure!” Mr. Nowell thought savagely ; 
“that means a pittance that would serve to keep life in a 

auper, I suppose; and that is to be contingent upon her 
usband’s permission,” 

He made no audible reply tohis daughter’s speech, 
and seemed, indeed, so much absorbed in his own 
thoughts that Marian doubted if he had heard her; and 
so the reat of the long evening wore itself out in 
silence, while stealthy footsteps sounded now and then 
upon the stairs, Later Mr. Nowell was summoned toa 
conference with some mysterious person in the shop, 
whom Marian supposed to be the undertaker; and re- 
a this interview with a gloomy face, he re- 
sumed his seat by the fire, 

It seemed very strange to Marian that they two, father 
and daughter, should be together thus, so near and yet 
so wide apart; united by the closest tie of kindred, 
brought together thus after years of severance, yet with 
no bond of sympathy between them; no evidence of re- 
morseful tenderness on the side of him whose life had 
been one long neglect of a father’s duty, 

‘How could I expect that he would care for me in the 
smallest degree, after his desertion of my mother?” Ma- 
rian thought to herself, as she meditated upon her fa- 
ther's coldness, which at first had seemed so strange to 
her, She had fancied that, whateyer his sing in — 
had been, his would have melted at the sight of his 
only child. She had thonght of him. and dreamed of 
him so often in her girlhood, elevating him in her ro- 
mantic fancy into something much better than he really 
was—a sinner at best, itis true, but a sinner of a lofty 
type, anoble nature gone astray. She had imagined a 
reunion with him in the days to come, when it should ba 
her delight to minister to his years—to be the 
consolation of his repentant soul, d now she had 
found him she knew these things could never be—that 
there was not one feeling of sympathy possible between 
her — that broken-down, -looking man of the 
world, 

The dismal evening came to an end at last, and Marian 
bade her father good-night, and went up stairs to the 
little room where the traces of his boyhood had interest- 
ed her so keenly when first she looked upon them, Mr. 
Nowell promised to come to Queen Anne’s Court at a 

uarter past six next morning, to escort his daughter to 

e station—an act of parental solicitude she had not ex- 
pected from him. _He took his departure immediately 
afterwards, being let out of the shop-door by Luke Tulli- 
yer, who was in a very cantankerous humor, and tookno 
pains to disguise the state of his feelin, The lawyer, 
Mr. Medier had pried into everything, the ehopman told 
Percival Nowell; had declared himself empowered to do 
this, as the legal adviser of the deceased ; and had seemed 
as suspicious as if he, Luke Tulliver, meant to rob his 
dead master. Mr. Tulliver’s sensitive nature had been 
outraged by such a line of conduct, 9 

ion a what has he doné with the books ?”-Mr. Newell 
a 

“ They’re all in the desk yonder, and that fellow Med- 

ler oe taken away the keys.” 


yishly ; “ but I like to be treated as a geutleman.” 
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‘“Hamph! And you expect to retain your place here, 


I ri sad if the business is carried on?” 

“Ts too good a business to be let drop,” replied Mr. 
Tulliver; “butI shouldn’t think that young lady up 
stairs would be much of a hand at trade. I wouldn’t 
mind offering a fair price for the business; I’ve got a 
tidy little bit of motley put away, though my salary ‘has 

~ been small enough, goodness knows ; but I’ve lived with 

‘the old gentleman, and never wasted a penny upon pleas- 
ure—none of your music halls, or dancing saloons, or 
anything of that kind, for me; or [ wouldn’t mind pay- 
ing an annual sum out of the profits of trade for a rea- 
sonable term. If you’vye any influence with the young 
lady, perhaps you could put it to her, and get her to look 
atthings in that light,” Mr. Tulliver added, becoming 
quite o juious as it dawned upon him that this inter- 
loping stranger might be able to do him a service, 

“Yl do my best for you, Tulliver,” Mr. Nowell replied, 
in a patronizing tone. ‘I dare say the young lady will 
be quite willing to entertain any reasonable proposition 
you may make.” - 

Faithful to his promise, Mr. Nowell appeared at a 
quarter six next morning, at which hour he found 
his daughter quite ready for her journey. She was very 
glad to get away from that dreary house, made a hun- 
dred-fold more dismal by the sense of what lay in the 
closed chamber, where the candles were still burning in 
the yellow fog of the November morning, and to which 
Marian had gone, with hushed footsteps, to kneel for the 
last time beside the old man who was so near her by the 
ties of relationship, and whom she had known for s0 
brief aspace. She was glad to leave that dingy quarter 
of the town, which to one whe had neyer lived in an 

lish city seemed unspeakably close and wretched ; 

more glad to think that she was going back to the 
quiet home, whefe her husband would most likely join 
her very soon. , 

She might find him there when she arrived, perhaps ; 
for he knew nothing of this journey to London, or could 
only hear of it at the Grange, where she had left a letter 
for him, inclosing that brief note of Gilbert Fenton’s 
which had informed her of her grandfather’s fatal ill- 
ness, There were special reasons why she should not 
ask him to meet her in Queen Anne’s Court, however 
long she might have been compelled to stay there. 

Mr, Nowell was much more affectionate in his manner 
to his daughter this morning as they sat in the cab driy- 
ing to the station, and walked side by side upon the plat- 
form in the quarter of an hour's interval before the de- 
pave of the train. He questioned her closely upon 

T life in the present and her plans for the future, ex- 
pressing hi in a remarkably generous manner upon 
the subject of her grandfather’s will, and declaring him- 
self very-well pleased that his own involuntary neglect 
“was to be so amply atoned for by the old man’s liber- 
ality. He found his daughter completely ignorant of the 
‘world, as gentle and confiding as he had found her mo- 
ther in the past. He sounded the depths of her innocent 
mind during that brief promenade; and when the train 
bore her away at last, and the platform was clear, he re- 


mained for some time walking up and down in profound. 


searcely knowing where he was, 

He looked round him in an absent way by-and-by, and 
thes hurriedly left the station, and drove straight to Mr. 
Medler’s Office, which was upon the ground-floor of a 
—, old house in one of the dingier streets in the 

oho-district, and in the upper-chambers whereof the 
the attorney,s wife and numerous offspring had their 
‘abode. He came down to his client from his unpretend- 
ing breakfast-table in a faded dressing-gown, with 
emears of egg and greasy traces of buttered toast about 
ere, of his mouth, and seemed particularly pleased 
to see Mr. Nowell. But the confererice that followed was 
alongone; and it is to be presumed that it involved 
some chance of future profit, since the lawyer forgot to 
return to his unfinished breakfast, much to the vexation 
Mrs. Medler—a faded lady with everything about her 
in the extremest age of limpness, who washed the break- 
‘fast-things with her own fair hands, in consideration of 
‘the m dinons duties to be performed by that hapless 
‘solitary damsel whoin such modest households is usually 
‘denominated “ the girl.” 


CHAPTER XXII. 
AT LIDFOED AGAIN. 


. GriseRtT Fexton called in Queen Anne’s Court within 
= few hours of Marian’s departure, and was not a little 
disappointed when he was told that she had gone back to 
Hampshire. He had relied upon her again—not 
~once only, but several tinies—before her return, He had 
promised Jacob Nowell that he would watch over and 
protect her interests; and it was a sincere unqualified 
‘wish to do this that influenced him now. More than a 
dear friend, the sweetest and dearest of all womankind, 
she could never be to him. He accepted the position with 
‘ ion, The first sharp bitterness of her loss was 
over. That heshould ever cease to love her was impossi- 
ble; but it seemed to him that a chivalrous friendship for 
her, a disinterested brotherly affection, was in no manner 
incompatible with that hapless, ailent love. No word of 
his, in all their intercourse to come, should ever remind 
her of that hidden devotion; no shadow of the past 
should ever cloud the calm brightness of the present. 

» Itwasa romantic fancy, perhaps, for a man of busi- 
ness, whose days were spent in the very press and tumult 
of commercial life: but it had lifted Gilbert Fenton out 
of that slough of despond into which he had fallen when 
‘Marian seemed utterly lost to him—vanished altogether 
out of his existence. 

‘He had ‘s sense of bitter disappointment, therefore, 
when he found that she had gone, leaving neither letter 
a S fer him. How little value his friendship 
must possess for her, when she could abandon 
him thus without a word! He had felt sure that she 
would consult him upon her affairs; but no, she had her 
husband te whom to sppeal, and had no need of any 
other counselor. ae Se 


1 was'a fool to that I could ever be any thing 
to her, even a friend,” he said to himself, bitterly; ‘‘ wo- 
sen are incapable of friendship, It is all or nothing 
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with them; a blind self-abnegation or the coldest indif- 
ference. Devotion cannot touch them, unless the man 
who gives it happens ‘to be that one man out of a thou- 
sand who has the power to bewitch their senses, Truth 
and affection, of themselves, have no value with them, 
How many people spoke to me of this Holbrook as an un- 
attractive man; and yet he won my loye away from me, 
and holds her with an influence so complete that my 
friendship seems worthless to her. She cannot give me 
a word or a thought,” 

Mr, Fenton made some inquiries about the funeral 
arrangements, and found that these had been duly at- 
tended to by the lawyer and a gentleman who had been 
with Jacob Nowell a good deal of late, who seemed to be 
some relation to the old man, Mr. Tulliver said, and took 
a great deal upon himself. This being done, there was, 
of course, no occasion for Gilbert to interfere, and he 
was glad to be released from all responsibility, Having 
ascertained this he asked for the address of the late Mr. 
Nowell’s lawyer ; and being told it, went at once to Mr. 
Medler’s office. He did not consider himself absolved 
from the promise he had made the old man by Marian’s 
indifference, and was none the less anxious to watch over 
her interest because she seemed to set so little value on 
his friendship. , 

He told Mr, Medler who he was, and the promise he 
had given to Jacob Nowell, abstaming of course from 
any reference to the positton he had once occupied to- 
wards Marian. He described himeelf as her friend only 
—a friend of long standing, who had been intimate with 
her guardian, 

“T know how ignorant Mrs, Holbrook is of the world 
and of all business matters,” he went on to say, ‘and 
Tam naturally anxious that her interests should be pro- 
tected.” 

“YT should think there was very little doubt that her 
husband wi'lsee after those,” the lawyer answered, with 
something of a sneer; ‘‘husbands are generally sup- 
er do that, especially where there is money at 

6, 

*““T do not know Mr, Holbrook; and he has kept him- 
self in the background so persistently up to this point, 

and has been a, cern so underhanded in his proceed- 
— I have by no means a good opinion. of him, 
Mr. Nowell told me that he intended to leave his money 
to his granddaughter in such a manner that it would be 
hers and hers only—free from the control of any hus- 
band, He has done so, I presume?” 

“Yes,” Mr. Medler replied, with the airof a man who 
would fain have withheld the information ; ‘he has left 
it for her own separate use and maintenance,” 

“And it is a property of some importance, I con- 
elude?” ‘ 

“Of some importance—yes,” the lawyer answered, in 
the same tone.” 

“ Ought not Mrs. Holbrook to have remained to hear 
the reading of the will?” 

“Well, yes, decidedly; it would have been more in the 
usual way of things; but her absence can have no ill 
effect upon her interests. Of course it will be my duty 

to make her acquainted with the contents of the will.” 

Gilbert Fenton was not prepossessed by Mr. Medler’s 
countenance, which was not an open candid index toa 
spotless soul, nor by his surroundings, which were of the 

shabbiest ; but the business being in this man’s hands, it 
wight be rather difficult to withdraw it—dangerous even. 
The man held the will, and, in holding that, had a certain 
amount of power. 

‘« There ig no one except Mrs. Holbrook interested in 
Mr. Nowell’s will, I suppose ?” Gilbert said, presently. 

“Noone directly and immediately, except an old char- 
woman, who has a legacy of five-and-twenty pounds.” 

« But there is some one else interested in an indirect 
manner, I infer from your words ?” : 

“Yes. Mrs. Holbrook has only a life interest in the 
property. If she should have children, it will go to them 

on her death; if she should die childless, it will .go to 
her father, supposing him to survive her.” —. 

“To her father? That is rather strauge, isn’t it?” 

“T don’t know that. It was the old man’s wish that} 
the will should be to that effect.” j 

“JT understood from him that he did not know | 
whether his son was alive or dead.” 

“Indeed! I believe he had news of his son very | 
lately.” 

“ Qurious that he should not have told me, knowing as 
he did my interest in everything relating to Mrs, Hol- 
brook,” 

Old people are apt to be close; and Jacob Nowell was 
about one of the closest customers I ever met with,” an- 
swered the lawyer. 

Gilbert left him soon arter this, and chartered a hansom 
in the next street, which carried him back to the city. 
He was very uncertain as to what he ought to do for 
Marian, doubtful of Mr. Medler’s integrity, and yet 
anxious to abstain from any act that might seem uncalled 
for or officious, She had her husband to look after her 
interests, as the lawyer had reminded him, and it was 
scarcely probable that Mr, Holbrook would neglect any, 
steps necessary to secure his wife’s succession to what- | 
ever property Jacob Nowell had left. It seemed to Gil- 
bert that he could do nething at present, except write to | 
Marian, telling her of his interview with the lawyer, and | 
advising her tolose no time in placi the conduct of | 
her affairs in more respectable hands than those of Mr.) 
Medler. He mentioned his own solicitors, a city firm 
of high standing, as gentlemen whom she might wisely 
trust at this crisis of her life, 

This done, he could only wait the issue of events, and 
he tried to occupy himself as much as possible with his 
business at St. Helens—that business which he seriously 
intended getting rid of as soon as he could meet with a 
favorable opportunity for so doing. He worked with 
that object in view. In spite of his losses in Australia, 
he was in a position to retire from commerce with a very 
fair income. He had lost all motive for sustained exer- 
tion, all desire to become rich. A man who has ‘no taste 
for expensive bachelor pleasures and no home, has very 
little opportunity for getting rid of large sume of money. 
Mr. Fenton had taken life pleasantly enough, and yet 
had never spent five hundred a year. He could: retire 


2a 


with an income of eight hundred; and having abandoned. 
all idea of ever marrying, this seemed to him quite suffi- 
cient, 

The Listers had come back to England, and Mrs. Lister 
had written to her brother more than once, begging him 
to run down to Lidford. Of course she haa expressed. 
herself freely upon the subject of Marian’s conduct in 
these letters, reprobating the girl’s treachery and ingrati- 
tude, and congratulating Gilbert upon his escape from 
so ineligible a connection, Mr, Fenton had put his sister 
off with excuses hitherto, and had subjected himself 
thereby to sundry feminine reproaches upon his coldness 
and want of affection for Mrs, Lister and her children. 
“Tt was very different when Marian Nowell was here,” 


she wrote; ‘“‘you thought it no trouble to come to ue ~ 


then.” 4 

No answer came to his letter to Mrs. Holbrook—which. 
scarcely called for a reply, unless it had been a few linee 
of thanks, in acknowledgment of his interest in her be- 
half. He had looked for such a letter, and was a little 
disappointed by its non-appearance. The omission, 
slight as it was, served to strengthen his bitter feeling 
= rs friendship in this quarter was unneeded and un- 
valued, r 

Business in the City happened to be rather slack at 
this time, and it struck Mr. Fenton all at once that he 
could scarcely have a better opportunity for wasting two 
or three days in a visit of duty to the Li and put- 
ting an end to his sister’s reproachful letters. He had a 
second motive for going to Lidford—a motive which had. 
far greater weight with him than his brotherly affection 
just at this time. He wanted to see Sir David Forster, to 
call that gentleman to some account for the deliberate 
falsehood he had uttered at their last meeting. He had 
no bloodthirsty or ferocious feelings upon the subject ; 
he could even understand that the Baronet might have 
been bound by his own ideas of honor to’ tell a lie in the 
service of his friend, but he wanted to extort some ex- 
planation of the line of conduct Sir David had take 
and he wanted to ascertain from him the character o: 
Marian’s husband, He had made inquiries about Sir 
David at the club, and had been told that he was still at 


Heatherly. 

He went down to Lidford by an afternoon train, with- 
out having troubled himself give Mr. Lister any no- 
tice of hiscoming. The November evening had closed 
in upon the quiet rural landscape when he drove from 
the station to Lidford. A cold white mist enfolded all 
things here, instead of the stifling yellow fog that had 
filled the London streets when he walked westward from 
‘the City at the same hour on the previous evening. Above 
his head the sky was clear and bright, the mis-twreathe 
melting away as they mounted toward the stars. The 
lighted windows in the village street had a pleasant, 
homely look, the snug villas lying back from the high- 
road with a middle-distance of dark lawn and glistening 
shrubbery, shone brightly upon the trayeler as he drove 
by, the curtains not yet drawn before some of the win- 
dows, the rooms ruddy in the firelight. In one of them 
he caught a brief glimpse of ayo matron seated by 
the fire with her children clustered at her knee, and the 
transient picture struck him with a sudden pang. He 
had dreamed so fondly of a home like this; pleasant 
rooms shining in the sacred light of the hearth, his wife 
and children waiting to bid him welcomé when the day’ 
work was done, 

All other objects which men live and toil for seemed to 
him poor and worthless in the absence of this one dear 
incentive to exertion, this one sweet recompense for every 
care, Even Lidford House, which had never before 
seemed to him the perfection of a home, had a new aspect 
for him to-night, andremiuded him sharply of Menon 
loss. He envied Martin Lister the quiet jog-trot happi- 
ness of his domestic life ¢ his love for and pride in his 
children; the calm hayen of that comfortable hearth by 
which he sat to-night, with his slip feet stretched 
luxuriously upon a fender-stool of wifes Mmanufac- 
ture, and his daughter sitting on a hassock close to his 
easy-chair, reading in a book of fairy tales. 

Of course they were all delighted to see-him, at once 


| pleased and surprised by the unewpected, visit. He had 
e two 


brought a great parcel of toys for | Dn; and 


Selwyn Lister, a fine, boisterous boy in a Hi con 
tume, Was summoned down stairs to in the un- 
of these treasures, It was ete seven, and 


packin, 
the Listers had dined at six; but in an incredibly short 
space of time the Sutherland table had been drawn out 
to a cosy position near the fire and spread with a sub- 
stantial repast, while Mrs, Lister took her ce behind 
the ponderous old silver urn which had been an heirloom 
in her husband's family for the last two centuries, ’ 
The Listers were full of talk about their own travele— 
a long-delayed continental tour which had been talked of 
ever since their return from the honeymoon trip to- 
Geneva and Chamouni—and Were also very eager to hear: 
Gilbert’s adventures in Australia, of w! he had given 
them only very brief accounts in his letters. There was 
nothing said that night about Marian, and Gilbert was 
grateful for his sister’s forbearance, 


CHAPTER XXIII, 
CALLED TO’ ACCOUNT, 
GILBERT walked over to Heatherly after peohaee next 
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gout for a long time past, and was fain to content him-| I have long ago forgiven the girl who jilted me, and 


self with such company as came to him at Heatherly, and 
such amusement as was to be found in the sociéty of men 
who. were boon companions rather than friends. Gilbert 
Fenton heard the familiar clash of the billiard-balls as he 
went into the hall, where a couple of liver-colored setters 
were bcoreen ers & great fire that roared half-way up 
the wide ey. ere was no other life in the hall, 
and Mr, Fenton was conducted to the other end of the 
house, and ushered into that tobacco-tainted snuggery in 
which he had last seen the Baronet. His suspicions were 
on the alert this time, and he fancied that he could detect 
alook of something more than surprise in Sir David’s 
face when the seryant announced him—an uneasy look, 

‘asofa man taken at a disadvantage. The Baronet 
was very gracious, however, and gave him a hearty wel- 
come, . 

“T’m uncommonly glad to see you, my dear Fenton,” 
he said. ‘‘ Indeed, I’ve been pleased to see worse fel- 
lows than you lately, since this infernal gout has laid me 
up in this dreary old place, The house is pretty full now, 
Tm happy tosay. I have friends who will come to shoot 
my pheasants, though they won’t remember my solitude 
in a charitable spirit before the first of September. You'll 
stop and dine, I hope; or perhaps you can pnt up here 
altogether for a week or 80, My housekeeper shall find 
you a good room, and I can promise you pleasant com- 
pany. Say yee, now, like a good fellow, and I'llseud a 
man to Lidford for your traps.” 

“Thanks—no, You are yery kind; but I am staying 
with my sister for a few days, and must return to town 
before end of the week. The fact of the matter is, 
Sir David, I haye come here to-day to ask you for some 
explanation of your conduct at our last interview. I don’t 
want to say rude or disagreeable, for I am quite 

to believe that you felt kindly towards me, even 
at the time when you deceived me, I spues there are 


some ions in which a man can fair 
play, and that mine was such a position. But you cer- 
tainly did deceive me, Sir Dayid, and grossly,” 


“ That last is rather an unpleasant word, Mr, Fenton. 
In what res did I deceive you?” 

“T came here on purpose to ask you if Mr. Holbrook, 
the man who robbed me of ay prompined. wife, were a 
friend of yours, and you denied knowledge of him.” 

“Granted. And what then, my dear sir? 

“When I came to ask you that question, I had no 
special reason for supposing this Mr. Holbrook was 
known to you, It only struck me that, being a stranger 


in the vil , 28 the result of my inquiries had proved to 
™me, he ht be one of your many visitors, I knew at 
that time that Mr. Holbrook had taken his wife to a farm- 
‘house in immediately after their marriage—a 


house lent to him by s friend; but I did not know that 
you had any estate in that county, Lhaye been to Hamp- 
shire seh have found Mrs, Holbrook at the 

Grange, near r—in your house.” 
rs You bave f ndher! Well, Mr. Fenton, the circum- 
stantial evidence is too strong for me, so I must plead 
y. Yes; I did deceive you when I told you that Hol- 


unknown to me; but I had pledged my word 
to keep his to give you no clew, should you ever 
happen to question me, that could lead bo your discovery 
of your lost love’s whereabouts, It, was considered, I 
conclude, that any meeting between you two must needs 
result un itly. At any rate, there was a strong de- 
sire to avoid you; snd in common duty to my friend I 
‘was compelled to respect that desire.” 
et yi, wish on the partof my successful 
as may have! the lady's wish rather than Mr. 
8, 
“I have rea ‘know that it was otherwise, I have 
heard fro 2 Maria's own lips that she would have written 
a conféssion of the truth, had she been free to do 


#0, It was her husband who prevented her giving 
me notice of my desertion,” 


“Nota ve 


“T cannot pretend to explain his conduct,” Sir Dayid 

gravely. “om know that I Diciged myself 

ba? i? zoe poaret: sill elt und to doso, eyen at the 
cost of a lie.” 


“And this man is your friend. You must know 
whether he is worthy to be Marian Nowell’s husband. 
‘The circumstances of her life do not to me fayora- 
ble to ben epee so far aa I have been able to discover 

,nor did I think her loo! when we met. 
| oa be glad to know she not fallen into 


iy ioe F cavioss by this time your feelings have cooled 
a 


little. You have abandoned those revengeful in- | 
entertain 


down 
tentions ou appeared to when you were last 
in this house 

I have promised Marian 


“Ina op Pag oag) 28, 
that, should nd her ait meet, as we must do, I 
believe, later, she need apprehend no violence 
on my part. He has won the prizé; any open resent- 
ment em mere school-boy folly. But you can- 
pol tae I feet very kindly towards him, or ever 


“Upon my soul, [think men are hardly msible 
for their actions where sa woman is concerned,” Sir David 
exclaimed, after a pause. ‘' We are the veriest slaves of 
destiny in these matters, A man sees the only woman in 
_ Dagsats | he can love so) late to win her with honor, - If 


this wrong Ae vee fanene 
against temptation. ut, you see 
hed i> ative har ae oe last. 


held | with de, 


have sworn to be her faithful and watchful friend in all 
the days to come, I want to be sure that her future is a 
bright one—much brighter than it seemed when I saw 
her in your lonely old house near Crosber. She has had 
money left her since then; so poverty can no longer be a 
reason for her being hidden from the world.” 

be Tam very glad to hear that; my friend is not a rich 
man, 
* “So Marian toldme. But I want to learn something 
more than that about him. Up to this moment he has been 
the most intangible being I ever heard of. Will you tell 
me who and what he is—his position in the world, and 
so on?” 


‘“‘Humph!” muttered Sir David, meditatively; ‘‘I 
don t know that I can tell you much about him, His po- 
sition is. like that of a good many others of my acquaint- 
ance—rather yague and intangible, to usethe word you 
employed just now. He is not well off; he is a gentle- 
man by birth, with some small mieans of his own, and he 
lives, sir, lives.’ That is about allI can say of him— 
from a worldly point of view. With regard to his affec- 
tion for Miss Nowell, I know that he loved her passion- 
ately, devotedly, desperately—the strongést expression 
you can supply to describe a man’s folly. I never saw 
any fellow so far gone. Heaven’ knows I did my best to 
argue him out of this fancy—urged your claim, the girl’s 
poverty, every reason against the marriage ; but friendly 
argumentation of that kind goes very little way in such a 
case, Hetook his own course. It was only when I found 
the business was decided upon that I offered him my 
house in Hampshire; a place to which I never go myself, 
but which brings me in a decent income in the hands of 
a-cleyer bailiff. I-knew that Holbrook had no heme 
ready for his wife, and I thought it would give them a 
pleasant retreat-enough for a few months, while the 
honey and rose-leaves still sweetented the wine-cup of 
their wedded life. They have stayed there ever since, as 
you seem to know; so I conclude they have found the 
place agreeable, Confoundedly dreary, I should fancy it 
myself ; but then I’m nots newly married man.” 

The Baronet gave a brief sigh, and his thoughts went 
back for a moment to the time when he too was in 
Aresdia; when afair young wife was by his side, and 
when no hour of his existence seemed ever dull or weary 
tohim. It was allchangednow! He had billiards and 
whist, and horses and hounds, and a yast collection of 
gunnery, and great stores of wine in the gloomy arched 
yaults beneath the house, where a hundred prisoners had 
been kept under lock and key when Heatherly had fallen 
into the hands of the Cromwellian soldiery, and the faith- 
ful retainers of the household were fain to lay down their 
arms. He had all things that make up the common 
pléssures and delight’s of a man’s existence, but he had 
lost the love which had given these things a new charm, 
and without which all life seemed flat, stale and unprofit- 
able, He could sympathize with Gilbert Fenton much 
more keenly than that gentleman would have supposed 
possible; for a man suffering frrm this kind of ion 
is apt to imagine that he has a copy-right in that species 
of grief, and that no other ever did or ever can ex- 
perience a like calamity. e same manner of trouble 
may come to others, of course, but not with a similiar 
intensity. Others. will suffer and recover, and find a 
balm elsewhere. He alone is constant until death ! 

“ And you can tell me nothing more about Mr. Hol- 
brook ?” he asked, after 4 pause.. 

“Upon my honor, nothing. I think you will do wisely 
to leave these two people to take their own way in the fu- 
ture, without any interference on your «mi You speak 
of watchful friendship, and all that. kind of thing, and I 
can quite appreciate your disinterested desire to befriend 
the woman whom you once hoped to make your wife. 
But, believe me, my dear Fenton, nomanner of good can 
possibly come of your intervention. Those two have 
chosen their road in life, and must travel along it, side 
by wide through good or evil fortune. Holbrook would 
nat ly be jealous of any friendship between his wife 
and you; while such a friendship could not fail to keep 
alive bitter thoughts in your mind—could not fail to 
sharpen the regret which you fancy just now is to be life- 
long. I have nodoubt I seem to speak in a hard, worldly 
spirit.” 

“You speak like a man of the world, Sir David,” the 
other answered, quietly, “ and I cannot deny that there 
is a certain amount of wisdom in your advice. No, my 
friendship is not wanted by either of these two, suppos- 
ing even that I were generous bevy be able to give 
it to both. I have learned that lesson already from 
Marian herself, But you must remeniber that I prom- 
ised her poor old grandfather—the man who died a few 
days ago—that I would watch over her interests with 
patient fidelity, that I would be her friend and peotector, 
if ever the time should céme in which she would need 
friendship and protection. I am not going to forget this 
promise, or to neglect its performance ; and ‘in order to 
be true to my word, I am bound to make myself ac- 

uainted with the circumstances of her married life, and 

¢ character of her hnsband.” 

“Cannot you be satisfied with knowing that she is 
happy?” ’ 

*T haye seen her, Sir David, and am by no means as- 
sured of her happiness.” 

# And yet it was a love-match on both sides, Holbrook, 
as I have told you, loved her passionately.” 

“ That passionate kind of love is apt to wear itself ont 
yery quickly with some men, Your bailiff’s daughter 
complained bitterly of Mr. Holbrook’s frequent absence 
from the Grange, of the dullness and loneliness of my 
poor girl’s life.” A 

‘Women are apt to be exacting,” Sir David answered 

i the shoulders. ‘‘ My friend 
Holbrook has the battle af fife to Nagi? could not spend 
all his days playing the Jover, his wife has had 
money left her, that will make some difference in their 
n. A man is never at his best when he is worried 

y debts and financial difficulties. : 
* And Mr, Holbroek was in debt when he married, I 


Po 
Pe was. I must confess that I find that complaint 


& Yexy common one among my acquaintance,” the Baro- 
net added with a laugh, . 

“< Will you tell me what this Holbrook is like in persom, 
Sir David? I haye questioned several people about him 
and have never obtained anything beyond the vw 
kind of description.” 

Sir David Forster laughed aloud at this request, 

“What! you want to‘know whether your rival ishandé- 
some, I suppose ? like a woman, who always commences 
her inquiries about another woman by asking whether 
she is pretty. My dear Fenton, all personal descriptions 
are yague. It is almost impossible to furnish a correct 
catalogue of any man’s features, Holbrook is just one 
of those men whom it.is most difficult to describe—not 
particularly good-looking, nor especially ill-looking ; very 
clever, and with plenty of expression and character in 
hisface, Older than you by some years, and looking 
older than he really is.” 

“Thanks; but thereis not one precise statement in 
7s, ARR. Is the man dark or fair—short or 
tall? 

“Rather dark than fair; rather tall than short.” 

“ That will do, Sir David,” Gilbert said, starting sud- 
denly to his feet, and looking the Baronet in the face in- 
tently, ‘‘ The man who robbed me of my promised wife 
is the man whom I introduced to her; the man who has 
come between me aud all my hopés, who hides himself 
from my just anger, and skulks in the bac und un- 
der a feigned name, is the one friend whom I have loved 
aboye all other men—John Saltram |” 

Sir David faced him without flinching. If it was acted 
surprise which appeared upon his countenance at the 
sound of John Saltram’s name, the acting was perfect. 
Gilbert could discover nothing from that broad stare of 
blank amazement, 

“In Heayven’s name, what can have putsuch a prepos- 
terous notion into your head?” Sir David asked, coolly, 

“T cannot tell you, The conviction has grown upon 
me, against my own will. Yes, I have hated myself for 
being able to suspect my friend. You do not know how 
T have loved that man, or how our friendship began at 
Oxford long ago with something like hero-worship on my 
side. I thought that he was born to be great noble ; 
and Heaven knows I have felt the disappointment and 
fraabat cies, of his career more keenly than he haa felt 
them himself. No, Sir David, I don’t think ¥ is posai- 
ble for any man to comprehend how I haye loyed John 
Saltram.” 4 

“And yet, without a shred of evidence, you believe 
him guilty of betraying you.” 

“Will you give me your word of honor that Marian’s 
a and John Saltram are not one and the same per- 
s0n ’ 2 : ‘ 

“No,” answered Sir David, impatiently ; ‘Iam tiredef 
the whole business. You have questioned and 
questioned me quite long enough, Mr. Fenton, and I 
haye answered you to the best my ability, and! 
given you rational advice, which you will of course de 
cline to take. If you think your friend has wronged you, 
go tohim and tax him with that wrong. I wash my 
hands of the affair altogether, from this moment; but 
without wishing to be offensive, I cannot help kebipa yon 
that, to my mind, youare acting very foolishly 
business,” . 

**T dare say it may seem sotoyou. You would think 
better of me if I could play the stoic, and en She has 


jilted me, and is dead to me henceforward.’ ut I can- 


not do that, Ihave the mawory of her pence er 
hood—the happy days in which I knew her first—the 

rous protector who sheltered her life, I am pledged 
the dead, Sir David.” 


He left Heatherly,soon after this, though the Baronet 
pressed him to stay to dinner, " 


CHAPTER XXIV. 
TORMENTED BY DOUBT. 


Te long homeward walk gave Gilbert sore leisure 
for reflection upon his. interview .with Sir, yery 
unsatisfactory interview at the best. Yes, the convicti 
that the man who hed mrcnaeg him was no other than 
his own familiar friend, had flashed up@@ him witha 
new force as the Baronet answered his quéstions about 
John Holbrook, The suspicion which had entered his 
mind after he left the lonely farm house near Orosber, 
and which he had done his uttermost to as if it 
had been a suggestion of the evil came to him 
to-day with a form and reality w: it had lacked be- 
fore. It seemed no longer a vague fancy, a dark, wel- 
come thought that bordered on folly. Tthad taken a 
a shaps altogether, and appeared to him almost 
‘tainty. : 

Sir David’s refusal to make any direct denial of the 
fact seemed to confirm his suapie. Yet it was, on the 
other hand, just possible that Sir Dayid, finding him on 
a false scent, should haye been willing to let him follow 
it, and that the real offender should be screened by this 
suspicion of John Saltram., But then there arose in his 
mind a doubt that had perplexed his sorely for a long 
time, If his successful rival had been indeed a stranger 
to him, what reason could there be for so much I 
in the circumstances of the 2? and why 
Marian haye so carefully avoided him 
about her husband? That his friend, having .betra: 
him, should shrink from the revelation of his falsehood 
should adopt any underhand course ta avoid Aigo Very, 
seemed natural enough. Yet to believe. this was | think 

eanly of the man whom he had loved so well, whom he 

ad confided in so implicitly until the arising of this 
cruel doubt. . 

He had known long ago, when the first freshness of 
his boyish delusions faded away before the penetrat 
clear daylight of reality—he had known long ago that. 
friend was not faultless ; that, one 


& cer 


except in 
alliance with himself, John Saltram had. been 


, Way~ 
ward, Sg ting * a gegen nes oe it, ng") no 
dream 0 uth, no ambition ie eae 
content to ag one after another, until his life 
was left without any exalted aim. But 


m. But Gilbert had 
his friend's nature still a noble din the 
comparative failure of his life,” It wae very aie Soe 
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htm to imagine it possible that this friend could act falaely 
aod ungenerously, could steal his betrothed from him, 
and keep the secret of his guilt, pretending to symwathize 
with the jilted lover all the while. 

But though Mr. Fenton told himeelf at one moment 
fhat this was impossible, histhoughts traveled back to the 
same point imme y afterwards, and the image of 
John Saltram arose before him as that of his hidden foe, 
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remembered the long autumn days which he and his 
friend had spent with Marian—those unclouded, utterly 
hsppy days, which he looked back upon now with a kind 
of wonder. They had been so much together, Marian so 
bright and fascinating in her innocent enjoyment of the 
present, brighter and happier just then than she had 
ever seemed to him before, Gilbert remembered with a 
bitter . He had been completely unsuspicious at the 


remarked in her before. 

Was it strange if John Saltram had fallen in love with 
her? was it possible to see her daily inall the glory of 
her girlish loveliness, made doubly bewitching by the 

ess of her nature, the incescribable charm of her 
manner; wasit possible to be with her often, as John 
* Saltram had been, and not love her? Gilbert had thought 
of his friend as utterly impregnable to any such danger ; 
6 a man who has spent all his stock of tender enaotion 
long ago, and who looked upon matrimony as a transac- 
tion by which he might mend his broken fortunes. That 
this man should fall a victim to tke same subtle charm 
which had subjugated himself, was a possibility that 
never occurred to Gilbert’s mind in this happy period of 
his existence. He wanted his friend’s approval of his 
ehoice; he wished to see his passion j d in the eyes 
of the man whom it was his habit to regard in some wise 
as asuperior creature; and it had been a real delight to 
hhim to hear Mr, Saltram’s warm praises of Marian. 

Looking back at the past to-day froma new point of 
view, he wondered at his own folly. What was more. 
natural than that John Saltram should have found his 
doom. as he had fonnd it, unthought of, undreamed of, 
swift and fatal? Nor was it difficult for him to believe 
that Marian—who had perhaps never really loved him, 
who had been induced to accept him by his own perti- 
nacity and her uncle’s eager desire for the match—should 
find a charm and a power in John Saltram that had been 
wanting in himself. He had seen too many instances of 
hie friend’s influence over men and women, to doubt his 
ability to win this innocent ete ke gee girl, had he set 
himself to win her, He recalled with a bitter smile how 
his informants had all described his rivalin a disparag- 
jog tone, as unworthy of so fair a bride; and he knew 
that it was precisely those qualities which these common 
people were unable to appreciate that constituted the 
subtle charm by which John Saltram influenced others, 
The rugged power and grandeur of that dark face, which 
vulgar critics denounced as plain and unattractive, the 
rare fascination of amanner that varied from an ex- 
treme reserve to a wild, reckless vivacity, the magic of 
the full voice, with its capacity for the expression of 

of emotion—these were attributes to be 
passed over and ignored by the vulgar, yet.to exercise a 
potent influence upon sensitive, sympathetic natures, 

“How that aed little Anglo-Indian widow loves him, 
without any effort to win or hold her affection on his 

side!" Gilbert said to himeelf, as he walked back to Lid- 
ford im the darkening November afternoon, brooding 
always on the one subject which occupied all his 
thoughts; “and can I doubt his power to supersede me 
if he cared to do so—if he really loved Marian, as he 
never has loyed Mrs. Branston? What shallI do? Go 
to him af once, and tell him my suspicion, tax him 
broadly with treachery, and force himtoa ; con- 
fession or denial? Shall Ido this? Or shall I bide my 
time, wait and watch with dull, do patience, till I 

‘can cviléct some evidence of his guilt? Yes, let it be so. 
If he has been bake enough t6 do me this great wrong— 
me in enough to steal my betrothed under a false name, 

~ wind to keep the'secret of his wrong-doing at any cost of 

"ies and deceit—let him go on to the énd, let him act out 
‘the play to the last; and when I bring his falsehood 
‘home to him, as I must surely do, sooner or Jater—yes, 

-tfhe is capable of deceiving me, he shall eontinue the 
lie to the last, he shall endure all the infamy of his false 
‘position, 

~ And then, after pause, he said to himself, 

“Andat the end, if my suspicions are confirmed, I 
‘Shall havelost all IT have ever valued in life since my 
-m6ther died—my plighted wife, and the one chosen 

friend whosé companionship could make existence pleas- 
~ant to me. God grant that ‘this fancy of mine is as 
‘bascless as Sir David Forster declared it to be! God 
grant that I may never find a secret enemy in John Sal- 
tram |” 


/eToesed about thus upon a sea of doubts, Mr. Fenton 
returned to Lidford House, where he was expected to be 
bright and cheerful, and entertain his host and hostess 
with the freshest gossip of the London word. He did 
make a great effort to keep up a xhow of cheerfulness at 
‘ths dinner-tablé; but he felt that his sister’s eyes were 
watching him with a pitiless scrutiny, and he knew that 
the attempt was an ignominious failure, - 
\ When honest Martin was snoring in his easy-chair be 
fore the drawing-room fire, with the red Haut shining 
fall upon his round healthy countenance, Mrs. Lister 
beckoned her brother over to her side of the hearth, 
where she had an embroidery-frame, whereon was 
stretched ¢ome grand design in Berlin wool-work, to 
which she devoted herself every now and then with a 
—, of macy Shé had been absorbed in a pro- 
found calculation of stitches upon the canvas and on 
the colored pattern before her until this moment; but she 
Ikid aside her work with a solemn air when Gilbert went 
over to her, and he knew at once what was coming. 


t it sigh of ae ion, 
to you reriously, as a sister ought to talk 


to a brother, without any fear of offen . Pm very 
sorry to see you have not yet forgotten wicked, un- 
grateful gia Marian Nowell.” 

ld you that I have not forgotten her?” 

“ Your own face, Gilbert. It’s no use for you to put 
ona pretense of being cheerful and light-hearted with 
me. I know you too well to be deceived by that kind of 
harp 7 could see how absent-minded you were all din- 
ner-time, in spite of your talk, You can’t hoodwink an 
affectionate sister.” 

“T don’t wish to hoodwink you, my dear,” Mr. Fenton 
answered quietly, ‘or to affect a —o which I do 
not feel, any more than I wish tomake a parade of my 
grief. It is natural for an Englishman to be reticent 
upon such matters; but I do not mind owning to you 
that Marian Nowell is unforgotten by me, and that the 
loss of her will have an enduring influence upon my 
life; and having said as much as that, Belle, I must 
request that you will not expatiate any more upon this 
poor girl’s breach of faith. I have forgiven her long ago, 
and I ehall always regard her as the purest and dearest of 
women,” 

‘What! you can hold her up as a paragon of perfec- 
tion after she has thrown you over in the most heartless 
manner? Upon my word, Gilbert, I have no common 
patience with such folly. Your weakness im this affair, 
from first to last, has been positively deplorable.” 

“Tam sorry you disapprove of my conduct, Belle; but 
as it is not a very pleasant subject, don’t you t we 
may as well avoid it now and henceforward ?” 

“Oh, very well, Gilbert,” the lady exclaimed, with an 
offended air; “of course, if you choose to exclude me 
from your confidence, I must submit; but I do think it 
rather hard that your only sister should not be allowed 
to speak of a business that concerns you so nearly.” 

* What good can arise out of any discussion of the sub- 
ject, Belle? Youthink me weak and foolish; granted 
that Iam beth, you eannot cure me of my weakness or 
my folly.” 

“And am I never to hope that you will find some one 
else better worthy of your regard than Marian Nowell?” 

“T fear not, Belle. For me there is no one else.” 

Mrs, Lister breathed a profound sigh, and resumed the 
counting of her svitches. Yet perhaps, after all, it was 
better that her brothers should cherish tho memory of 
this unluckly attachment, It would preserve him from 
the hazard of any imprudent alliance in the future, and 
leave his fortune free todescend by-and-by to the juvenile 
Listers, Isabella was not a particularly mercenary per- 
son, but she was a woman of the world, and had an 
eye tothe future aggrandizement of her children. 

She was very kind and considerate to Gilbert after this, 
carefully aaeting any further allusions to his los 
love, and taking all possible pains to make his visit pleas- 
anttohim. She was so affectionaté and cordial, and 
seemed so really anxious for him to stay, that he could 
net, in common decency, hurry back to town quite so 
soon as hehad intended. ee ed his visit to the 
end of that week, and then to t Deguuitig of the next; 
and when he did at last find himself free to return to 
London the second week was nearly ended. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 
MISSING, 


GILBERT FENTON was very glad to have made his es- 
cape from Lidford at last, for his mind was full of anx- 
iety about Again and again he had arguedwith 
himself upon the folly and uselesness of this anxiety. 
She, for whose interests he was so trowbled, was safe 
en , no doubt, protected by a husband, who was 
most likely a man of the world, and bard *as able to pro- 
tect her as Gilbert could be. He told himself this; but 
still the uneasy sense that he was neglecting his duty that 
he was neglecting his duty, that he was falee to the promise 
made to old Jacob Nowell, tormented and perplexed him. 
He felt that he ought to be doing something—that he had 
no right to remain in ignorance of the progress of Ma- 
rian’s affairs—that he should be at hand to frustrate any 
attempt at knavery on the part of the lawyer—to be sure 
that the old man’s wealth suffered no dimimution before 
it reached the hands of the heiress, 

Gilbert Fenton felt that his promise to the dead bound 
him to do these things, and felt at the same time the 
weakness of -his own position with relation to Marian. 
By what right could*he interfere in the conduct of her 
affairs? what claim could he assert to defend her in- 
terests? who would listen to any romantic notion about 
a promise made to the dead? 

‘He went to Queen Anne Court upon the night of his 
return to London, ‘The silversmith’s shop looked exactly 


the same as when he had first seen it; the gas burning | bes! 


dimly, the tarnished old salvers and tankards gleaming 
duskily in the faint light, with all manne? of purple and 
greenish hues. Mr. Tulliver was in his little den at the 
back of the shop, and emerged with his usual rapidity at 
the ringing of the door-bell, 

“ Oh it’s you, is it, sir?” he asked in an indifferent, 
half-insolent tone, ‘What cam I do for you this 
evening?” 

‘Ts your late master’s granddaughter, Mrs. Holbrook, 
here ?” Gilbert asked. _ 

“No; Mrs, Holbrook went away on the morning after 
my master’s death. I told you that when you called here 
last.” : ‘ 

“Tam quite aware of that; but I thought itlikely Mrs. 
Holbrook might return here with her husband to take 
possession of the property, which I suppose you know 
now belongs to her.” 

“Yes, [know all about that; but she hasn’t come yet 
to take possession 3 she doesn’t seem in such a desperate 
hurry about it. I dare say she knows that things are 
safe enough. Medler, the lawyer, is not the kind of 


party to be cheated out of sixpence. He has taken an in- | calm 


ventory of every article in the place, and the weight and 
value of every article. Your friend Mrs, Holbrook 
needn’t be afraid. I suppose she’s some relation of 
yours, by-the-by, sir, by the interest’ you seem to take in 
her affairs?” i 

“Yes,” Gilbert said; not caring to answer this ques- 


tion directly; ‘I do not take a warm interest in Mrs. } trust in 
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Holbrook’s affairs, and I am very anxious to see he? 
Placed in indisputed possession of her late grandfather's 
Pp 


Te ebyala think her husband would see after that,” 
Mr, Tulliver remarked, with a aneer. 

Gilbert left the court after having asked a few questions 
about Newell’s funeral. The old man had been buried 
at Kensal Green, followed to the grave only by the de- 
voted Tulliver, Mr, Medler, and the local surgeon who 
had attended him in his last illness, He had lived a 
lonely, friendless life, holding himself aloof from his 
fellow-creatures ; and there were neither neighbors nor 
friends to lament his ending. The vagabond boys of the b 
neighborhood had clustered round the door to witness 
the last dismal ceremony of Mr, Nowell’s existence, and 
had hung about the shop-front for some time after the 
funeral cortege had departed, peeping curiously down 
into the darksome area, aud speculating upon the hoards 
of wealth which the old miser had hidden away in coal- 
cellars and dust-bins, under the stone flags of the scul- 
lery, or in the crannies of the dilapidated walla, There 
were no bounds to the imagination of these street Ara’ 
who had been in the habit of yelping and whooping ai 
the old man’s heels when he took his infrequent walks 
abroad, assailing him with derisive epithets alluding to 
his moiety Pest 

Among the elders of the court there was sonie little talk 
about the dead man, and the probable disposal of his 
property, with a good deal of argument and the laying 
down of the law on the part of the graver and wiser mem- 
bers of that community ; some people affecting to know 
to a sixpence the amount of Jacob Fowell’s savings, oth- 
ers acerediting. him with the possession of fabulous 
riches, and all being unanimous in the idea that the old ‘ 
man’s heir or heirs, as the case might be, would 
scatter his long-hoarded treasures, Many of these peo- 
ple could remember the silversmith’s prodigal son; but | 
none among them were aware of that gentleman’s return, 
They wondered a good deal as to whether he was still liy- i 
ing, and whether the money had been left to him or to 
that pretty young woman who had appeared in the last 
days of the old man’s life, no one knowing whence she 
had come, There was nothing to be gained from ques- 
tioning Luke Tulliver, the court knew of old experience, 
The most mysterious dungeons of the Spanish Inqnisi- 
tion, the secret chambers under the leads in Venice, were 
not closer or deeper the mind of that young man. ; 
The court had been inclined to think that Luke Tullivyer 
would come into his master’s money; and the opinion 
inclined that way even yet, seeing that Mr. Tulliver still 
held his ground in the shop, and that no strangers had 
been seen to enter the place since the funeral, 

From Queen Anne’s Court Gilbert Fenton went on the 
gloomy street where Mr. Medler has his office and abode. 
It was an hour for a professional visit; but Gilbert 
found the lawyer etill hard at work at his “pee oy 
the lurid light of a dirty-looking, battered old ‘oil-lamp, 
which left the corners of the dingy wainscoted room 
prefound obscurity. He looked up from his papers with 
some show of surprise on hearing Mr, Fenton's name 


ate visitor, Mr. Medler’s solitary clerk hav- { 
ing departed t#his own dwelling some hours before. j 

“T must ask you to excuse this untimely call, Mr. 
Medler,;” Gilbert said, politely; ‘‘ but the fact of the 
matter is, I am a little anxious about my friend, 
Mrs, Holbrook, and her affairs, and I thought you the ! 
most likely person to give me some information about " 
them. I should have called in business hours; but I 
have only just returned from the country, and did not 
care to delay my inquiries until to-morrow. Ihave just 
come from Queen Anne’s Court, and am rather sur- 

rised that neither Mrs, Holbrook nor her h d has 
een there. You have seen or heard from them since the 
funeral I suppose ?” 

“No, Mr. Fenton, Ihave neither seen nor heard of i 
them. I wrote a formal letter to Mrs, Holbrook, setting | 
ont the contents of the will; but there has been no an- 
swer as yet,”” ° : 

“Strange, is it not?” Gilbert exclaimed, with 
anxious look, 

, “ Well, yes, it is certainly not the usual course of pro- 


ceeding. ‘However, there is time enough yet. The fu- } 

neral has not beem over much more than a week, The 1 

property is ectly safe, you know.” . | 
“ Of course; but it is not the less that 4 

Mr, Holbrook should hang back in this manner, I 

go down to the thing to-morrow and see 

Mre, Holbrook,” 


“ Humph!” muttered the lawyer ; ‘I can’t say.that I 
gee, any necessity for that, But of course conaaoer 


Gilbert Fenton did start for Hampshire early the next | 
morning by, the same train in which Marian h; ed. 

after her agg di 

the day when he found himself at 


the hotel and hired a fly to take him to Crosber, where 
he left the vehicle at the old inn, preferring to walkon 
to the Grange. It was a bright November day, with a “7 
pale yellow sunlight jase, Aeatas level fields and dis- f 
tant hills that rose beyond crowned with a scanty “i 
fringe of firs, that stood out black and sharp against the | 
clear autumn sky. It was a cheerfnl day, and a solitary a 
bitd was singing here and there, as if that 
pleasant warmth and sunshine into the fend belief that | 
winter was still far off, and the glory of fields and woods r 
not yet departed. Gilbert’s spirits ‘rose in some degree —S 
under the influence of that late ess and sweet = 
i 
q 


rustic calm, He fancied that there it be still some. - 
kind of happiness for him in the long years to come; f 
pale and faint like the sunlight of to-day—an autumnal . 4 


Ifhe might be Marian’s friend and brother, herde —s_ | 
voted counselor, her untiring servant, it seemed to ion ee 
that he could Hiner Sas Sas pone a r moderately ha 39 
in the occasional delight of her society ; rewarded for his <a 
devotion by a few kind words now and then—a letter,a | 
friendly smile—rewarded still more richly by her perfeeh 
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These thoughts were in his mind to-day as he went 
along the lonely country lane leading to the Grange; 
thoughts which seemed inspired by the tranquil land- 
f scape and peaceful autumn day; thoughts which were 

full of the purest love and charity—yes, even if that rival 
should prove to be the one man in all this world from 
whom a deep wrong would seem most bitter. 

** What am I, tliat I should measure the force of his 
temptation,” he said to himself, ‘‘or the strength of 
his resistance? Tet me be sure that he loves my dar- 
ling as truly as I love her, that the chief object of his 
life has been and will be her happiness, and then let 
me put away all selfish vindictive thoughts, and fall quietly 
into the background of my dear one’s life, content to be 
her brother and her friend.” 

The Grange looked unchanged in its somber lonely 
aspect. The chrysanthemums were all withered by this 
time, and there were no flowers in the old-fashioned gar- 
den. The bell was answered by the same woman who had 
admitted him before, and who made no parley about let- 
ting him in this time, 

* My young missus said I was to be sure and let her 

ow if you came, sir,” she said; “she’s very anxious to 
ee you,” 

“Your young mistress; do you mean Mrs, Hol- 
brook ?” 

“No, sir ; Miss Carley, master’s daughter.” 

# Indeea! I remember the young lady ; I shall be very 
happy to see her if she has anything to say to me; but it 
is Mrs. Holbrook I have come to see, Shé is at-home, I 
suppose?” 

* Oh dear, no, sir; Mrs. Holbrook has left, without a 
word of notice; gone nobody knows where, That is what 
has made #ur young missus fret about it so.” 

“Mrs. Holbrook has left!” Gilbert explained in blank 
amazement; “ when?” 

“It’s more than a week ago now, sir.: 

“And do none of you know why she went, away, or 
where she has gone?” 

“No more than the dead, sir. But you’d better see 
Miss Carley; she'll be able to tell you all about it,” 

The womén led him imto the house, and to the room 
in which he had seen Marian. There was no fire here 
to-day, and the room had a desolate, unoccupied look, 
rte the sun’was shining cheerfully on the old-fash- 

‘oned, many-paned windows, There were a few books, 
which Gilbert remembered as Marian’s literary treasures, 
neaily arranged on a rickety old ¢hiffonier by the fire- 
Place, and the desk and work-basket which he had seen 
on his. previous visit. 

He was half bewildercd by what the woman had told 
him, and his heart beat tumultuously as he stood by the 
empty hearth, waiting for Ellen Carley’s coming. It 
seemed-to himas if the girl never would come., The 
ticking of an old eight-day clock in the hall had a ghast- 
ly sound in the dead silence of the house, and an indus- 
triows mouse made itself distinctly heard behind the 
wainseot, ~ 

At last a light, rapid footstep came tripping across the 
Ahall, and Ellen Carley entered the room. She was look- 
ing palerthan when Gilbert had seen her last, and the 
bright face was very grave. ; 

“For Heaven’s sake, tell me what this means, Miss 
Carley,” Gilbert began eagerly. “Your servant tells me 
that Mrs. Holbrook has left you—in somo mysterious 
way, Limagine, from what the woman =aid.” 


4 “ Oh, sir, Tam so. glad’you have come here; I should 


- have written to you if had known where to address a 
Jetter, Yes, sir, she has gone—that dear, sweet young 
ereature—and I fear some harm has come to her.” 
The girl burst into tears; and for some minutes could 
no more. ‘ 
* Pray, pray be calm,” Gilbert said, gently, ‘and tell 
me all you can about this business. How did Mrs, Hol- 
brook leave this place? and why do you suspect that any 
harm has befallen her?’ 
“ There is every reason to think so, sir. Is it like her 
K to leave us without a word of notice, knowing, as she 
must have known, the unhappiness she would cause to 
f m6, who love her so well, by such a step ?. She knew how 
T loved her. I think she had scarcely a secret from 
me. ‘ , 
“Tf. you will only tell me the manner of her depart- 
i ure,” Gilbert said, rather impatiently. 
i. 


“Yes, yes, sir; I am to that directly. She 
a seemed happier after she came back from London, poor 
’ dear; and she told me that her grandfather had left her 


- money, und that she was likely to become quite a rich 
2 woman, The thought of this gave her so much plessure 
—not for her own sake, but for her husband’s, whose 
eares and di! ies would all cometo an end now, she 
told me, had been back only a few days, when I 
left home for a day and a night, to see my aunt—an old 
woman and a constant invalid, who lives at Malsham. 
I had put off going to her for long time. for I didn’t 
care Mrs. Holbrook ;-but I had to go at 
it hard that T couldn’t spare time 

4 Tr, and tidy up her house a bit, 

and see to the girl that waits upon her, poor, helpless 
| thing! SoI started off before noon one day, after tell- 
| . Mrs. Holbrook where I was going, and when I hoped 
: back, She was in Mail god spirits that morning. 

for she expected herhusband next day. “Ihave told 

him not about the good fortune that has come to 


so much as a day since she came to the Grange: I 
thought of her all the while I. was at my aunt’s ; who has 
very fidgety ways, poor old lady, and isn’t a pleasant 
person to be with. I felt quite in a fever of im- 
patience to. get home again; and was very glad when 
a neighbor’s spring-cart dropped meat the end 
of the lane, and I saw_ the old chimneys 
above the tops of the trees, It was four o’clock in the 
afternoon when I got home; father was at tea in the oak 
parlor where we take our meals, and the house was as 
quiet asa grave. I came straight to this room, but it 
was empty; and when I called Martha, she told me.Mrs, 
Holbrook had gone.out at oneo’clock in the day, and had 
not been home since, though she was expected back to 
dinner at three. She had been away three hours then, 
and at a time when I knew she could not expect Mr. Hol- 
brook, unless she hdd received a fresh letter-from him to 
say that he wascoming by an earlier train than usual. I 
asked Martha if there had been any letters for Mrs. Hol- 
brook that day, and she told me yes ; there had been one 
by the morning post, It was no use asking Martha what 
kind of letter it looked, and whether it was from Mr, 
Holbrook, for the poor ignorant creature can neither 
read nor write, and one handwriting is the same as an- 
other toher. Mrs, Holbrook had told her nothing as to 
where she was going, only saying that she would be back 
in an hour or two. Martha let her out atthe gate, and 
watched her take the way towards the river bank, and, 
seeing this, made sure she was going to meet her hus- 
band, Well, sir, five o’clock struck, and Mrs, Holbrook 
had not come home. I began. to feel seriously 
uneasy about her, I told my father so; hut he took the 
matter lightly enough at first, saying it was no business 
of ours, and that Mrs, Holbrook was just as well able to 
take care of herself ag any one else, But after tive 
o'clock I couldn’t rest a minute longer. so I put on 
my bonnet and shawl and went down by the river bank, 
after sending oneof the farm laborers to look for my 
poor dear in the opposite direction, It’s a very lonely 
walk at the best of times, though afew of the country 
folks dogo that way between Malsham and Crosber on 
market days, There’s scarcely a house to be seen for 
miles, except Wyncomb Farmhouse, Stephen Whitela’s. 
place, which lies a little way back from the river bank, 
about a mile from here; besides that and a solitary cot- 
tage here and there, you won’t see a sign of human life 
for four or five miles, Amybody might be pushed into 
the river and made away withim broad daylight, and no 
one need be the wiser. The loneliness of the place struck 
me with an awful fear that afternoon, and from that mo- 
ment I began to think that I should never see Mrs. Hol- 
brook again.” 

“What of her husband? He. was expected on this 
particular afternoon, you say 2?” 

“He was, sir; but he did not come till the next day. 
It was almost dark when I went ‘to the river bank, I 
walked for about three miles and a half, to a gate that 
opened into the fields by which Mr. Holbrook came 
across from Malsham, I knew his wife never went fur- 
ther than this gate, but used to wait for him here, if she 
happened to be the first to reach it. I hurried along, 
half running all the way, and calling aloud to Mrs. Hol- 
brook every now and then with all my might. But there 
was no answer. Some men in a boat loaded with hay 
stopped to ask me what was the matter, but they could 
tell me nothing. They were coming from Malsham, 
and had seen no one along the bank. I called at Mr. 
Whitelaw’s as I came back, not with mneh hope that «I 
should hear anything; but what could I do but make in- 
quiries anywhere and everywhere? I was.almost wild with 
fright by this time, They could tell me nothing at Wyn- 
combe Farm. Stephen Whitelaw was alone in the kitchen 
smoking his pipe by agreat fire, He hadn’t been out all day 
he told me, and none of his people had seen or heard 
anything out ofthe common. As te any harm having 
come to. Mrs. Holbrook by the river bank, he said he 
didn’t think that was possible, for his men had been at 
work in the fields near the river all the afternoon, and 
must have seen or heard if there had np hee | 
wrong. There was some kind of comfort in and 
left the farm with my mind a little lighter than it had 
been when I went in there, I knew that Stephen White- 
law was no friend to Mrs, Holbrook, that he had a kind 
of grudge t her because she had been on some one 
else’s side—ia—in something.” Ellen Carley blushed as 
she came to this part of herstory, and then went on 
rather hurriedly to hide her confusion, ‘He didn’t like 
her, sir, you see, I knew but I didn’t think it possible 
he could deceive me in a matter of Iife and death. 80 I 
came hi hoping to find Mrs, Holbrook there before 
me. But were n0 signs of her, nor of her husband 
either, thoughI had fully e: to see him. Even 
father owned that looked bad now, and he let me 
send every man about the place—some one way, and 


some another—to hunt for my poor darling. I went in- 
to Crosber myself, though it was getting by this time, 
and made inquiries of every creature I w in the vil- 


; but it was all ne good; noone had seen anything 
, , 

fae lady I was looking for.” 

ri, the husband?” Gilbert asked again; “what of 

“He came next day at the usual hour, after we had 
been astir all se and the farm-laborers had been far 
and wide looking for Mrs. Holbrook. I never saw any 
one keem so shocked and horrified as he did when we 
told him how his wife had been missing for more than 
four-and-twenty hours, He isnot a gentleman to show 
his feelings much at ordinary times, and he was quiet 
enough in the midst of his alarm; but he turned as 
white as death, and I never saw the natural color come 
back to his face,all the time ne was down here.” 

** How long did he stay ?” 

“He only lefty . He was traveling about the 
country all the time, coming back here of a night to 
sleep, and with the hope that we might have heard some- 
thing in his absence. The river was dragged for three 
days; but, thank God, nothing came of that. Mr. Hol- 
brook set the Malsham police to work—not that they’re 
mauch I think ; but he wouldn’t leave a stone un- 
turned. And now I believe he has gone to London to 
get help from the police there. But ob, sir, I can’t make 


ap 


it out, and I have'lain awake night after night #hinking 
of it, and puzzling myself about it, until all sorts of 
dreadful fancies come iuto my mind.” : 

** What fancies?” : 

“Oh, sir, I scarcely dare tell you; but I loved that 
sweet young lady so well, that Ihave been as watchful 
and jealous in all things that concerned her as if she had 
been my own sister. I have thought sometimes that her 
husband had grown tired of her; that, however dearly 
he might have loved her at first, as I suppose he did, his 
love had worn out little by little, and he felt her a burden 
tohim. What other reason could there be for him to 
keep her hidden away in this dull place, month after 
month, when he must have seen that her youth and 
beauty and gayety of heart were slowly vanishing away, 
if he had eyes te see anything?” 

“But, good heavens!” Gilbert exclaimed, startled by 
the sudden. horror of the idea which Ellen Carley’s words 
suggested, “you surely do not imagine that Marian’s 
husband had any part in her disappearance? that he 
could be capable of—” 

“*T don’t know what to think, sir,” the girl answered, 
interrupting him, ‘‘I know that I have never liked Mr. 
Holbrook—never liked or trusted him from the first, 
though he has been civil enough and kind enough in his 
own distant way tome, That dear young lady could not 
disappear off the faco of the earth, as it seems she has 
done, without the evil work of some one, As to her 
leaving this place of her own free will, without a word of 
warning to her husband or to me, that I am sure she 
would never dream of doing. No, sir, there has been 
foul play of some kind, and I’m afraid I shall heyer ece 
that dear face again,” 

The girl said this with an air of conviction that sent a 
deadly chill to Gilbert Fenton’s heart, It seemed to him 
in this moment of supremie anguish as if all his trouble 
of the past, all his vague fears and anxieties about the 
waman he loved, had been the foreshadowing of this 
evil to come. Ho had a blank, helpless feeling, a dismal 
sense of his own weakness, which for the moment mas- 
tered him, Against any ordinary calamity he would 
have held himself bravely enough, with the natural 
strength of an ardent, hopeful character; but against 
this mysterious catastrophe courage and manhood could 
ayail ig She was gone—the frupile helpless crea- 
ture he had pledged himself to protect: gone from all 
whe knew her, lezving not the faintest clive to her fate. 
Could he doubt that this energetic waim-hearted girl 
was right, and that some foul d ecd had been done, of 
which Marian Holbrook was the victim ? = 

“Tr she lives, I will find her,” he said at last, after a 
long pause, in which he had sat in glocmy silence, with 
his eves fixed upon the ground, meditating the cireum- 
stances of Marian’s disappearance, “ Living .or dead, I 
will find }:-r, It shall be the busizess of my life from 
this hour, All my serious thoughts have been of her 
from the moment in whichI first knew her. They 
will be doubly ‘her henceforward.” ’ , 

“How good »~d true you are !” Ellen Carley exclaimed, 
admiringly, “und how you must have loved her! I 
guessed when yuu wero hero last that it was you fo whom 
she was engaced before hor marriage, and told her as 
much; butsho \on)d not acknew ledge that I was right. 
Oh, howI wish the had kept faith with you! how much 
happier she might have been-as your wife!” 

“People havo different notions of happiness, you see, 

ile. 


Marian, Nowell’s husband, whose € hope of the fu- 
ture was bound up inher, But all 4 is ;_what- 
ever bitterness I felt against her at first—and I do not 


said, earnestly, ‘ And you will make it your business to 
look for her, sir 2?” . 

“The chief objeot of my life, from this hour.” 

“ And you will try to discover whether her husband is 
really true, or whether the search that he has made for 
ber Aline onan i to hide = own guilt “he 

met unds.bave you for supposing guilt pos- 
sible?” asked Gilbert. ‘‘ There are crimes too detestable 
for credibility ; and this would be suchaone, You may 
i me that I have no friendly feeling towards this man, 
yet I cannod for an instant conceive him capable of harm- 
ing a hair of his wife’s head.” j 

“Beeause you have not brooded nm this business as 
T have, sir, for hours and hours t hs Sse until the small- 
est seem to have an awful he I have 
thought of every word and every look of Mr. Holbrook’s 
im the past, and all my thoughts. have pointed one way,’ 
T believe that he was tired of his sweet ones. wife; that 
his marriage was a burden and a trouble to him some- 
how; that it had arisen out of an impulse that he bad 


passed away,” : - 
“All this might be, and yet the man be innocent.” 
“ He might yes, sir, Itis a hard thing, 


even to think him guilty fora moment, But it is so 
ficult to account in any common way for Mrs, Holbrook 
rance, If there had been murder done” (the 
shuddered ag she said the words)—“‘ a common m 
such as one hears of in lonely country place it 
must have come to light before this, after the that 
has been made all round about, But it would have been 
easy enough for Mr. Holbrook to decoy his wife away te 
London oranywhere else, She wo have gone any- 
where with him, at a moment’s notice. She obeyed him 
implicitly in everything.” > 
‘* But why should he have taken her away from this 
place in a secret manner?” asked Gilbert; “he was free 
to remove her openly, And then you describe him as 
taking an amount of trouble in his search for her which 
might have been go easily avoided, had he acted with or- 
dinary prudence and caution. Say that he wanted to 
keep the seoret of his marriage from the world im which 
he lives, and to place his wife in even a more secinded 
spot than this—which seem possible—what: could 
have been easier for him than to take her away when and 
where he d. No one here would havehad any 


pleased. 0 
right to question his actions,” 


= 


Bilen Carley shook her head doubtfully. 

“T-don’t know, sir,” she answered, slowly; ‘‘I dare 
gay my fancies are very foolish—they may have come 
perhaps out of thinking about this so much, till my brain 
has got addled, as one may say. But it flashed upon me 
all of a sudden one night, as Mr. Holbrook was standing 
in our parlor talking about his wife—it flashed upon me 
that he was in the seeret of her disappearance, and that 
he.was only acting with us in his pretense of anxiety and 
all that; I fancied there was’ a guilty look in his face 
somehow.” 

“Did you tell him about his wife's good-fortune—the 
money left her by her grandfather ?” 

“TI did, sir; I thought it right to tell him everything I 
could about my poor young lady’s journey to London. 
She had told him of that in her letters, it seemed, but not 
about the money, She had been keeping that back for 
the pleasure of telling him with her own lips, and seeing 
his face light up, she said to me, when he heard the good 


news. Lasked him about the letter which had come in 
the morning of the day she disappeared, and whether it 
was from him; but said no, he had not written, 


counting upon being with his wife that evening: 
it was only at the last moment he was prevented com- 

“You have looked for that letter, I suppose ?” 

“ Oh yes sir; I searched, and Mr. Holbrook too, in ev- 
ery direction, but the letter wasn’t to be found. He 
Seemed very vexed aboutit, very anxious to find it, 
We could not but think that Mrs, Holbrook .had gone to 
meetsome one that day, and that the letter had something 
to do with her going out. I amsureshe would not have 
gone beyond the garden and the meadow for pleasure 
alone. She never had been outside the gate without me, 
exoept when sbe went to meet her husband.” 

“ Strange!” muttered Gilbert. 

He was wondering about that letter; what could have 
been the lure which had beguiled Marian away from the 
house that day; what excepta letter from her husband? 
It seemed hardly probable that she would have gone to 
meet any one but him, or that any one else would have 
spociued a meeting on the river bank, The fact that 
she had gone out at an earlier hour than the time at 
which she had been in the habit of meeting her husband 
when he came from the Malsham station, went some way 
‘to prove that letter had influenced her movements, 
Gil thought of the fortune which had been leftto 
Marian, and which gave her existence a new value, per- 
haps ¢ her to- new dangers. Her husband’s in- 
terests were inyolyed in her life—her death, should she 
die childless, must needs deprive him of all advantage 
from Jacob Nowell’s wealth. The only person to profit 
from.such an eyent would be Percival Nowell; but he 
was far away, Gilbert believed, and completely ignorant 
of his reversionary interest in his father’s property. 

There was Medler, the attorney, a man whom Gilbert 
had distrusted, from the first. It was just possible that 
the letter had been from @im, yet most improbable that 
be should: have asked Mrs, Ho! k to meet him out of 
doors, instead of coming to her at the Grange, or that 
she ae, have acceded to such a request had he 
zaade it, 

The whole affair was encompassed with mystery, 
and Gilbert Fenton’s heart sank as he contemplated the 
task that lay before him. 

“T shall spend a day or two in this neighborhood be- 
foreI return to town,” he aaid to Ellen Carley, present- 
ly; ‘there are inquiries that I should like to make with 
my own li: I shall -be only going over old ground, I 
dare say, but it will be some satisfaction to me to do it 
for myself. Can yon give me houseroom here for a 
date you. hers, sir. 


much for my taste. 
now Holbrook is gone.” 
“Thanks, I.shall be glad to sleep here. There is just 


bes sir, it’s only a very poor chance, I’m afraid,” the 


ith Gilbert to the gate, and watched him as 
‘he walked away towards the river, His first impulse was 
to follow the which Marian had taken that day, and 

what manner of place it was from 
80 mysteriously vanished. 


_——— 


CHAPTER XXVI. 
IN BONDAGE. 


ApzELA Branston 
did gloom of her town house. She would have infinitely 


ohn 
Any day might bring him to her side. 
The sed, howeyer—empty, useless days, 
frittered away in frivolous ocoupations, or wasted in 
; and John Saltram di 


keep up the fever and restlessness of the widow’s 


- 


she had. in marrying old Michael Brans- 
ei op d) his Sade eT eee ill-health ss 

jumor during the jozen years 0! eir 
She had fancied this ; and now her release 


In spite of his coldness, however, she told herself that 
he saved, her, that he had loved her from the earliest 
period of their uaintance, 

She was a Fone weak: little woman, the veriest spoilt 
ebild of fortune, and she clung to this belief with a ford 
foolish persistence, a blind devoted obstinacy, against 
which the ants of Mrs, Pallinson were utterly vain, 
lady of time and en- 


a it deal 
ergy to the agreeable duty whioh she called “opening 


ae er 


FENTONS QUZST. 


dear, Adela’s eyes about that dissipated good-for-nothing | 
Mr, Saltram.” ~~~ . 

To a correct view of this subject Adela Branston’s eyes 
were not to be opened in any wise. She was wilfully, 
resolutely blind,. clinging to the hope that this cruel 
neglect on John Saltram’s part arose only from his deli- 
cacy of feeling, and tender care for her reputation. 

** But oh, how I wish that he would come to me!” she 
said to herself again and again, as those slow dreary days 
went by, burdened and weighed down by the oppressive 
society of Mrs, Pallinson, as well as by her own sad 
thoughts. ‘‘ My husband has been dead ever so long 
now, and what need have we to study the opinion of the 
world so much? Of course I wouldn’t. marry him fora 
year or more, after poor Michael’s death; but I should 
like to see him often, to be sure that he still cares for me 
as he used to care—yes, I am sure he used—in the dear 
old days at Maidenhead. Why doesn’t he come to me? 
He knows that I love him.’ He must know that I have 
no brighter hope than to make him the master of my 
fortune; and yet he goes on. in those dismal Temple 
chambers, toiling at his literary work as if he had not a 
thought iy the world beyond earning so many pounds a 
week.” 

This was the perpetual drift of Mrs, Branston’s medi- 
tations; and in the absence of any sign or token of re- 
gard from John Saltram, all Mrs, Paliinson’s attempts to 
amuse her, all the fascinations and accomplishments of 
the elegant Theobald, were thrown away upon an unre- 
ceptive soil. 

There were not many amusements open to a London 
public at that dull season of the year, except the theaters, 
and for those places of entertainment Mrs. Pallinson 
cherished a shuddering aversion, But there were occa- 
sional morning and evening “recitals,” or concerts, 
where the music for the most part was of a classical and 
recondite character—feasts of melody, at which long- 
buried and forgotten sonatas of Gluck, or Bach, or Che- 
rubini were introduced to a discriminating public for the 
first time; and to these Mrs, Pallinson and Theobald 
conducted poor Adela Branston, whose musical proclivi- 
ties had never yet soared into higher regions than those 
occupied by the sparkling joyous genius of Rosini, and 
towhom the revived sonatas, or the familiar old-estab- 
lished gems of classical art, "were as unintelligible as so 
much Hebrew or Syriac. Perhaps they were not much 
more delightful to Mrs, Pallinson ; but that worthy ma- 
tron had a profound veneration forthe conyentionalties 
of life, and these classical matinees and recitals seemed 
to her exactly the correct sort of thing for the amuse- 
ment of a young widow whose husband had not very long 
ago been consigned to the tomb. 

So poor Adela was dragged hither and thither, to 
gloomy concert-rooms, wheré the cold winter’s light 
made the performers look pale and wan, or to aristocratic 
drawing-rooms, graciously lent to some favored pianiste 
by their distinguished owners; and so, harassed and 
weary, but lacking spirit to oppose her own feeble incli- 
nations to the overpowering force of Mrs. Pallinson’s 
will, the helpless little widow went submissively wherever 
they chose to take her, tormented all the while by-the 
thought of John Saltram’s coldness, and wondering when 
this cruel time of probation would be at an end, and he 
would show himself her devoted slave once more, It was 
very weakand foolish to think of him like this, no donbt ; 
undignified and unwomanly, Renee but Adela Bran- 
ston was little more than a child in knowledge of the 
world, and John Saltram was the only man who hi 
ever touched her heart, She stood quite alone in the 
world, too, lonely with all her wealth, and there was no 
one to share her affection with this man, who had ac- 
quired so complete an influence over her. 

She endured the dreary course of her days patiently 


enough for a considerable time, not knowing any means | 


whereby she might release herself from the society of 
her kinswoman, or put an end to the indefatigable atten- 
tions of the ood Maida-hill doctor, She would have 
gladly offered Mrs, Pallinson a liberal allowance out of her 


| fortune to buy that lady off, and be her own mistress once 
more, free to act and think for herself, had she dared to 


make such a degrading proposition to a person of Mrs. 
Pallinson’s dignity. But she could not venture to do 
this ; and she felt that no one but John Saltram, in the 
character of her future husband, could release her from 
the state of bondage into which she had weakly suffered 
herself tofall, In the mean time she defended the man 
she loved with an unflinching spirit, resolutely refusing 
to have her e: to the worthlessness of his char- 


yes 
-acter, and boldly eclaring her disbelief of those sad ac- 


counts which Theobald affected to have heard from well- 
informed acquaintance of his own, respecting the follies 


and dissipations of Mr. Saltram’s career, his debts, his | Mrs. 


love of gambling, his dealings with money-lenders, and 


don | other foibles common to the rake’s progress, 


It was rather a hard battle for the lonely little woman 
to fight, but she had fortune on her side; and, at the 
worst, her kinsfolk treated her with a certain deference, 
even while they were doing their utmost to worry her 
into an untimely-grave. If little flatteries, and a per- 
pétual indulgence in all small matters, such asa foolish 
nurse might give to a spoilt child, could have made 
Adela happy, she had certainly no reason to complain, 
for in this manner Mrs; Pallinson was the most devoted 
and affectionate of companions. If her darling Adela 
looked a little paler than usual, or confessed to suffering 
froma headache, or owned to being nervous or outof 
spirits, Mrs. Pallinson’s anxiety knew no bounds, and 
Theobald was summoned from Maida-hill without w 
minute’s delay, much to poor Adela’s annoyance. In- 
deed, she grew in time to deny the headaches. and the 
low spirits, or the nervousness resolutely, rather than 
bring upon herself a visitation from Mr. Theobald Pai- 
linson ; and in spite of all this care and indulgence she 
felt herself a prisoner in her own house, somehow ; more 
dependent than the humbkst servant in that spacious 
mansion ; and she looked out helplessly and hopelessly 
for some friend through whose Co’ ous help she 
might recover her freedom, Perhaps she only thought 
of one champion 4s at all likely to come to her resoue ; 
indeed, her mind had scarcely room for more than 
one image, which ocoupied her thoughts af all times, 


29 


Her captivity had lasted for a period which seamed a 
very long time, though it was short enough when com- 
puted by the ordinary standard of weeks and months, 
when a circumstance occurréd which gaye her a brief 
interval of liberty.. Mr. Pallinson fell a victim to some 
slight attack of low fever; and his mother,who was really 
most devoted to this paragon of a son, retired from the 
citadel in Cavendish Square fora few days in order 
to nurse him. It was not that the surgeon’s illness was 
in any way dangerous, but the mother could not truss 
her darling to the care of strangers and hi 4 

Adela Branston seemed to breathe more f: in that 
breif holiday. Relieved from Mrs. Pallinson’s dismal 
presence, life appeared brighter and pleasanter all at 
once; a faint color came back to the pale cheeks, and 
the widow was even beguiled into laughter by some un- 
complimentary observations which her cozifidential maid 
ventured upon with reference to the absent lady. 

“T’m sure the house itself seems lighter and more 
cheerful-like without her, ma’am,” said this young per- 
son, who was of a vivacious temperament, and upon 
whom the dowager’s habitual dreariness had been a 
heavy affliction; ‘“‘and you’re looking all the better al- 
ready for not being worried by her.” 

“ Berners, you really must not say such things,” Mrs. 
Branston exclaimed, reproachfully, ‘‘You ought to 
know that my cousin is most kind and thoughtful, and 
and does everything for the best.” 

“Oh, of course, ma’am ; but some people’s best is quite 
as bad as other people’s worst,” the maid answered, 
sharply ; ‘‘and as to kindness and thoughtfulness, Mrs. 
Pallinson is a great deal too kind and thoughtful, I 
think; for her kindness and thoughtfulness won’t al- 
low you a moment’s rest. And then, as if anybody 
couldn’t see through her schemes about that precious son 
of her—with his finicking, affected ways!” 

And at this point the vivacious Berners gave a little 
imitation of Theobald Pallinson, with which liberty 
Adela pretended to be very much offended, laughing at 
the performance nevertheless. 

Mrs. Branston passed the first day of her freedom in 
luxurious idleness. It was such an inexpressible relief 
not to hear the perpetual click of Mrs. “3 nee- 
die traveling in and out of the canvas, as that irreproach- 
able matron sat at her embroidery frame, on which a 
group of spaniels, after Sir Edwin Landseer, were slowly 
growing into the fluffy life of Berlin wool; a still greater 
relief, not to be called upon to respond appropriately to 
the dull latitudes which formed the lady’s usual conver- 
sation, when she was not abusing John Saltram or 
sounding the praises of her beloved son, ‘ 

The day wasa long one for Ad in spite of the 
pleasant sense of freedom; for she had begun the morn- 
ing with the thought of what a delightful thing it would 
be if some happy accident would bring Mr. Saltram to 
Cavendish Squareon this particular day; and, havit 
once started with this idea, she found herself counting 
the hours and half-hours with impatient watchfulness 
until the orthodox time for visiting was quite over, and 
she could no longer beguile herself with the hope that 
he would come. She wanted so much to see him alone 
Since her husband’s death they had met only in 
presence of Mrs. Paflinson, beneath the all-pervading 
eye and within perpetual ear-shotof that oppressiye 
matron, Adela fancied that if they could only meet for 
one brief half-hour face to face, withoutthe restraint of 
that foreign presence, all misunderstanding would be at 


ad | an end between pen, and John Saltram’s affection for 


her, in which she believed with ‘a fond credulity, would 
reveal itseif in all its truth and fulness, 
“*T dare say itis my cousin fae oak be (oud kept him 


to 
‘her; but that seemed such a step, she could 
not think how she should word the letter, or how she 
could give it to one of the servants to post. No, she 
would contrive to post it herself, if she did herself 
to write. And then she thought of a still more te 


Templ 
thing for her to do, of course ; an act which would: 
Mrs, Pallinson’s hair to stand on end Be ver hor- 
ror, could it by any means come to her knewledge; but 
Adela did not interd that it ever should be known to 
. Pallinson ; and about the opinion of the ep 4 
the abstract Mrs, Branston told herself that 
very little, What was the use of being @ rich i 
she was te be hedged-in by the restrictions which en- 
compass the steps of an unwedded damsel just 
life? Emboldened by the absence of ber G) 
woman, Mrs. Branston felt herself independent, free to 
et foolish thing, and ready to abide the bazard of her 
olly, orn ¥ 
So upon the fourth day of her freedom, despairing of 
Adela Branston ordered 


ri mum,” he said in a kind of suggestive way; r 


age 
«whether yot’d towant the b’rouche or the 
broom, and whether you’d drive before or after lunch- 
eon.” 

oy oc ey e this poring ee 
a cab, if you please, er. am going int City 
and don’t care about taking the h oressthere.” F 

The solemn Parker bowed and retired, not a little 
tified by this order. His mistress was a kind 
woman enough, but such extreme consi ~ 
equine comfort is hardly a feminine attribute, and Mr. 
Parker was puzzled. Hetold Josephs the x as 
much twhen he had dispatched an underling to 
thé cleanest four-wheeler procnrable at an adjacent 


“She's a-going to her banker's, I suppose,” he said, 


a ae fe 


moeditatively; “going to make some new investments 
porhs Women are always #-fidgetingand chopping 
and Rvciitog with their money.” 

Mrs. Branston kept the cab waiting half an Lose Coa 
eording to the fairest reckoning. She was very particu- 
Yar about her toilet that morning, and inclined to be 
discontented with the somber plainness of her widow’s 
garb, and to fancy that the delicate border of white crape 
round her girlish face made her look pale, not to say sal- 
low. She came down stairs at last, however, looking very 

and pretty in her trailing mourning-robes and 

le crape* bonnet, in which the P ig Sham depth 
of woe was made to express itself with a due regard to 
elegance. She came down to the homely hackney vehicle 
attended by the obsequious Berners, whose curiousity 
was naturally excited by this solitary expedition. 

«Where shall I tell the man to drive, mum?” the but- 
ler asked, with the cab-door in his hand. 

Mrs, Branston félt herself blushing, and hesitated a 
little before she replied. 

“ The Union Bank, Chancery Lane. Tell him to go by 
the Strand and Temple Bar.” 

“YT can’t think what’s come to my mistress,” Miss 
Berners remarked as the cab drove off. 

“Catch me driving in one of those nasty vulgar four- 
wheel cabs, if I had @ couple of ape and a couple 
of pair of horses at my disposal! ere’s some style 
abont a hansom; but I never could abide those creepy- 
orawley four-wheelers.” fe 

“T admire your taste, Miss Berners; and # dashin, 
young woman like you’s a credit toa hansom,” repli 
Mr. Parker, gallantly. “‘But there’s no accounting for 
the vagaries of the female sex; and I fancy somehow 
Mrs. B. didn’t want any of us to know where she was 
going; she colored up so when I asked her for the direc- 
tion. You may depend there’s something up, Jane Ber- 
ners. She’s going to see some poor relation, perhaps— 
‘Mile End or Kentishtown way—and was ashamed to give 
‘the address.” 

“T don’t believe she has any relations, except o'd 
Mother Pallinson and her son,” Miss Bérners answered. 

And therenpon the handmaiden withdrew to her own 
regions with a discontented air, as one who had been 
that day cheated out of her legitimate rights. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 
ONLY A WOMAN. 


Tue cabman did not hurry his tall raw-boned steed, 
and the drive to Temple Bar seemed a very cae. one to 
Adela Branston, whose mind was disturbed by 
sciousness that she was doing a foolish thing. Many 
times during the journey she was on the point of stop- 
, the man and telling him to drive back to Cay 
juare ; but in spite of these moments of doubt and va- 
7 tion she suffered the vehicle to proceed, and only 
stopped the man when they were close to Temple Bar. 
“Here she told him where she wanted to go; upon 
which he plunged down an obscure side s' and 
stopped at one of the entrances to the Temple. Here 
Mrs. Branston alighted, and had to inquire her way to 


ie con- 


r. ams Pesobere. as was4o a Taoctetogen aye 
ont é, that ion seemed something 
2 hat When she found herself helpless and solitary 
in that locality. She had fancied that the cab 


‘would e ht to Mr, Saltram’s doer. 
~ The busy ed vey flitting across those grave courts and 


foot and unattended—a kind of aerial butterfly air, as of 
one who to the useless and ornamental clase of 


lestrians 
and alleys of the Temple ashort-cut in their toil- 


soma Journeys to and fro. & porter appeared, 


. Saltram’s chambers, 


a ing pretty 
0 2 not leave her until she been ad- 
mitted by Mr. Saltram’s boy, and then retired, promis- 
Je in the hi to see her back to her carriage. 
‘ ag feos ney eee nen when she found her- 
If on the threshold of that unfamiliar door! Whata 
lobby it was! and how she pitied John 
: for having to live in sucha place! H 
told her; would she please to 


Se een declined to sendin her card. The 
eee ghe wanted to surprise this man ; to see 
ce would: affecthim. She 


d, 
on seeing Adela, with a look which was very much like 


disappointment. 
¥en here, Mrs. Branston!” he exclaimed; “‘I—you 


= e last person in the world I should haye expected 
Bee. - 

_. Perhaps he felt that there was a kind of rudeness 
ih speech, for he added, hastily, and with a faint 


Ww course I ‘am not the legs honored by your 


“He moved a chair forward, the least. dilapidated of the 
Sagan ee SEL 

rf et € to revive a ie 
BaD ganas ae of the poker. 

- “You expected to see some one else, I think,” 
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Adela said, quite unable to hide her wounded aaa. 
She had seen the ess in his pale face when 
came to the rag foe the disappointed look with which 


recognized her. 

“Scarcely; but I expected to receive news of some 
one else,” 

“Some one you are very anxious to hear about, I 
should imagine, from your manner just now,” said 
Adela, who could not forbear pressing the question 4 
little. 

“Yes, Mrs. Branston, some one about whom I am 
anxious ; a relation, in short.” 

She looked at him with a puzzled air, She had never 
heard him talk of his relations, had indeed supposed that 
he stood almost alone in the world; but there was no 
reason that it should be so, except his silence on the 
subject. She watched him for some moments in silence as 
he stood leaning against the ohne angle of the chimney- 
piece waiting for her to speak. He was looking very ill, 
much changed since she had seen him last, haggard and 
worn, with the air of aman who had not slept properly for 
many nights. There was an absent, far-away look in his 
eyes; and Adela Branston felt all at once that her pres- 
ence was nothing to him; that this desperate step which 
she had taken had no more effect upon him than the 
commonest event of every-day life; in a word, that he 
did not love her. 

A cold, deathlike ion came over her as she thought 
this. She had set her heart upon this man’s love, and 
had indeed some justification for supposing that it was 
hers. It seemed to her that life was useless—worse than 
useless, odious and unendurable—without it. 

But even while she was thinking this, with a cold blank 
misery in her heart, she had to invent some excuse for 
this unseemly visit. 

“TY have waited anxiously for you to call,” she said at 
last, in a nervous, hesitating way, ‘‘and I began to fear 
that you must be ill, and I wished to consult you about 
the management of my affairs. My lawyers worry me 
so with questions which I don’t know how to answer, and 
I have so few friends in the world whom I can trust ex- 
cept you; so at last I screwed up my courage to call upon 
you.” 

“T am deeply honored by your confidence, Mrs, Brans- 
ton,” John Saltram answered, soon at her gravely, 
with those weary, haggard eyes, with the air of a man 
who brings his thoughts back to common life from some 
far-away region with aneffort, ‘If my advice or aésist- 
ance can be of any use to you, they arecompletely at 
your service. What is this business about which your so- 
licitor bothers you ?” 

“T'll explain that to you directly,” Adela answered, 

some letters from her pocket-boo! . How good 
youare! I knew that you would, help me; but tell me 
first why you have never been to Cavendish Square in all 
this long time. I fear I was right; you have been ill, have 
you not ?” 

“Not exactly ill, but very much worried and over- 
worked,” 

A light dawned upon Adela Branston’s troubled mind. 
She began to think that Mr. Saltram’s strange, absent 
manner, his apparent indifference to her presence, might 
arise from preoccupatio: ganged by Shose peccaiary if- 
ficulties from which the Pallinsons declared him so con~ 
stant asufferer. Yes, she told herself, it was trouble of 
this kind that oppressed him, that had banished him from 
her all this time, He was too generousto repair his shat- 
tered fortunes by means of her money ; he was too proud 
to confess his fallen state. 

A tender pity took possession of her. All that was most 
sentimental in her nature was awakened by the idea of 
John Saltram’s generosity. 
tune, if she could not employ it for the relief of the man 
she loved? : 

“You are so kind tome, Mr, Saltram,” she faltered, 
after a troubled pause; “‘so ready to helpme in my per- 
plexities. I only wish you would allow me to be of some 


use to you in yo if you have any perplexities; and I 
suppose every! ig haa. of some kind . other. I should 


be go proud if you would give me your confidence—so 
proud and happy.” Her voice trembled a little as she 
said this. loo! up at him all the while with soft con- 


fiding blue eyes, the fair, delicate face looking its prettiest 
in the coqu widow’s head-gear. 

A man must have been harder of heart than John Sal- 
tram who could remain unmoved by a tenderness s0 evi- 
dent. This man was touched, and deeply. The pale, 
careworn face grew more rosie the firmly molded 
lips quivered ever so little, as looked down at the 
widow’s pleading countenance; and then he turned his 
head aside with a sudden, half impatient movement. 

‘*My dear Mrs. Branston, you are too good ‘to me; 
Iam unworthy,I am in eyery way unworthy of your 
kindness, 7 

“You are not unworthy, and that is no answer to my 
question ; only an excuse to put me off. Weare such old 
friends, Mr, Saltram, you might trust me, You own that 
you have been worried—overworked—worried about 
money matters, perhaps. I know that gentlemen are 
‘generally subject to that kind of annoyance; and you 

now how rich Lam, how. little employment I have for 
my money, though you can never imagine how worthless 
and useless it seems tome. Why won’t you trust me? 
why won’t you let me be your banker?” 

She blushed crimson as she made this offer, dreading 
that the man she loved would turn upon her fiercely in a 
passion of offended pride. She sat befere him trembling, 
dreading the might of his indignation. 

But there was no anger in John Saltram’s face when 
he looked round at her; only grief and an expression 
that was like pity. 

“ The offer is like you,” he said, with suppressed feel- 
ing ; “ but the worries of which I spoke just now are not 
money troubles. Idonot pretend to deny that my af- 
fairs are embarrassed, arid have been for so long that 
entanglement has become their normal state; but if they 
were ever so much more desperate, I could not afford to 

rade upon your generosity. No, Mrs. Branston, that is 

= the very last thing in this world that I could consent 
0. 

“It is very cruel of you to say that,” Adela answered, 


What was the use of her for-| 


son for the last few days; but: he is much bet 


me, 


it is your nature’to give to all who need it.” 

“Tdo indeed sympathize with you; but it seems so 
hard that you will not consent tomake some use of all 
that money which is lying idle. It would make me so 
happy if I could think it were useful to you; but I dare 
not say any more. Ihave said too much already, per- 
haps; only I hope you will not think very badly of me 
for having acted on impulse in this way.” ; 

‘‘ Think badly of you, my dear, kind soul! What can 
I think, except that you are one of the most generous of 
woren ?” > 

‘And about these other troubles, Mr. Saltram, which 
have no relation to money matters; you will not give me 
your confidence ?” 

“There is nothing that I can confide in you, Mre. 
Branston, Others are involved in the matter of which I 
spoke, I am not free to talk about it.” _ 

Poor Adela felt herself repulsed at every point. It 
seemed very hard. Had she been mistaken about this 
man all the time? mistaken and deluded in those old 
happy days during her husband’s lifetime, when he had ‘ 
been so constant a visitor at the river-side villa, and had q 
seemed exactly what a man might seem who cherished a 
tenderness which he dared not reveal in the present, but 4 
which, in a brighter future, might blossom into the full- o 
blown flower of love 7 : 

“And now about your own affairs, my dear Mrs. Bran- 
ston ?” John Saltram said, with a forced cheerfulness, 
drawing his chair up to the table and- assuming a busi- 
ness-like manner, “ These tiresome letters of your law- 
yer’s ; let me see what use I can be in the matter.” 

Adela Branston produced the letters with rather an 
absecnt air, They were letters abdut very insignificant 
affairs; the renewal of a lease or two; the reinvestment 
of asum of money that had been lent on mortgage, and 
had fallen in lately ; transactions that scarcely called for 
the employment of Mr. Saltram’s intellectual powers. 

But he gave them very serious attention nevertheles, well 
aware allthe time that this businesé consultation wes 
only the widow’s excuse for her visit; and while she 
seemed to be listening to his advice, her eyes were wan- ‘| 
dering round the room all the time, noting the dust and | 
confusion, the soda-water bottles huddled in one corner, 

the pile of booke heaped in a careless mass in another, 

the -ermpty brandy-bottle between a couple of stone } 
ink jars on the mantel-piece. She was thinking what a 
dreary place it was, and that there was the stamp of de- 

cay and ruin somehow w the man who occupied it. c 
And ehe loved him so well and would have given all the: 
world to have redeemed life, 

It is doubtful whether Adela Branston heard one sylla— 
ble of that counsel which Mr. Saltram administered so- - 
gravely. Her mind was full of the failure of this despe- 
rate step which she had taken. He seemed further from 
her now than before they had met, obstinately averse to ' 
att pe | 

ou come an: us very roy od j 
Fr 


she said, ab she rose to go. ‘*My cousin, Mrs, mn, 

will be home in a day or two. ths tp tetas er 
and I 
expect her back immediately. We shall be so pleased to- 

see you; you will name an carly day, won’tyou? Mon- 

day shall we eay, or Sunday? You can’t plead business: , 
on Sunday. 


t 
® 
; vs ay dear Mrs. Branston, I am really not well enough , 
or Vi ‘ . 

But dining with us does not come under the head of | 
visiting. We willbe quite alone, if you wish it. peeKan 
be hurt if you refuse to come,” ; . . 

“Tf you put it in that way, I cannot refuse; but I fear 
you will find me wretched company.” rae & 


“Tam not afraid of that. And nowI must ask you to . 
forgive me for having wasted so much of your time, be- 
fore I say good-morning,” Sy " 


“There has been no time of mine wasted. I have 


learned to know your generous heart evén better than I 
knew it before, and T think I always knew that tg 


es 


noble one. Believe me, I am not ungrateful or 

ent to so much goodness,” on! aba 

» He posceapeiied her down staira, and | h the 
courts and es tothe place where she had left her e. 


passag: 
cab, in spite of the ticket-porter, who was about 
ready to act as escort." He saw her ‘safely seated in the 
hackney vehicle, and then walked slowly back ‘to his 
rae Re over the interview which had just 
concluded! 4 


‘* Poor little soul !” he said softly to himself ; ‘dear lit- 
tle soul! There are men who would go to the end of the. 
world for a woman like that—yes, if she had not a ba 
pence, And to think that I, who thought so strong 
in the wisdom of the world, should have let such a prize 
slip through my fingers! For what? For a fancy, for 
a caprice that has brought confusion and shame upon me 
—disappointment and t.7? 

He breathed a profound sigh. From first to last life 
had been more or less a disappointment to thisman. He 
had lived alone; lived for himself, despising the ambi- 
tious aims and lofty hopes of other men, thinking the 
best prizes this world can give scarcely worth that 
struggle which is so apt to endin failure; perfect success. 
was 60 rare a result, it seemed to him. He made a rough 
ealculation of his chances'in any given line when he was 


ding the figures against. 

grew pressing, and it; Bronk 
y € was -_ 

sary for him te earn money in some way, he found that 

it was Bo trouble to him to write; so he wrote with a 


} 
b 
| 
ml 
f 
| 
| 
| 


“tg 


- of his one chosen friend. 


FENTON'S QU@ZST. 


some witchcraft she had melted into the dim autumnal 
mist that hung about the river bank, she could not have 
left less trace, or vanished more mysteriously than she 
had done, The local constabulary gave in very soon, in 
spite of Gilbert’s handsome payment in the present, and 
noble promises of reward in the future. The local con- 
stabulary were honest and uninventive, They shook 
their heads gloomily, and said, “‘ Drownded.” 

“But the river has been dragged,” Gilbert cried 
eagerly, ‘“‘and there has been nothing found,” 

He shuddered at the thought of that which might have 
been hauled to shore in. the foul, weedy net. The face 
he loved, changed, disfigured, awful—the damp, clinging 
hair. 

“ Holes,” replied the chief of the local constabulary, 
sententiously, ‘there’s holes in that there river where 
= might hide half a dozen drownded men, and never 

ope to find ’em, no more than if they were at the bot- 
tom of the Atlantic Ocean. Lord bless your heart; sir, 
you Londoners don’t know what @ river is, in a manner 
of speaking,” added the man, who was most likely un- 
acquainted with the existence of the Thames, compared 
with which noble stream this sluggish Hampshire river 
was the veriest ditch. ‘‘I've knowna many poor creatures 
drownded in that river, and never one of ’em to come to 
light. Not that the river was dragged for them—thcir 
friends weren’t of the dragging class, they weren’t.” 

The London police were more hopeful and more delu- 
sive. They were always hearing of some young lady 
newly arrived at some neighboring town or village who 
seemed to answer exactly to the description of Mrs, Hol- 
brook, And behold when Gilbert Fenton hurried off 
peas to the village or town, and presented himself 

fore the lady in question, he found for the most part 
that she was ten years older than Marian; and as utterly 
unlike her as it was possible for one Englishwoman to be 
unlike another. 

He possessed a portrait of the missing girl—a carefully 
finished photograph which had been given to him in the 
brief happy time when she was his promised wife; and 
he caused this image to be multiplied and distributed 
wherever the search for Marian was being made. He 
neglected no, possible means by which he might hope to 
obtain tidings; advertising continually, in town and 
country, and varying his advertisements in such a man- 
ner as to insure attention either from the object of his 
inquiries, or anyone acquainted with her. 

But all his trouble was in vain, No reply, or, what was 
worse, worthless and delnsive replies, came to his adver- 
tisements. The London police, who had pretended to be 
so hopeful at first, began to despair in a visible manner, 
haying put all their machinery into play, and failed to 
obtain even the most insignificant result. They were 
fain to confegs at last that they could only come to pretty 
much the same conclusion as that arrived at by their »in- 
feriors, the rustic officials; and agreed that in all proba- 
bility the-river hid the secret of Marian Holbrook’s fate, 
She had been the victim’ of either crime or accident. 
Who should say which? The former seemed the more 


spasmodic kind of industry, but a forty-horse power 
when he chose to exercise it, For slong time he had 
mo'thought of ' mame or fame in literature. It 
was only of late it had dawned upon him that he had 
wasted labor and talent out of which a wiser man would 
have created for himself a reputation; and that repute- 
tiou is worth something, if only as a means of making 
money. 

This conviction once arrived at, he had worked hard 
at a book which he thought must needs make some im- 
pression upon the world, whenever he could afford time 
to complete it. In the mean while his current work oc- 
capied so much of his life, that he was fain to lay the 
magnum opus aside every now and then, and it still 
needed a month or two of quiet labor. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 
AT FAULT. 


GILBERT Fewron took up his abode at the’ dilapidated 
old inn at Crosber, thinking that he might be freer there 
than at the Grange; a dismal place of sojourn under the 
brightest circumstances, but unspeakably dreary for him 
who had only the saddest thoughts for his companions. 
He wanted to be on the spot, to be close at hand to hear 
tidings of the missing girl, and he wanted also to be here 
in the event of John Holbrook’s return—to come face to 
face with this man, if possible, and to solve that question 
which had sorely perplexedhim of late—the mystery that 
hung abont the man who had wronged him. 

He consulted Killen Carley as to the probability of Mr. 
Holbrook’s return, The girl seemed to think it very un- 
likely that Marian’s husband would ever again appear at 
the Grange. His last departure appeared like a final 
one. He had paid every sixpence he owed in the neigh- 
borhood, and had been liberal in his donations to the 
servants and hangers-on of the place. Marian’s belong- 
ings he had left to Ellen Carley’s care, telling her tq pack 
them, and kespthem in readiness for being forwarded 
to any address he might send. But his own books and 
papers he’had carefully removed. ’ 

* Had he many books here?” Gilbert asked. 

“Not many,” the girl answered ; “ but he was a very 
studious gentleman. He spent ost all his time shut 
up in his-own room reading and writing.” 

“Indeed !”” 


uicker at the thought that he was 

Bony tothe solution of that question 
which was always ost in his mind now. 

$44 wrote: books—if he was what is 

called a literary man—living by his pen?” he asked 


presently. 

‘*I don’t know; I never heard his wife say so. But 
Mrs. Holbrook was alwsys reserved about him and his 
history. I think he had forbidden her té talk abont his 
affairs. I know I used to fancy it was dull life for her, 
poor soul, sitting in his room hour after hour, working 


while he wrote. He used not to allow her to be with him | likely, as she had vanished in broad daylight, when it 
at all at first, but little by little she persuaded him to let | was scarcely lethat her‘footsteps could go astray; 
her sit with not to disturb him by so/ while in that lonely neighborhood a crime was never im- 


ible, 

“She had a watch and chain, I suppose?” the officer 

inquired.’ ‘Ladies will wear ’em.”” 

bert ascertained from Ellen Carley that Marian had 
always worn her watch and chain—had worn them when 
she left the Grange for the last time. She had afew 
other trinkets, too, which she wore habitually, quaint, 
old-fashioned things, of some value, 

How well Gilbert remembered those little family treas- 
ures, which she had exhibited to him at Captain Sedge- 
wick’s bidding! 

“‘Ah,” muttered the officer when he heard this, ‘‘ quite 
enough to cost her life if she met with one of your ugly 
customers. I’ve known a murder committed for the sake 
of three-and-sixpence, in my time; and pushing a young 
woman into the river don’t count for murder among tha’ 
sort of people. You see, some one may come by and fish 
her out again; so it can’t well be more than manslaugh- 
ter.” 

Adull horror came over Gilbert Fenton as he heard 
these professional speculations, but at the worst he conld 
not bring himself to believe that these men were right, 
and that the woman he loved had been the victim of 
some obscure wretch’s greed, slain-in broad daylight for 
the sake of a few pounds’ worth of jewelry. 2 

When eve: had been done that was possible to 
be done in that of the country, Mr. Fenton went 
back to London; but not before he had become very fa- 
miliar with the household at the Grange. From the first 
he had liked and trusted Ellen Carley, deeply touchedby 
her fidelity to Marian. He made a point of dropping in 
at the Grange every evening, when not away from Cros- 
ber following up some delusive track started by his met- 
ropolitan counselors. He always went there with a faint 
hope that Ellen Carley might have something to tell him, 


happy when she was with him, contented, and proud to 

thick Sigh iner'Geueinas wen nytindsance to him.” 

* And you think he loved her, don’t you?” 

“ At first, yés; but I think a kind of weariness came 

over him afterwards, and that she saw it, and almost 

broke her heart about it. She was so smple and innocent, 
repre | it wasn’t easy for her to hide anything she 
Gilbert asked the bailiff’s daughter to describe Mr. 

Holbrook to him, as she had done more than once before. 

But this time he q 


y minute and careful. 
which rose before him as Ellen Carley 
picture of John Saltram. The description 
every particular to ppply to the face and figure 
But then all such verbal pic- 
vague and shadowy, and Gilbert knew 
that he carried that one image in his mind, and would be 
apt to twist the girl’s words into that one 
oe if any picture or photograph of Mr. 
H had been left at the Grange, and Ellen Carley 
fold him no, she had never even seen a portraitof Marian’s 

husband. 

He was therefore fain to be content with the descri; 
tion, which seemed so exactly to fit the friend he loved, 
the friend to whom he had clung with a deeper, stronger 
— since this miserable suspicion had taken root in 


“I think IT could have forgiven him if he had come be- 
tween usin a bold and open way,” he said to himself, 
pet | over this harrassing doubt of his friend ; “‘ yes, 
I think I could have forgiven him in spite of the bitter- 
ness of loting her. But to steal her from me with cow- 


ke Was 
cobenadiies 


ardly, us secrecy, to hide treasure in an | and with a vague notion that John Holbrook might re- 
obscure corner, and then row weary of her, and blight | turn unexpectedly, and that they two might meet in the 
her fair young life with coldness—can I forgive him | old farm-house. But Mr. Holbrook did not reappear, 


nor had Ellew any tidings for her evening visitor, though 
she thought of little else than Marian, and never let a 
day pass without making some small effort to obtain a 
clew to that mystery which now seemed so hopeless, 
Gilbert grew to be quite at home in the little wain- 
scoted lor at the Grauge, smoking his cigar there 
nightly in a ee ee a while Mr, 
Carley puffed vigorously at long clay pipe. 
Tiicb waste charm for hima in the place that 
had so long been Marian’s home, He felt nearer to her, 
somehow, under that roof, and as if he must. needs be 
on the right road to some discovery. The bailiff, 
although prone to silence, seemed to derive considerable 
gratificat from Mr.-Fenton’s visits, and talked to that 
gentleman with greater freedom than he was wont to dis- 
Play in his’ intercourse with mankind. Ellen was not 
always present d the whole of the evening, and in 
her absonce the would unbosom himself 
bert on the subject of his daughter’s undutiful conduct i 
telling him what a prosperous marriage the gn mig 
make if she had only common sense enough to 600 


cions were not to be put away, not to be 
driven out of his 


=| 


Bi 


own interests in the right light, and wasn’t the most ob- 
stinate, self-willed hussy that ever set har own foolish 
whims and fancies against a father’s wishes. 

‘But a woman’s fancies sometimes mean a very deep: 
feeling, Mr. Carley,” pleaded Gilbert; ‘and what 
worldlyswise people call a good home, is not always « 
happy one. I’s a hard thing for a young woman te 
marry against her inclination.” 

“Humph !” muttered the bailiff, in a surly tone, “It’s 
a harder thing for her to marrya pauper, I should think, 
and to bring a regiment of children into the world always 
wanting shoes and stockings, But you’re a bachelor, you 
sed, Mr. Fenton, and can’t be expected to know what 
shoes and stockings are. Now there happensto bea 
friend of mine—a steady, respectable, middle-aged man 
—who worships the ground my girl walks on, and could 
make her mistress of as good a house as any within 
twenty miles of this, and give a home to her father in hig 
old age into the bargain; for I’m’ only a servant h 
and it can’t be expected that I am to go on toiling an 
slaving about this place forever. . I don’tsay but what 
I’ve saved afew pounds, but I haven’t sayed enough to 
keep me out of the work-house.” 

This seemed to Gilbert rather a selfish manner of look- 
ing at a daughter’s matrimonial» prospects, and he ven— 
tured to hintas much in a polite way. But the bailiff 
was immovable. 

‘What a young woman wants is 4 good home,” he 
said decisively. ‘‘ Whether she has the sense to know 
it herself, or whether she hasn’t, that’s what she’s got to 
look for in life,” 

Gilbert had not spent many evenings at the Grange be- 
fore he had the honor of being introduced to the estima- 
ble middle-aged suitor, whose claims Mr. Oarley was 
always setting forth to his: daughter. -He saw Stephen 
Whitelaw, and that individual’s colorless, expressionleag 
pte ap a ap from total blankness only by the 
cunning visible in the small gray eyes, impressed him 
with instant distrust and dislike, 

“God forbid that frank, warm-hearted girl should 
ever be sacrificed to such a fellow as this,” he said to 
himself, as he sat on the ee side of the h 
smoking his cigar,.and meditatively contemplat' Mr, 
Whitelaw conversing in his slow, solemn fashion with the 
man who Was so eager to be his father-in-law. 

In the course of that first evening of their acquaint 
ance, Gilbert was surprised to see how often Stephen 
Whitelaw looked at him, with a strangely attentive ax-~ 
pression, that had something furtive in it, some hiddem 
meaning, as it seerfed to him. Whenever Gilbert epkos, 
the farmer looked up at him, always with thesame 
inquisitive glance, the same cw twinkle in his 
eyes. And every time he happened look at Mr. Whitelaw 
during that.eyening, he found. the watchful eyes turned 
towards him in the same wnpleagant manner. The sen- 
sation caused by this kind of surveillance on the of 
the farmer was so obnoxious to him, that at he 
took occasion to speak of it ina friendly way. 

“TE fancy you and I must have met before to-night, 
Mr, Whitelaw,” he said; ‘‘or that you muat have some 
notion to that effect. You've looked at me with an 
—- ot interest my personal merits could scarcely 
ca or, ry 

“No, sir,” the farmer answered, in his usual slow, 
deliberate way ; “it isn’t that; I never set eyes om you, 
before-I came into this room to-night. But you see, Zi- 
len, she’s interested in you, and I take an interestin 
one. she.takes to, And we’ve all of us thought so m' 


about your for that poor young lady, that's 
missing, and taking such pains, and 890 patlent- 
like where another would haye given in at first set- 


off—so, altogether, you’re a general object of interest, 
you see, 

Gilbert did not appear pertoulanty flattered this 
compliment, He received it at first with rather * 
look, and then, after a pause, was vexed with himself for 
having been annoyed by the man’s clumsy expression of 
sympathy—for it was sympathy, no doubt, which Mx. 
Whitelaw wished to express, : 

“It has been sad work, so far,” he said, .‘! I suppose 
you can give me no hint, no kind of adyice as to any step 
to be taken in the future,” 

“Lord bleas you, no, sir, Eyery thing that could 
done was done before you came here. Mr. Hi 
didn’t ie < mone, ene He did his duty as a 
man and a hus sir, ie oung lady wae 
drowned—there’s no doubt about by - 

“T don’t believe it,” Gilbert with a quiet resolute 
air, which seemed quite to startle Mr. Whitelaw. 

“You don’t believe she was drowned! You mean to 
say you think she’s alive, then?’ hs asked, with unusual 
sharpness and quickness of speech. 

“*T havea firm conyiction that she still lives; that, with 
God’s blessing, I shall see her again,” 

“Well, sir,” Mr. Whitelaw replied, relapsing into hia 
accustomed slowness, rubbing his clumsy chin with 
his still clumsier h: in a thoughtful manner, “of 
course it ain’t my p to go against any gentleman's 
convictions—far from it; but if you see Mrs, Holbrook 
before the dead rise up out.of their graves, my name 
isn’t Stephen Whitelaw, You may waste your time and 
your trouble, and you may spend your money as if it waa 
80 much water, but seteyes upon that missing lady you 
never will; take my word for it, or don’t take my word 
for it, as you please,” 


‘yneomb Farm had no idea of 
hard work of his oourtahip, He had been angled fer by 


at WS 


those happy accidents which sometimes 
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80 many damsels, and courted by so many fathers and 
mothers, that he fancied he had but to say the word when 
the time came, and the thing would be done. Any evi- 
dence of avoidance, indifference, or even dislike upon 
abled him in the smallest degree. 


her, and of her liking for him, but he knew that her 
father meant to set his heel upon any nonsense of this 
kind; and he did not for a moment imagine it possible 
that any girl would resolutely oppose her father’s will, 
and throw away such good-fortune as he could offer her 
—to ride in her own chaise-cart, and weara silk gown al- 
ways on Sundays, to say nothing of a gold watch and 
chain; and Mr, Whitelaw meant to endow his bride with 
& ponderous old-fashioned time-piece and heavy brassy- 
looking cable which had belonged to his mother. 


CHAPTER XXIXx. 
BAFFLED, NOT BEATEN. 


Tur time came when Gilbert Fenton was fain to own 
to himself that there was no more to be done down in 
Hampshire: professional science and his own efforts had 
been alike futile. If she whom he sought still lived—and 
he had never for a moment suffered himself to doubt 
this—it was more than likely that she was far away from 
Orosber e; that there had been some motive for 
her sudden flight; unaccountable as that flight might 
seem in the absence of any clew to the mystery. 

Every means of uiry being exhausted in Hamp- 
shire, there was 1 left to Gilbert but to re- 
turn to London—that eterno 4 where there always 
or sae gg pages finding the lost, wide as the wil- 

jerness is, 

“In London I shall have clever detectives always at my 
service,” Gilbert wanes: ‘in London I may be able to 
solve the question of John Holbrook’s identity.” - 

So apart from the fact that his own affairs necessitated 
his prompt return to the city, Gilbert had another 
motive for leaving the dull rural neighborhoed where 
he had wasted so many anxious hours, 80 much thought 


amd care, 
For the rest, he knew that Ellen Carley would be faith- 


of men. 

* Before leaving, he gave Ellen a le' or Marian’s hus- 
band, in the improbable event of that gentleman’s reap- 
pearance at the Gi e—a few simple, earnest lines, en- 
treating Mr. Holbrook to believe in the writer’s faithful 
and brotherly affection for his wife, and to meet him in 
tetaen on an a oceasion, = ae vy they — ht 

er con fresh means for bringing about her 
restoration to her husband and home. He reminded 

Mr. Holbrook of his friendship for Captain Sedgewick, 
and that good man’s confidence in him, and declared 
himself bound by his respect for the dead to be faithful 
to the living=faithful in all forgiveness of any wrong 
done hina in the past, ‘ . 

He went back to London cruelly depressed by the fail- 
ure of his efforts, and with blank, dreary feeling that 
there Was little more for him ‘to do except to wait the 
working of Providence, with the faint hope that — 

about a 

sd result when all human endeavor has been in vain, 
ght throw a sudden light on Marian Holbrook’s fate. 

4 the whole of that homeward journey he brood- 
,ed"on those dark suspicions of Mr. Holbrook which 
Ellen Carley had let fall in their earlier interviews. He 
had checked the girl on these occasions, and had pre- 
vented the full utterance of her thoughts, generously in- 
dignant that any suspicion of foul play should attach to 
Marian’s husband, and utterly incredulous of such a 

as thatat which the girl's hints pointed; 

but now he was leaving Hampshire, he felt vexed 

with himself for not having neped her to speak freely— 

not having considered her suspicions, however preposter- 
ous those suspicions might have appeared to him. 

m a darker color in his 


Marian’s disa; ce had take: 

mind sinco\that time, Granted that she had left the 
of her own accord, having some special reason 
for leaving secretly, at whose bidding would she have so 
acted except her husband’s—she who stood so utterly 
alone, without a friend in the world? But ‘what possible 
motive’could Mr. Holbrook have had for such an under- 
hand course—for making a and a mystery out 
of 80 simple a fact as the removal of his wife from a 
whence he was free to remove her at any moment? 
ir and honest motive for such a course there could be 
none. Was it possible, looking at the business from a 
darker point of view, to ne any guilty reason for 
the carrying out of such a plot? If this man bad wanted 
to bring about a life-long severance between himself and 
his wife, to put her away somewhere, to keep her hidden 
from the eyes of the world—in plainer words, to get rid 
of her—might not this pretense of losing her, this affec- 
‘tation of distressat her loss, bé a safe way of accom- 
plishing his ? Who else was interested in doing 
herany Who else could have had sufficient 

power over her to beguile her away from her home? 
‘Pondering on these a throughout all that 
weary journey across a wintry landscape of bare brown 
fields and leafless trees, Gilbert Fenton traveled Loudon- 
ward, to the city which was so little of a home for him, 
but in which his life had seemed pleasant enough in its 
own common. fashion until that fatal summer eve- 
ning when he first caw Marian Nowell’s radiant face in 

quiet church at Lidford. 

‘Hescarcely stopped to eat or drink at the end of his 


n only with a bottle of soda- 


mt = or @ B prove for - 
SS eee ewer 


FENTON'’S QUEST. 


“*T have come to you about a bad business, Mr. Med- 
ler,” Gilbert began, seating himself opposite the shabby- 
looking office-table; with its covering of dusty, faded 
baize, upon which there seemea to be always precisely 
the same array of papers, in little bundles tied with red 
tape; “but first, let me ask you a question: Have you 
heard from Mrs. Holbrook?” ‘ 

“ Not a line.” 

«« And haye you taken nofurther steps, no other means 
of communicating with her?” Gilbert asked. 

“Not yet. I think of sending my clerk down to 
Hampshire, or of going down myselt, perhaps, in a day 
or two, if my business engagements will permit me.” 

“Do you not consider the case rather an urgent one, 
Mr. Medler? I should have supposed that your curiosity 
would have been aroused by the absence of any reply to 
your letters—that you would haye looked at the business 
inamore serious light than you-appear to have done— 
that you would have taken alarm, in short.” 

“Why should Ido so?” the lawyer demanded, care- 
lessly. ‘‘It is Mre. Holbrook’s business. to look after 
her affairs. -The property is safe enough. She can ad- 
minister to the willas soon as she pleases, I certainly 
wonder that the husband has not been a little sharper 
and more active in the business,” 

“You have heard nothing of him, then, I presume ?” 

“ Nothing.” 

Gilbert remembered .what Ellen Carley had told him 
about Marian’s a secret of her newly-acquired 
fortune from her husband, until she should be able to 
tell it to him with her own lips; waiting for that happy 
moment with innocent girlish delight in the thought that 
he was to owe prosperity to her. 

It seemed evident, therefore, that Mr, Holbrook could 
know nothing of his wife’s inheritance, nor of Mr. Med- 
ler’s existence, supposing the lawyer’s letter to have 
reached the Grange before Marian’s disappearance, and 
to have been destroyed or carried away by her. 

He inquired the date of this letter; whereupon Mr, 
Medler referred toa letter-book in which there was a fac- 
simile of the document. . It had been posted three days 
before Marian left the Grange. 

ilbert now proceeded toinform Mr, Medler of his 
client’s mysterious disappearance, and all the useless 
efforts that had been made to solve the mystery. The 
lawyer listened with an appearance of profound interest 
and astonishment, but made no remark till the story was 
quite finished. : 

‘You are right, Mr. Fenton,” hessid at last. ‘‘Itisa 
bad business, a very bad business... May I ask you what 
is the common opinion among people im that part of the 
world—in the immediate neighborhood of the event—as 
to this poor lady’s fate?’ 

“‘an opinion with which I cannot bring myself to 
agree—an opinion which I pray God may prove as un- 
founded as I believe it to be. It is generally thought 
that Mrs, Holbrook has fallen a victim tosome common 
crime—that she was robbed, and then thrown into the 
river.” : 
I suppose?” 


“« Thé river has been drag; 
“It has; but the people ut there seem to consider 
that no conclusive teat.” 


“Had Mrs, Holbrook anything valuable about her at 
the time of her disappearance ?” 
** Her watch and chain and a few other trinkets.” 
“Humph! There are scoundrels about the country who 
will commit the darkest erime for thé smallest induce-~ 
ment, I confess the business has rather a black look, Mr. 
Fenton, and that 1am inclined to concur with the coun- 
try people.” 
“ An easy way of settling the question for those not 
Feroas interested in the lady’s fate,” Gilbert answered, 
itterly. 
“ The lady is my client, sir, and Iam bound to feel a 
warm interest in her affairs,” the. lawyer said,, with the 
lofty tone of a man whose finer feelings have been out- 


raged. 

“ The lady was once my promised wife, Mr. Medler,” 
returned Gilbert, ‘and now stands to me in the place of 
& beloved and only sister. For me the mystery of her 
fate is an all-absorbing question, an enigma to the solu- 
tion of which I mean to devote the rest of my life, if 
need be.” 

‘+ A wasted life, Mr. Fenton; and in the mean time 
that river down yonder may hide the only secret.” 

“O God!” cried Gilbert, passionately, “how eager 
every one is tomake an end of this business! Even the 
men whom I paid and bribed to help me grew tired of 
their work, and abandoned all hopejafter the feeblest, 
most miserable attempts to earn their reward.” 

** What can be done in such a case, Mr. Fenton?” de- 
manded the lawyer, shrugging his shoulders witha de- 
precating air. ‘ What can the police do more than you 
orl? They have only a little more experience, that’s 
all; they have no recondite means of solving these social 
mysteries. You have advertised, of course?” 

“Yes, in many channels, with a certain amount of cau- 
tion, but in such a manner as to insure Mrs, Holbrook’s 
identification, if she had fallen into the hands of any 
one willing to communicate with me, and to insure her 
own attention, were she free to act for herself.” 

“Humph! Then it seems to me that everything has 
been done that can be done.” $ 

“Not yet. Themen whom I employed in Hampshire 
—they were recommended to me by the Scotland-yard 
authorities, certainly—may not pa tha up to the mark, 
In any case I shall trysome one else. Do you knowany- 
thing of the detective force ?” 

Mr. Medler assumed an air of consideration, and then 
said, ‘‘ No, he did not know the name of a single detec- 
tive; his business didnot bring him in contact with that 
class of people.” Hesaid this with the tone of a man 
whose practice was of the Joftiest and choicest kind— 
conveyancing perhaps, and the management of estates 
for the landed gentry, marriage settlements involving the 
’ disposition of e fortunes, and so on; whereas Mr, 
Mediler’s business lying chiefly among the criminal po 
ulation, his path in life might have been supposed to 
not very remote 
officers, 


“T can ‘get the information elsewhere,” Gilbert said, 


an end of 
doubts,” Gilbert said to himself. 
Saltram 
from the ‘footsteps of eminent police- | 


carelessly. ‘‘ Believe me, I do notmean to.let this mat~ 
ter drop,” : 

‘My dear sir, if I might venture upon a word of 
friendly advice—not in a professional spirit, but as be- 
tween man and man—I should warn you against wasting 
your time and fortune upon a useless pursuit, If Mrs, 
Holbrook has vanished from he world of her own free 
will—a thing that often happens, eccentric as it may be 
—she will reappear in good time of her own free will. If 
she has been the victim of a crime, the crime will no 
doubt come to light in due course, without any effort of 


yours,” 

“That is the common. kind of advice, Mr. Medler,’”” 
answered Gilbert. “‘ Prudent counsel, no doubt, if a man 
could be content to take it, and well meant; but, you see, 
T have loved this lady, love her still, and shall continue 
so to love her till the end of my life. Is it not possible 
for me to rest in ignoranae of her fate.” 

** Although she jilted you in favor of Mr, Holbrook ?’” 
suggested the lawyer, with something of a sneer. 

‘** That wrong has been forgiven. rate did not permit 
me to be her husband, but I can be her friend and brot 
ther, She has need of some one to stand in that position, 
poor girl! for her lot is very lonely. And now I want 
you to explain the conditions of her grandfather’s will- 
It is her father who would profit, I think I gathered 
from our last conversation, in the event of Marian’s 
death.” 

‘In the event of her dying childless—yes, the father 
would take all,” 

“Then he is really the only person who could profit by 
her death ?” 

“ Well, yes,” replied the lawyer, with some slight hesi- 
tation; ‘‘under her grandfather’s will, yes, her father 
would take all. Of course, in the event of her father- 
having died previously, the husband would come in as 
heir-at-law. You see it was not easy to exclude the hus- 
band altogether.” z 

“And do you believe that Mr, Nowell is still living to 
claim his inheritance ?” . 

“T believe so. I fancy the old man had some tidings 
of his son before the will was executed; that he, in 
short, heard of his having been met with not long ago, 
over in seins is an Pi ¢ 

“‘No doubt he speedily put an appearance 
now,” said Gilbert, bitterly, “ peak that there ive fortune 
to be gained by the assertion of his identity.” 

“ Humph !’ muttered the lawyer. “It would not be: 
very easy for him to put his hand on sixpence of Jacob 
Nowell’s money, in the absence of any proof of Mrs. 
Holbrook’s death. There would be no end of ‘a to 
the Court of Chancery ; and after all manner of formulas 
he might obtain a decree that would lock up the property 
for twenty-four years. Idoubtif the executor chose te 
stick to technicals, and the. business got into chancery, 


whether Percival Nowell would live. long enough to prott i 


by his father’s will.” 

“*T am glad of that,” said Gilbert. ‘‘I-know the man to 
beascoundrel, and I am, very glad that he is unlikely +o be 
@ gainer by any misfortune that has befallen his da’ 

Had it been otherwise, I should haye been ied to 
think that he had had some hand in this disappearance.* 

The lawyer looked at Mr. Fenton with a sharp, inquiai- 
tive glance, . 

“Tn other words, you would imply that Percival Now- 
ell may have made away with his daughter, You must 
have a very bad opinion of human nature, Mr, Fenton, 
to conceive anything so horrible.” eee 

“My suspicions donot go quite so far as that,” said 
Gilbert. ‘‘God forbid that it should be so. I have a firm 
belief that Marian Holbrook lives. But it is possible to: 
get a person out of the way without the last worst crime 
of which mankind is capable,” . ‘ 

“Tt would seem more natural to suspect thé husband 
than the father, I should imagine,” Mr, Medler answered 
after a thoughtful pause, ‘ ° 

“T cannot see that. The husband had nothing to gaim 
by his wife’s disappearance, and everything to reat 

“He might have supposed the father to be dead, and 
that he would step into the fortune... He might not know 
enough of the law of property to be aware of the difficul- 
ties attending a succession of that kind., There is a mosé 
extraordinary ignorance of the law of the land prevailing 
among well-educated Englishmen. Grbekuambare been. 
tired of his wife, and have seen his way to a more advan-: 
tageous alliance. Men are not always satisfied with one. 
wife in these days, and a man who married in suche 
strange underhand wanner, would be likely to have some 
nidden motive for secrecy.” ' 

The suggestion was not without force for Gilbert Fen-- 
ton. His face grew darker, and it was some time before 
he replied to Mr. Medler’s remarks. That suspicion 
which of late had been perpetually floating dimly in his 
brain—that vague distrust of his one chosen friendJobn 
Saltram—flashed upon him in this moment with a new 
distinctness, If thls man,whom hehad so loved and trust- 
ed, had betrayed him, had so utterly falsified his friend’s. 
estimate of his character, was it not easy enoagh to be- 
lieve him capable of still dee baseness, capable of 
growing weary of his stolen wife and casting her off by 
some foul, secret means, in order to marry a ri wo- 
man? The marriage between John Holbrook and Ma~ 
rian NoweN had taken place several months before Mi- 
chael Branston’s death, at atime when, perhaps, Adela 
Branston’s admirer had begun to despair of her release. 
And then fate had gone against him, and,Mrs. Brans-. 
ton’s fortune lay at his feet when it was too 

Thus, and thus only, could rt Fenton account in 
any easy manner for John Saltram’s avoidance .of the 
Anglo-Indian’s widow. A little more than a year ago it 
had seemed as if the whole.plan of his life was built 
upon a marriage With this woman; and now that she was 
free, and obviously willing to make him the master of 


her fortune, he recoiled from the unreasonabl 
and anaegor ntably blind or indifferent to its advan‘ 4 
“ There these 


> is gee John 

and there shall be an explanation be— 

tween us, . I will be his dupe.and fool no longer. I will 
SA eg pees od etd ec/ senberes 

Gilbert Fenton said very little more to the lawyer, who 


: 


_ Rave been. There is my card, Mr. Medler. 
. 80 good as to let me have a line immediately, at that ad- 


ae 


seemed by no means sorry to get rid of him, But atthe 
door of the office he paused. 

“You did not tell me the names of the executors to 
Jacob Nowell’s will,” he said. 

“You didn’t ask me the question,” answered Mr, 
Mediler curtly. ‘ There is only one executor—myself.” 

“Indeed! Mr. Nowell must haye had a very high 

of you to leave you 8o much power,” 

“TJ don't know about power. Jacob Nowell knew me, 
and he didn’t know many people. I don’t say that he 
put any especial confidence in me—for it was his habit to 
trust no one, his boast that he trusted noone. But he 
was obliged to name some one for his executor, and he 
named me.” 

‘*Shail you consider it your duty to seek out or adver- 
tise for Percival Nowell?” asked Gilbert. 

**T shall be in no hurry to do that, in the absence of 
any proof of his daughter’s death. My first duty would 
be to look for her.” 

“God grant that you may be more fortunate than I 
You will be 


dress, if you obtain any tidings of Mrs, Holbrook?” 
“T will do so.” 


CHAPTER XXX. 
STRICKEN DOWN. 


A Hanson carried Gilbert Fenton to the Temple with- 
ut loss of time. There was a fierce hurry in his breast, 
@ heat and fever which he had scarcely fel: since the be- 
eee ot his troubles ; fo. his lurking suspicion of his 

md gathered shape and strength all at once, and 
d his mind now to the exclusion of every other 


ht. 

He ran quickly up the stairs. The outer and inner 
4Aoors of John Saltram’s chambers were both ajar, Gil- 
bert pushed them open and went in. The familiar sitting- 
room looked just a little more dreary than usual, The 
litter of books and papers, inkstand and portfolio, was 
transferred to one of the side-tables, and in its place, on 
the table where his friend had been accustomed to write, 

saw a cluster of medicine-bottles, a jug of toast- 
aged ana a tray with a basin of lukewarm, greasy- 


tes, 

The door between the two rooms stood half open, and 
from the bed-chamber within Gilbert heard the heavy 
aa breathing of a sleeper. He went to the door and 

ed into the room, John Saltram was lying asleep, in 
@n uneasy attitude, with both arms thrown above his 
head, His face had a haggard look that was made all the 
more ghastly by two vivid crimson spots upon his sunken 

ks ; there were dark purple rings round his eyes, and 
his beard was of more than a week’s h. 

“Til,” Gilbert muttered, looking ag at this dreary 
QP with strangely conflicting feelings of pity and 
anger his breast; struck down at the very moment 
when I had determined to know the truth,” 

The sick man tossed himself restlessly from side to 
side in hia feverish sleep, changed his position two or 
‘three times with evident weariness and pain, and then 
gh, borer agent nargdeggeeiyn pee gaze at 

friend, That look, without one ray of recognition, 
‘went to Gilbert’s heart somehow. 

“OQ God, how fond I was of him !” he said to himself. 
“ And if he has been 3 traitor! If he were to fins ike 

an 


This doubt! Had he much reason to doubt two 
minutes afi when Johu Saltram raised himself on 
his gaunt arm, 


looked piteously round the room? 

‘* Marian!” he called, “* Marian!” 

“Yes,” muttered Gilbert, ‘itis alltrue, He is calling 
wife.” 


The revelation scarcely seemed a surprise to him, 
Little by little that suspicion, so vague and dim at first, 
had strength, and now that all his doubts re- 
ceived confirmation from those unconscious lips, it 
seemed to him as if he had known his friend’s falsehood 
for a long time. - 

“Marian, come here! Come, child, come!” the sick 
man cried im feeble imploring tones, ‘‘ What, are you 
of me? Is this death? Am I dead, and parted 
her? Would any thing else keep her from me 
I call for her, the r child that loved me so well? 
And I have wished myself free of her—God forgive me! 
—wished myself free.” 

The -words were muttered in broken, gasping frag- 


tents of sentences; but Gilbert heard them, and under- 
_ stood them very easily. 


m, after looking about the 
room, and looking full at Gilbert without seeing him, 
John Saltram fell back upon his tumbled pillows and 
closed his eyes, Gilbert heard a slipshod step in the 

i himself face to 


ute, 
This woman, upon seeing him, burst forth immediately 
jubilation. 
“ Oh, sir! what a providence it is that you’ve come!” 
whecried. “ dear gentleman, he has been that ill, 
what to do more than a baby, ex- 
the way of sending for a doctor when I see how 
was, and waiting on him myself day and night, 
have done faithful, and am that worn-out in 
mence, that I shake like a haspen, and can’t touch 
of victuals! I had but just slipped round to the 


a bit 
- court while he wasasleep, poor dear, to give my children 


their dinner; for it’s a hard trial, sir, having a helpless 
Paes bese: depending upon one; and it would but be 

all I’ve gone thro’ should be considered ; for 
isn’t one of your 


nurses willing to oontinne 
of It, provisoed as I have help at nights, and my trouble 


Sten meelieee no apprehension ; you shall be paid 
your trouble. ‘Has he been long ill?” 


for 
+ took the cold as were the 
his Unga a Fort 


beginning of 
4 fortnight ago come next Thursday, You may 


‘FENTON'S QUEST. 


ene as it came on awful wet in the after- 
noon last Thursday week, and Mr, Saltram was outin 
the rain, and walked home in it—not being able to get a 
cab, I suppose, or perhaps not caring to get one, for he 
was always 3 careless gentleman in such re: d 
came in wet through to the skin; and instead of chang- 
ing his clothes, as a Christian would have done, just 
gives himself a shake like, as he might haye been a new 
Fondling dog that had been swimming, and sits down 
before the fire, which of course drawed out the steam 
from his things, and made it worse, and writes away for 
dear life till twelve o’clock that night, having something 
particular to finish for them rae Tae es, he says ; and so, 
when I come to tidy up a bit the last thing at night, t 
found him sitting at the table writing, and didn’t take no 
more notice of me than a dog, which was his way, though 
he never meant unkindly—quite the reverse.” 

The laundress paused to draw breath and to pour a 
dose of medicine from one of the bottles on the table, 

“ Well, sir, the next day he had a vi'lent cold, as you 
may suppose, and was low and languid-like, but went on 
with his writing, and it weren’t ne good asking him not. 
‘I want money, Mrs, Pratt,’ he said; ‘you can’t tell 
how bad I want money, and these people pay me for my 
stuff as fast as I send itin,’ The day after that he was a 
deal worse, and had a wand: way like, as if he didn’t 
know what he was doing, and sat turning over his papers 
with one hand, and leaning his head upon the other, and 
groaned so that it went through one like a knife to hear 
him, ‘It’sno use!’ he said at last; ‘it’s mo use!’ and 
then went and threw hisself down upon that bed, and 
has never got up since, poor dear gentleman! I went 
round to fetch a doctor out of Essex street, finding as he 
was no better in the evening, and awful hot, and still 
more wandering-like—Mr, Mew by name, a very nice 
gentleman—which said as it were rheumatic fever, and 
has been here twice a day ever since.” 

“‘ Has Mr, Saltram never been in his right senses since 
that day?” Gilbert asked. 

“Oh yes, sir; off and on for the first week he was quite 
hisself at times; but for the last three days he haan’t 
known any one, and has talked and jabbered a deal, and 
has been ‘ul restless,” 

* Does the doctor call it a dangerous case 7” 

“ Well, sir, not to deceive you, he ast me if Mr. Saltram 
had any friends as I could send for; and I says no, not 
to my knowledge; ‘for,’ says Mr. Mew, ‘if he have any 
relations or friends near at hand, they ought to be told 
that he's in a bad way ;’ and only this morning he said as 
how he should like to call in a physician, for the case was 
a bad one.” 

“TI see. There is danger evidently,” Gilbert said, 
gravely, ‘‘I will wait and hear what the doctor says, He 
will come again to-day, I suppose?” 

“Yea, sir; he’s sure to come in the evening.” 

“Good ; I will stay till the a I should like you 
to go round immediately to this . Mew’s house, and 
ask for the address of some skilled nurse, and then go 
on, in a cab if necessary, and fetch her,” 

“I could do that, sir, of course—not but what I feel 
myself capable of nursing the poor dear.gentleman.” 

“You can’t nurse him night and day, my good woman, 
Do what I tell you, and bring back a professional nurse 
as soon as youcan, If Mr. Mew should be out, his peo- 
ple are likely to know the address of such a person,’ 

He gave the woman some silver, and dispatched her; 
and then, being alone, sat down quietly in the sick-room 
to think out the situation. 

Yes, there was no longer any doubt; that piteous ap- 

Marian had settled the question, John Saltram, 
the friend whom he had loved, was the traitor, John 
Saltram had stolen his sromised wife, had come between 
him and his fair happy future, and had kept the secret of 
his guilt in a dastardly spirit ‘bat made the act fifty 
times blacker than it would have seemed otherwise. 

Sitting in the silence of that sick-chamber, a 
silence broken only by the painful sound of the sleeper’s 
difficult breathing, many things came back to his mind; 
circumstances trivial enough in themselves, but invested 
with a grave significance when contemplated by the light 
of to-day’s revelation. 

He remembered those happy autumn afternoons at 
Lidford; those long, drowsy, idle days in which John 
Saltram had given himself up so entirely to the pleasure 
of the moment, with surely something more than mere 
sympathy with his friend’s happiness. He remembered 
that last, long evening at the cottage when this man had 
been at his best, full of life and gayety; and then that 
sudden departure, which had puzzled him so much at 
the time, and yet seemed no surpris. to Marian, It 
had been the result of some suddenly-formed resolution 
perhaps, Gilbert thought. 

“Poor wretch! he may have tried to be true to me,” 
he said to himself, with @ sharp, bitter pain at hia heart,” 

He had loved this man so well, that eyen now, knowing 
himself to. have been Ley iy Cy was a strange 
mingling of pity and anger in his mind, and mixed 
with these a touch of contempt, He had believed in John 
Saltram; and fancied him noblerand grander than 
himself, somehow; a man who, under a careless, half- 
scornful pretense of being worse than his fellows, con- 
cealed a nature that was far above the common herd; and 
yet this man proved the merest caitiff, a weak, cowardly 


“To take my hand in friendship, knowing what he 
had done, and how my life was broken ! retend 
sympathy, to play out the miserable farce to yery 
last! Great Heaven, that the man I have honored could 
be capable of so much basgeness !” 

The sleeper moved restleasly, the eyes were opened 
once more and turned upon Gilbert, not with the same 
utter blankness as before, but without the faintest recog- 


nition. The sick saw someone wa’ him, and 
the figure was ted with an unreal nce, the 
phantom of his brain, which had been with often in 
the day and night. 

“The man again!” he muttered. “ m will she 
come?” , And then raising himself. upon elbow, he 
eried imploringly, ‘‘ Mother, you fetch her !” 

He was speaking to his mi , whom he had loved 
very dearly—his mother who had dead fifteen years. 
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Gilbert’s mind went back to that far-away time in 
Egypt, when he had Iain like this, helpless and uncon 

ous, and this man had nursed and watched him with 
unwearying tenderness. 

“T will 604 him safely through this,” he said to himself, 
“and then— 

And then the account between them must be squared 
somehow. Gilbert Fenton had no thought of any dire- 
ful vengeance. He belonged toan age in which injuries 
are taken very quietly, unless they are w: which the 
law can re wounds which can be by agolden 
plaster in tke way of damages. 

He could not kill his friend; the age of dueling was 
past, and he not romantic enough to be guilty of such an 
anachronism as mortal combat, Yetnothing less than a 
duel to the death could avenge such a wrong; 

So friendship was at an end between those two, and 
that was all; it was only the utter severance of a tie that 
had lasted for years, nothing more. Yet to Gilbert it 
seemed a great deal. His little world had crumbled to 
ashes; love had perished, and now fmendship had died 
this sudden bitter death, from which there was no possi- 
ble resurection, 

In the midst of such thoughts as these, he remember- 
ed the sick man’s medicine. Mrs, Pratt had given him a 
few hurried directions before departing on her errand. 
He looked at his watch, and then went over tothe table 
and prepared the draught, and administered it with a 
firm and gentle hand. 

“‘Who’s that?” John Saltram muttered, faintly. “It 
seems like the touch of a friend.” 

He dropped back ag the pillow without waiting for 
any reply, and fell into a strain of low, incoherent talk, 


with closed eyes. 
The Jaundress was along time gone, and Gilbert sat 
conor where there had never 


alone in the dismal little 

been the smallest attempt at comfort since John Saltram 
had occupied it. He satalone, or with that awful com- 
panionship of one whose mind was far away, which was 
80 much more dreary than actual loneliness—sat brood- 
ing over the history or his friend’s treachery. 

What had he done with Marian? Was her disappear- 
ance any work of his, after all ? Had he hidden her away 
for some secret reason of his own, and then acted out the 
play by pretending to search for her? Knowing him for 
the traitor he was, could Gilbert Fenton draw any posi- 
tive line of demarkation between the amount of ge 
pak ae possible, and that which was not possible to 

im? 


What had he done with Marian? How soon would he 
be able to answer that poe ops or would he ever be 
able to answer it? The thought of this delay was torture 
to Gilbert Fenton. He had come here to-day thinking to 
make an end of all his doubts, to force an avowal of the 
truth from those false lips. And behold, a hand stronger 
than his held him back, His int tion must await 
the answer to that awful question—life or death, 

The woman came in presently, bustling and out of 
breath. She had found a very trustworthy person, re- 
commended by Mr. Mew’sassistant—a person whowould . 
come that evening without fail, 

“ Tt was all the way up at Islington, sir, — T paid the 


‘Very much as you see him now. He has mentioned 
& name once or twice, the name of Have you 
ever heard that ?” x Se 

‘I should say I have, sir, times and often since he’s 
been ill, ‘Marian, why don’t you come to me?’ so piti- 
ful; and ‘ Lost, lost !’ in such a awful wild a 
think it must be some favorite sister, sir, or a young 


as he has kep’ company with,” 
¢ the bed, as if their 


*“ Marian !” cried the voice from 
cautious talk had penetrated tothat dim brain. ‘* Marian! 
Ob no, no! she is gone; I have lost her! Well, 
it; I wanted my freedom.” 


Gilbert started and stood transfixed, looking 


tly 
at the unconscious speaker. Yes, here was the clue to 
the mystery. John had tired of his 
stolen bride—had ed tor bie | Pave dang Who should 


say that he had not taken some iniquitous means 
Ey pinsetl. ¢ Ehe. He .thap esd qnowsenguanencne 


It was dreary work to sit by the bedside watching that 
familiar face, to which fever and de! ven & 
strange, weird look; 


Was it a guilty conscience, the dull, slow of re- 
morse, whieh had stricken this. man down tet strong, 
powerfully built man, 


the bur of ? Gilbert could not find any 
answer to these questions, only knew that his some- 
time friend Jay there h unconscious—removed 
beyond his as com as if he had been lying 
in his coffin, 

““O God, it is hard to bear!" he said half aloud; “it 


is a bitter trialto bear. If this 
sick man’s roop: ul through that long, 

afternoon, waiting.to see the doctor, and with the 
oe on thoughts repeating themselves perpetually 


cold 
in neglecting to changs his datap clothes, and sheumatie 
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fever hasset in. But it appears to me that there are 
at work—mental disturbance, and‘ so on, 

his brain a little too severely, 

I from Mrs. Pratt’s account of him, and these 
will tell, sir ; sooner or later they have their effect.” 

“ ?” 


“Well, yes; I = not tell you that there is an absence 
of danger. Mr, Saltram has a fine constitution, a noble 
cn aloe gyeg prey eemmihen: “gataern ly upon the 

“You just now of over-work as a cause for this 
mental bance. Might it not rather proceed from 
some secret trouble of mind, some hidden care?” Gilbert 
asked, anxiously, 

“ That, sir, is an open question. The mind is unhinged; 
there is no doubt of that. There is something more here 
than the ordinary delirium we look for in fever cases.” 

“You have talked of a physician, Mr, Mew; would it 
not be well to call one in immediately ?” 

“I should feel more comfortable if my opinion were 
supported, sir; not that I believe there is anything more 
can be done for Mt apna than I have been doing; but 
the case is a cri one, and I should be glad to feel 
myself supported.” 

“If you will give me the name and addresa of the 
gentleman you would like to call in, I will go for him im- 


“To-night? Nay, my dear sir, there is no occasion for 
such haste ; to-morrow morning will do very well.” 

“ To-morrow morning, then; but I will make the ap- 

to-night, if I can.” 

Mr, Mew named a physician high in repu! 
specialist in such cases as Join Saltram’s, and Gilbert 
dashed off at once in a hansom to obtain the promise of 
an ben visit from this gentleman on the following morn- 
ing. He succeeded in his errand, and on returning to 
the Temple found the professional nurse installed, and 
the sick-room brightened and freshened a little by her 
handiwork. The patient was asleep, and his slumber 
was more quiet than usual, 

Gilbert had eaten nething since breakfast, and it was 
now nearly nine o’clock in the evening; but before going 
out to some neighboring tavern to snatch a hasty dinner, 
he sto: to tell Mrs, Pratt that he should sleep in his 
friend’s chambers that night. 

“Why, you don’t mean that, sir, sure to goodness!” 
cried the laundress, alarmed’; “and not so much as a 
sofy-bedstead, nor nothing anyways comfortable.” 

upon three or four chairs, if it were 

necessary, but there is an old sofain the bedroom. You 
that into this room for me, and the nurse can 
have it in the daytime, She won’t want to be lying down 
—— say. I don’t suppose I shall sleep much 

™ , but I am a little knocked-up, and shall glad 
of some sort of I want to be on the spot, come 


what may.” 
** But, sir, with the new nurse and me, there surely 
can’t be no necessity, and you might be round the first 
in the morning like, to see how the poor dear gen- 


has x 
“T know that, but I would rather be on the spot. I 
have my own especial reasons. You can go home to your 
children,” 


“Thank you kindly, sir; which I shall be very glad to 
take care of ‘em, pore things. And I hope, sir, as you 
won't forget that I’ve gone through a deal for Mr, Sal- 
tram—if so be as he shouldn't better himself, which 
the Lord forbid !—to take my trouble into consideration, 
cag |, et at pinata 4 1g nn har a 
not rich, 

“Your services will not be f , Mre. Pratt, de- 


pend upon it. Perhaps I’d better give you a co of 
80" on account ; that'll make matters for 


7, yo 

“Yes, sir; and many thanks for your generosity,” 
replied the la agreeably a this 
prompt donation, courtesies be- 
fore her benefactor ; “and Mr. shall want nothing 


“That is well. een Tree out to get some 
dinner; I shall be back in half an hour. 


tation as a 


folding away crue! and 
other =e Sie tg closets in the 
walls, visible ye 

Bn of these functi with a 

wan, briskness at sig! of Gilbert, made 

to re-decorate one of the tables, and in bland insinuating 
a dinner of courses or 80, as likely to 

be toa lonely and belated diner; well aware, 

in the consciousness, that the six 


that | figured in the day’s bill of fare. 
“pring tne chop 8 steak, and a pint of dry 


mushrooms, It will be ready in five minutes.” 


may me the fowl, if you like ; I won’t wait 

for Tm in a hurry.” 
attendant pee 8 faint sigh, and communicated 
the order for the fowl and mushrooms thro’ a - 
ing tube. It was the business of his life to ie his 
set his face against chope aud vteakss but he felt that this 

Ops ani el 

customer was proof bilan: its, 

took Gilbert an eveni 


and then subsided in- 
to ~4 ive silence until fowl 
a 


surprise the briefest interval of consciousness that might 
come all of s sudden to that hapless, fever-stricken sin- 
ner, Who shonld re 4 that such an interval would not 
eae or who could 

v 

Gilbert Fenton paid for his dinner, left half his wine 
undrunk, and hurried away, leaving the waiter with 
rather a contemptuous idea of him though that individ- 
ual condescended to profit by his sobriety, and finished 
the dry sherry ata draught. 

It was nearly ten when Gilbert returned to the cham- 
bers, and all was still quiet, that heavy slumber continu- 
ing; an artificial sleep at best, produced by one of 
Mr. Mew’s sedatives, The sofa had been wheeled from 
the bedroom to the sitting-1 and placed in a com- 
fortable corner by the fire. ere were preparations, 
too, for a cup of tea, to be made and consumed at any 
hour agreeable to the watcher: a small tea-kettle sim- 

on the hob; a tray witha cup and saucer, and 
queer little black earthenware tea-pot, on the table; a 
tea-caddy and other appliances close at hand—all testify- 
ing to the grateful attention of the vanished Pratt, 

Gilbert shared the nurse’s watch till past midnight. 
Long before that John Saltram woke from his heavy 
sleep, and there was more of that incoherent talk so pain- 
ful to hear—talk of people that were dead, of scenes that 
were far away, even of those careless, ha) wanderings 
in which those two college friends had together ; 
and then mere nonsense-talk, shreds and patches of 
random thought, that seemed to be drawn from some 
rubbish-chamber, some waste-paper basket of the brain, 

It was weary work, He woke towards eleven, anda 
little after twelve dropped asleep again ; but this time, 
the effect of the sedative having worn off, the sleep was 
restless and uneasy. Then came a brief interval of 

niet; and in this Gilbert left him, and flung himself 

lown upon the sofa, to sink into a slumber that was 
scarcely more peaceful than that of the sick man. 

He was thoroughly worn out, however, and slept for 
some hours, to be awakened suddenly at last bya shrill 
cry in the next room, sprang up from the sofa, and 
rushed in. John Saltram was sitting up in bed, propped 
by the pillows on which hie two elbows were planted, 
looking about him with a fierce, haggard face, and call- 
ing for “Marian.” The nurse had fallen asleep in her 
armchair by the fire, and was slumbering placidly, 

” he cried, “‘ Marian, why have you left me? 
God knows I loved you; yes, even when I seemed cold 
and neglectful. Eve was against me; but I 
loved you, my dear, I loved you! Did I ever say that 
you came between me and fortune—was I mean enough, 
base enough, ever to say that? It was a lie, my love; 

were my fortune. Were poverty or obscurity hard 
ings to bear for you? oat my darling, no; I will face 
them to-morrow, if you come back to me, Ob no, 
no, she is gone; my life has i; L broke her heart 
with my hard, bitter words; I drove my angel away 
from me.” 

He had not spoken so coherently since Gilbert had been 
with him that day, Surely this must be an interval of 
consciousness, or semi-consciousness. Gilbert went to 
the bedside, and, seating himself there quietly, looked 
intently at ae face, which stared at him without 
a of recognition. 

a) tome, John Saltram,” he said. “You know 
me, don’t you man who was once your friend—Gil- 
bert Fenton ?” 

The other burst into a wild, bitter laugh. “ Gilbert 
Fenton—my friend, the man who trusts me still! Poor 
old Gilbert! and I fancied that I loved him—that I 
would have freely sacrificed my own happiness for his.” 

“ And yet you betrayed him,” Gilbert said, in a low, 


ment, to words, 
“ her!” the sick man answered, with the same 


w weary of her calm beauty, and I sickened of her 
te I sacrificed honor, friendship, 
got tired of my 5 

It is my nature, I suppose ; but I loved her all the 4 
she had twined herself about my heart somehow. I knew 


waiters | it when she was lost.” 


“What have you done with her?” repeated Gilbert in a 
low, stern voice, and with his grasp upon John Saltram’s 


arm. 
“What have I done with her? I forget. She is gone 


haste | —I wanted my freedom ; I felt myself fettered, a ruined 


man, She is gone; and I am free, free to make # better 


1 re,” 
me O God !” muttered Gilbert, “is this man the black- 
est villain that ever cumbered the earth? What am I to 
Seabs He reeion emmeaen estion, witha stern kind 
same qu a 
of patience, as if he would give this guilty wretch the 


le the ee pity which 
SS a Alas! he coul seemed 
coherent answer —— 
self-accusation, mad ion of thatone nt of ‘his 
loss—nothing more distinct came from those fevered 
lips, nor did one look of recognition flash into those 
bloodshot eyes, 

The time at which this mystery was to be solved had 
not come yet; there was nothing to be done but to wait; 
and Gilbert waited with a sublime patience through all 
the 


what such an interval might re- | him 


Christmas came while John Saltram was lying at 
death’s door, feebly fighting that awful battle, 
unconsciously with the bony hand that was trying to irag 


lies so deep a mystery, 60 
mas came; and there were bells 
gatherings here and there about the great dreary town, 
and Gilbert Fenton was besieged by friendly invitations 
from Mrs. Lister, remonstrating with him for his want 
of common affection in preferring to spend that season 
among his London friends rather than in the bosom of 
his family, 

Gilbert wrote to his sister, telling her that he had as 
ticular business which detained him intown. But 
it been otherwise, had he not been bound r to 
John Saltram’s sick-room, he would scarcely have cared 
to take his part in the conventional f and com- 
monplace jovialities of Lidford House. ad he not 
dreamed of a bright home which was to be his at thie 
time, a home beautified by the presence of the woman 
he loved? Ah! what delight to have welcome the sacred 
day in the holy quiet of such a home, they two alone to~ 
gether, with all the world shut out! 


CHAPTER XXXI, 
ELLEN OARLEY’sS TRIALS, 


Crristmas came in the old farm-house near Orogber ; 
and Ellen Carley, who had no idea of making vf trou- 
bled thoughts of her own an excusé for neglect of her 
household duties, made the somber paneled rooms bright 
with holly and ivy, laurel and fir, ard busied herself 
briskly in the confection of such pies and puddings ag 
Hampshire considered necessary to the due honor of that 
pious festival. There were not many people to see the 
greenery and bright holly-berries which em shed the 
graye old rooms, not many whom Ellen very much cared 
tor to taste the pies and puddings; but duty must be 
done, and the bailiff’s danghter did her work witha 
steady industry which knew no wavering . 

Her life had been a hard one of late, very lonely since 
Mrs. Holbrook’s disappearance, and haunted with a pres- 
ence which was most hateful to her, Stephen Whitelaw 
had taken to coming to the Grange much oftener than of 
old, There was sellom an eveniug now on which his in- 
significant figure was not to be seen planted by the hearth 
in the snug little oak parlor, smoking his pipe in that 
dull, silent way of his, which was calculated to aggravate 
a lively person like Ellen Carley into some open expres- 
sion of disgust or dislike. Of late, too, his attentions 
had been of a more pronounced character; he took to 
dropping sly hints of his pretentions, and it was impos- 
sible for Ellen any longer to doubt that he wanted her to 
be his wife. More than this, there was a tone of assur- 
ance about the man, quiet as he was, which exasperated 
Miss Carley beyond all measure, He bad the air of be- 
ing certain of success, and on more than one occasion 


spoke of the day when Ellen would be mistress of Wyn- © 


comb Farm, 5 

On his repetition of this offensive speech one evening, 
the girl took him up sharply, s” 

** Not quite so fast, if you please, Mr. Whitelaw,” she 
said; “it takes two to make a bargain of that kind, just 
the same as it takes two to quarrel. There’s many cu- 
rious changes may come in a person’s life, no doubt, and 
folks never know what’s going to happen to them; but 
whatever changes may come upon me, that isn’t one of 
them, I may live tosee the inside of the work-house, 
perhaps, when I am too old for service ; but I shall never 
sleep under the roof of Wyncomb Farmhouse.” 

Mr. Whitelaw gave a spiteful little laugh. 

“ What a spirited one she is, ain’t she, now?” he said, 
with agneer, “ ecb apy won’t, won’t you, my lass? you 
turn up that pretty little nose of yours—it do turn up a 
bit of itself, don’t it, though ?—at Wyncomb Farm and 
stp Whitelaw. Your father tells a different story, 


“Then my father tells a lying story,” answered the 
girl, blushing crimson with indignation; “‘and it isn’t 
for want of knowing the truth, He knows that if it was 
ne bg nw i he a. our house viral aed 
inion, go to nion—an a light y 
be free of you. I didn’t want to be rude, Bi whitels 
for you’ve been civil-spoken enough to me, and I dare 
fay you're a friend to my father; but I can’t he 
speaking the truth, and you’ve brought it on 
with your nonsense,” 
“ She’s got @ devil of a poe of her own, you see, 


daughter; “but she don’t mean above a quarter what 
she saye; and when her time comes, she'll do as she’s 
bid, or she’s no child of mine.” 

“Oh, I forgive her,” replied Mr. Whitelaw, with a 


but I shall never take a mistress to Wyncomb unless: 
can take the one I like.” . 

After this particular evening, Mr. Whitelaw’s oe 
seemed more than ever disagreeable to poor Elien. He 
had the air of her fate somehow, sitting rooted to the 
hearth night after night, and she grew to regard him 
with a half-superstitious horror, as if he some 
occult power over her, and could bend her to his wishes 
in spite of herself © very quietude of the man >be- 
came appalling to her. Such aman seemed of 
accomplishing anything by the mere force 
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oe A het” But come what may, 
| Wor much longer. I'll run away to rervice 
father will only have himself 


“Tt was Mr. Whitelaw who appeared as principal guest 
tmas-day, Mr. Whitelaw, sup- 
cousin of his who 
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bore & ig family likeness tohim both in person and 
manner, and Ellen Carley thought that it was impossible 
for the world to contain a more disagreeable pair. These 
were the guests who consumed great quantities of Ellen’s 
oe and puddings, and who sat under her festal gar- 
ands of holly and laurel, She had been especially care- 
ful to hang no scrap of mistletoe, which might have af- 
forded Mr, Whitelaw an excuse for a practical display of 
his gallantry—a fact which did not escape the playful ob- 
servation of his cousin, Mrs. Tadman. 

“Young ladies don’t often forget} to put up a bit of 
mistletoe,” said this matron, ‘when there’s a chance of 
them they like being by ;” and she glanced in a meaning 
way from Ellen to the master of Wyncomb Fam. 

** Miss Carley isn’t like the generality of young ladies,” 
Mr, Whitelaw answered, with a glum look, and his kins- 


And then by 
she owned that 


“He has been a good friend to me,” continued the 
matron; “that I never have denied, and never shall 
deny. But I have been a good servant to him; 
there isn’t a hired servant as would toil and drudge, an 
watch and pinch, as I have done to please him, and never 
had payment from him more than a new gown at Christ- 
Tas, or a five-pound note after harvest. And of course, 
if ever he marries, I shall have to look for a new home; 
for I know tep much of his ways, I dare say, for a wife 
to like to have me about her—and me of an age when it 
seems hard to have to go among strangers, and not hay- 
ing saved sixpence, where I might have put by a hundred 
pounds easy, if I hadn’t been working without wages for 
arelation, But I’ve not been called a servant, you see; 
and I suppose Stephen thinks that’s payment enough for 
my trouble, Goodness knows I’ve saved him many a 
pound, and that he'll know when I’m gone ; for he’s near, 

Stephen, and it goes to his heart to with a shilling.” 


‘But why should you ever leave Mrs, Tadman ?” 
Ellen asked, kindly, ‘‘I shouldn’t think he could have a 
better honsekeeper.” 


“Perhaps not,” answered the widow, shaking her head 
with mysterious significance ; “ but his wife won't think 
that; and when he’s got a wife he'll want her to be his 
housek , and to pinch and scrape as I’ve pinched and 
scraped for him, Lord help her!” concluded Mrs, Tad- 

with a faint groan, which was far from compli- 
men to her relative’s character. 


es perhaps he never will murry,” argued Ellen, 
“Oh yes, he will, Miss Carley,” replied Mrs. Tadman 


with anoth r cant movement of her head; ‘he’s 
set his heart on and he’s set his heart on the young 
woman he means to marry.” 

** He can’t ge! her unless she’s willing to be his wife, 
any how,” said Ellen, reddening a little. 

* Oh, he'll find a way to make her consent, Miss Carley, 
ad upon Whatever Stephen Whitelaw sets his 


i 
“She must bea very weak-minded young woman if 
she marries him against her will,” Ellen said, laughing, 
the tea ready, es Mrs, Tad- 
which were not of a lively nature 


That Christmas-day came to an end at last, aftera 

long a enlivened by a solemn 

minoe-pies; and lookin con teeadsntmom 

g out ‘at the moon- 

igh shadowy garden and flat waste of farm- 

fete on narrow casement in her own room, Ellen 
wondered 


8 
F 
é. 


what those she loved best in the world 


was Mariam Holbrook, that new-found friend 
whom she had loved so well, and whose fate remained 
Frank Randall 


wherewith 

Thas it was that poor Ellen kept the close of her 
ristmas-day, looking out over the cool moonlit fields, 
and wondering how she was to escape from the persecu- 

tion of Stephen Whitelaw. 
Eeeheemenions — = —— = Carley Page 
daughter to ew-Year's at Wyncomb; a 
display of hospitality so f Character, tha’ i 
, eyes 


opened 
as she heard the invitation given. 
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d|to buy youa silk gown. But you'll be able to 


her cotton working-gowns that she had paid most atten- 
tion; looking forward to begin a harder life in some 
stranger’s service—ready to endure anything rather than 
to marry Stephen Whitelaw. And of late the conviction 
had grown upon her that her father was very much in 
earnest, and that before long it would be a question 
whether she should obey him, or be turned out of doors. 
She had seen his dealings with other people, and she 
knew him to be a passionate, determined man, hard as 
iron in his anger. 

“I won’t give him the trouble to turn me out of 
doors,” Ellen said to herself. ‘* When I know his mind, 
and that there’s no hope of turning him, Pll get away 
quietly, and find some new home. He has no real 
poves over me, and I have but to earn my own living, to 

independent of him, And I don’t per es Frank will 
think any the worse of me for having been a servant,” 
thought the girl, with something like a sob, It seemed 
hard that she must needs sink lower in her lover’s eyes, 
when she was so far beneath him already ; he a Jawyer’s 
son, a gentleman by education, and she an untaught 
country girl. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 
THE PADLOCKED DOOR AT WYNCOMB, 


THE countenance of the new year was harsh, rugged 
and gloomy—as of a stony-hearted, strong-minded new 
year, that had no idea of making his wintry aspect pleas- 
ant, or brightening the gloom of his infancy with any 
deceptive gleams of January sunshine. A bitter north 
wind made a dreary howling among the leafless trees, 
and swept across the broad bare fields with merciless 
force—a bleak, cruel New-Year’s day, on which to go out 
a-pleasuring; but it was more in harmony with Ellen 
Carley’s thoughts than brighter weather could have been; 
and she went to and fro about her morning’s work, up 
and down cold windy passages, and in and out of the 
frozen dairy, unmoved by the bitter wind which swept 
the crisp waves of dark-brown hair from her low brows, 
and tinged the tip of her impertinent little nose with a 
faint wintry bloom, 

The bailiff was in very high spirits this first morning of 
the new year—almost uproarious spirits indeed, which 
vented themeelves in snatches of boisterous song, as he 
bustled backward and forward from house to stables, 
dressed in his best blue coat and bright buttons and a 
eapacious buff waistcoat, with his ponderous nether 
limbs clothed in knee-cords, and boots with vinegar 
tops; looking altogether the typical British farmer. 

Those riotous bursts of song made his daughter 
shudder, Somehow, his gayety was more alarming to 
her than his customary morose humor, It was all the 
more singular,{too, because of late William Carley had been 
especially silent and moody, with the air of a man whose 
mind is weighed down by some heavy burden—so 
gloomy, indeed, that his daughter had questioned him 
more than once, entreating to know if he were distressed 
by any secret trouble, anything going wrong about the 
farm, andsoon. The girl had only brought upon her- 
self harsh, angry answers by these considerate inquiries, 
and had been told to mind her own business, and not to 
pry into matters that in no way concerned her. 

** But it does concern me to see you down-hearted, fa- 
ther,” she answe! gently. 

* Does it really, my girl? What! your father’s some- 
thing more than a stranger to you, is he? I shouldn't 
have thought it, seeing how you’ve gone again me in some 
t! lately. Howeomedever, when I want your help, I 
8 know how to askfor it, and I hope you'll 
freely. I don’t want fine words; they never p 
body out of the ditch that I’ve heard tell of.” 

Whatever the bailiff’s trouble had been, it seemed to be 
lightened to-day, Ellen thought; and yet that unusual 
noisy gayety of his gave her an uncomfortable feeling ; 
it did not seem nat or easy, 

Her household work was done by noon, and she dressed 
hurriedly, while her father called for her in: tly 
from below—standing at the foot of the wide, old 
staircase, and bawling upto her that they should be late 
at Wyncomb. She looked very pretty in her neat dark- 
blue merino dress and ay linen , when she came 
tripping down stairs at flushed with the hurry of her 

et, and altogether so ht a creature that it seemed 
a hard thing she should not be setting out upon some 
real pleasure-trip, instead of that most obnoxious festi- 
val to which she was summoned, 

Her father looked at her with agrim kind of ap- 


val, 

ee you'll do well enough, lass,” he said; “ but I should 
like you to have had som smarter than that blue 
stuff. I wouldn’t have mindeda couple of poundsor so 
your- 
self as many silk gowns as ever you like by-and-by, if 
_ play your cards well and don’t make a fool of your- 
self. 


ve it 
any- 


Ellen knew what he meant well ner | but did not 
care to take any notice of the speech. The time would 
soon come, no doubt, when she must take her stand in 
direct opposition to him and in the meanwhile it 
would be worse than foolish to waste breath in 
squabbling, 

They were to drive to Wyncomb in the bailiff’s gig, 
rather an obsolete vehicle, with a yellow body, a moldy 
leather apron, and high wheels picked out with red, 
drawn by a tall gray horse that did duty with the plow 
on ordinary occasions, Stephen Whitelaw’s house was 
within an easy walk of the Grange; but the gig was 
a more dignified mode of apercecs 
bailiff insisted on driving daughter to her suitor’s 
abode in that conveyance, 

Wyncomb was a long, a ee an un- 
known age; 8 spacious ey 
rooms, and no less than three ut 
no traces of that fallen 

B been 


generations of farmers. It wasa meeps i house 
all times, Ellen Carley titmugh' especially gloom: 
yasertaas leaden era doae ven if would 


than a walk, and the | thoug! 


Carley, 
“ The ' just suits its master’s hard, miserly na- 
ture,” she said. ‘One would think it had been made on 


urpose for him, or perhaps the Whitelaws have been 
Tike that from generation to generation.” 

There was no such useless adornment as a “ype opr 
den at Wyncomb, Stephen Whitelaw cared about as 
much for roses and lilies as he cared for Greek or 
Beethoven’s sonatas, At the back of the house 
agreat patch of bare, shadowless ground devoted to cab- 
bages and potatoes, with a straggling border of savory 
herbs; a patch not even divided from the farm-land be- 
yond, but melting imperceptibly into a field of mangel- 
wurzel, There were no superfluous hedges upon Str. 
Whitelaw’s dominions; not a solitary tree to give shelter 
to the tired cattle in the long, hot summer days. Noble 
old oaks and patriarch beeches, tall sycamores and a 
flowering chestnuts, had been stubbed up renacrestealy 
by that economical agriculturist, and he was now the 
proud possessor of one of the ugliest and most profitable 
farms in Hampshire. 

In frontof the gray stone house the sheep browsed 4 
to the parlor windows, and on both sides of the ill-kep’ 
carriage-drive leading from the white gate that ed 
into the meadow to the door of Mr. Whitelaw’s abode. 
No sweet-scented woodbine or pale monthly roses beau- 
tified the front of the house in spring or summer time. 
The neglected ivy had overgrown one end of the lo: 
stone building, and crept aJmost to the ponderous ol 
chimneys ; and this decoration, which had come of itself, 
was the only spot of greenery about the place. Five tall 
poplars grew ina row about a hundred yards from the 
front windows ; these, strange to say, Mr. Whitelaw had 
— - on They mie to add a little —- 
gloom e settle: imness of the place, and 
harmonized with hie tastes, Sah 

Within, Wyncomb Farm-house was no more attractive 
than without. The rooms were low and dark; the win- 
dows, made obscure by means of heavy woodwork and 
common glass, let in what light they did admit with « 
grudging air, and seemed to frown upon the inmates of 
the chamber they were supposed to beautify. There 
were all manner of gloomy passages, and unexpected 
flights of half a dozen stairs or so, in queer anglesof the 
house, and there was a prevailing dar everywhere ; 
for the Whitelawe of departed generations, objecting to 
the window-tax, had blocked up every casement that it 
was possible to block up; and the stranger exploring 
Wyncomb Farm-house was always coming upon those 
blank plastered windows, which had an unpleasant 
ghostly aspect, and set him longing fora fireman’s hatch- 
et to hew them open and let in the light of day. 

The furniture was of the oldest, black with age, worm- 
eaten, ponderous: queer old four-post - 

jowieh. 


hangings of greenish-brown or i-greén. 
from which every vestige of the ori, ue had faded 
high-backed chairs, 


i ago; clumsy bureaus, and 
wi lege and gouty feet, heavy to move and dn- 


ere Was 


thick 
comfortable to sit upon. The house was clean enough, 
and the bare floors of the numerous bed-cham 
which were only enlivened here and there with 


dismal kind of neatness about everything, and a bleak, 
empty look in the spareely-furnished rooms, which wore 
no pleasant sign of occupation, no look of home, 
The humblest cottage, with four tiny — rooms 
and a thatched roof, and just a patch of old-fashioned 
steel with a sweet-brier hedge and roses 

and there among the cabbages, would have been 
. Sars ter habitation than Wyncomb, Ellen Carley 

oug! 

Mr. Whitelaw exhibited an unwonted liberality upom 
this occasion, The dinner was a ponderous banquet, 
and the dessert a noble display of nuts and crnees Sap 
and almonds and raisins, flanked by two old-fi 
decanters of port and sherry; and both the bailiff and 
his host did ample justice to the feast. It was @ long, 
dreary afternoon of eating and drinking; and Ellen 
not sorry to get away from the prim wainscoted 
where her father and Mr. Whitelaw were solem: wah: 
wine, to wander over the house with Mrs. : 


ping their 
man, 

It was about four o’clock when she sli out 
“ealereh acme ag lady’s invitation, an e lo and 
long 


passages had a shadowy look in the Neem light. 


spection. 

“It’s a fine old place, isn’t it?” asked Mrs. Tadman, 
“There’s not many farmers can boast of such a house 
as Wyncomb,” 

“It’s large enough,” Ellen answered, with atone which 
implied the reverse of admiration; ‘‘ but it’s not a p= 
I should like to live in. I’m not one to believe ng 


if it was haunted, somehow.” 

Mre, Tadman laughed & shrill, hard langh, and rubbed 
her skinny hands with an air of satisfaction, 

“You're not easy to 
“most folks think a of comb ; for, you 
only them that live in a house as can know how dull 
and as to the 


ee : — — = 


FENTON’S QUEST. 


son take after his father closer than my cousin Stephen 

takes after him ; just the same saving prudent ways, and 

i fee masterful temper, always kept under in 
uiet way of his.” 

As m Carley showed herself profoundly indifferent 

the lights and shades of Mr. Whitelaw’s character, Mrs, 
Tadman did not pursue the subject, but with a gentle 

led the way to another room, and so on from room 
to room, till they had explored all that floor of the 
house. 

** There’s the attics above; but you won’t care to see 
them, she said. “ The shepherd and five other men sleep 
up there. Stephen thinks it keeps them steadier sleep- 
ing under the same roof with their master ;and he’s able 
to ring them up of a morning, and to know when they go 
to thet work. It’s wearying for me to have to get up and 
see to their breakfasts, but I can’t trust Martha Holden 
to do that, or she’d let them eat us out of house and home. 
There’s no ae | what men like that can eat, anda 
side of bacon would go as fast asif you was to melt it 
down to tallow. But you must know what they are, Miss 
Carley, having to manage for your father.” 

“Yes,” Ellen answered, ‘‘ I am used to hard work.” 

“Ah,” murmured the matron, with a sigh, * you’d 
have plenty of it if you came here.” 

yy were at the end of a long passage by this time—a 
yonee leating to the extreme end of the house, and 
forming part of that ivy-covered wing which seemed 
older than the rest of the building. It was on a lower 
level than the other part, and they had descended two or 
three steps at the entrance to this passage. The ceilings 
were lower, too, the beams that supported them more 
massive, the diamond-paned windows smaller and more 
heavily leaded, and there was a faint musty odor as of a 
place that was kept shut up and uninhabited, 

** There’s nothing more to see here,” said Mrs. Tadman 
quickly; “we'd better go back. I don’t know what 
brought me here; it was talking, I suppose, made me 
come without thinking. There’s nothing to show you 
this way.” 

** But there’s another room there,” Ellen said, pointing 
toa ae just before them—a heavy, clumsily-made door, 

inted black, 


4 


“*That door—well, yes; it’s a kind of a room, but 
chasn’t been used for fifty years and more, I’ve heard say. 
Stephen keeps seeds there and such like. It's always 
locked, and he keeps the key of it.” 

There was nothing in this closed room to excite either 
curiosity or interest in Ellen’s mind, and she was turn- 
ing away from the door with perfect indifference when 
he started and suddenly seized Mrs Tadman’s arm. 

“Hark!” shesaid, in a frightened, breathless way; 
“did you hear that?” 

“ What, child 2” 

“ Did you say there was no one in there—no one ?” 

+» _ “Lord blese your heart, no, Miss Carley, nor ever is, 
‘What a turn you did give me, gr-sping hold of my arm 
like that!” 

“T heard something in there—a footstep. It must be 
the servant,” 

“ What, Martha Holden! I should like to see her ven- 
turing into any room Stephen keeps private to himself. 
Besides, that door’s kept locked; try it, and satisfy 


yourself,” 

The door was, indeed, locked—a door with a clumsy, 
old-fashioned latch, securely fastened by a staple and 

iock. Ellen tried it with her own hand. 

“Tg there no other door to the room ?” she asked. 

“None; and only one window, that looks into the 
-wood-yard, and is almost always blocked up with the 
wood outside it. You must have heard the muslin 
about, if you heard anything.” 
p,” said Ellen, firmly; ‘a human 
footstep. I told you the house was haunted, Mrs. Tad- 
man, 


“Lor, Miss Carley, I wish you wouldn’t say such 
things ; it’s enough to make one’s blood turn cold, Do 
2 down stairs and haye a cupof tes, It’s quite dark, 
declare ; and you’ve given me the shivers with your 


queer i. 
“Tm sorry for that; but the noise I heard must have 
been either real or ghostly, and you won’t believe it’s 


” 
acs was the seen of course.” 
_. They couldn’t ea noise like human footsteps. 
ere re Fe agin of mine, Mrs. Tadman, and I 
wan ‘ou. 
They went down on to the parlor, where the tea- 
a pair of candles were soon brought, and where 
T8. stirred the fire into a blaze with an indif- 
ference to the consumption of fuel which made her kins- 
os stare, even on that hospitable and peculiar occasion. 
blaze made the dark wainscoted room cheorful of 
, however, which the two candles could not have 
18, 28 their light was almost absorbed by the gloomy 


After tea there was whist again, and a considerable 
consumption of spirits-and-water on the part of the two 
nt , in which Mrs. Tadman joined modestly, with 
Many protestations, and, with the air of taking only an 
contrived to empty her tumbler, 


ditch. They got over the brief journey safely, however, 


4 ani Mr. Carley was still in high good-humor. He went 


off to see to the pu up of his horse himself, telling 
fis daughter to wait titt he came back ; he bad something 
particular to say to her before she went to bed. 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 
“(WHAT MUST BE SHALL BE.”* 


; ) nearly 
and had some difficulty in brightening it a little. 
She waited very patiently, wondering what her father 
ould have to say to her, and not anticipsting much 


pleasure from the interview, He was going to talk about 
Stephen Whitelaw and his hateful money, perha; But 
let say what he would, she was prepared to hold her 
own firmly, determined to provoke him py no open op- 
Position nnless matters came toan extremity, and then 
tolet him see at once and forever that her resolution 
was fixed, and that it was useless to persecute her. 

‘* Tf I have to go out of this house to-night, I will not 
flinch,” she said to herself. 

“She had some time to wait. It had been past mid- 
night when they came home, and it wasa quarter to one 
when William Carley came intothe parlor, He was inan 
unusually communicative mood to-night, and had been 
superintending the grooming of his horse, and talking to 
the underling who had waited up to receive him. 

He was a little unsteady in his gait as he came into the 
parlor, and Ellen knew thot he had drunk a good deal at 
Wyncomb, It was no new thing t-r her to see him in 
this condition, unhappily, and the shrinking, shuddering 
sensation with which he inspired her to-night was pain- 
fully familiar. 

* It’s very late, father,” she said gently, as the bailiff 
flung himself heavily into an arm-chair by the fireplace. 
“Tf you don’t want me for anythinz particular, I should 
be glad to go to bed.” 

“Would you, my lass?” he 2 cd, grimly. * But, you 
see, I do want you for something particular—something 
uncommon particular; so t! :re’s no call for you to be in 
ahurry, Sit down yonder,” he added, pointing to the 
chair opposite his own. ‘I’ve got something to say to 
you—something serious.” 

‘“* Father,” said the girl, looking him full in the face, 
pale to the lips, but very firm, “I don’t think you’re in a 
state to talk seriously of anything.” 

**Oh, you don’t, don’t you, Miss Impudence? You 
think I’m drunk, perhaps. You'll find that, drunk or 
sober, I’ve only one mind about you, and that I mean to 
be obeyed, Sit down, I tell you. I’m not in the humor 
to stand any nonsense to-night. Sit down.” 

Ellen obeyed this mandate, uttered with a fierceness 
unusual even in Mr. Carley, who was never a soft-spoken 
man. She seated herself quietly on the opposite side of 
the hearth, wnile her father took down his pipe from the 
chimney-piece, and slowly filled it, with hands that trem- 
bled a little over the accustomed task, 


When he had lighted the pipe, and smoked about half | say. 


a dozen whiffa with a great assumption of coolness, he 
addressed himself to his daughter in an altered and con- 
ciliating tone. 

“Well, Nelly,” he said, ‘“‘you've had a rare day at 
Wyncomb, and a regular ramble over the old house with 
Steph’s consin. What do you think of it?” 

“T think it’s a queer gloomy old place enough, father. 
I wonder there’s any on+ can live in it. The dark, bare- 
looking rooms gave me the horrors, I used to think this 
house was dull, and seemed as if it was haunted; but it’s 
lively and gay as can be, compared to Wyncomb,” 

“Humph !” muttered the bailiff. ‘‘Your’e a fanciful 
young lady, Miss Nell, and don’t know a fine substantial 
old house when you see one. Life’s come a little too 
easy to you, perhaps, It might have been better for you 
if you’d seen more of the rough side. Being your own 
missus too soon, and missus of such a place as this, has 
spoiled you a bit, I tell you, Nell, there ain’t a better 
house in Hampshire than Wyncomb, though it mayn’t 
suit your fanciful notions. Do you know the size of Ste- 
phen Whitelaw’s tarm ?” 

‘*No, father; I’ve never thought about it.” 

‘* What do you say to three hundred acres—over three 
hundred, nigher to four, perhaps?” : 

“I suppose it’s a large farm, father. But I know 
noting about such things.” 

** You suppose it’s large, and you know nothing about 
such things!” cried the bailiff, with an air of supreme 
irritation, ‘I don’t believe any man was ever plagued 
with such an aggravating daughter as mine. What do 
yousay to being mistress of such a place, girl ?—mistress 
of close upon four hundred acres of land; not another 
man’s servant, bound to account for every blade of grass 
and every ear of corn, as I am, but free and independent 
mistress of the place, with the chance of being left 3 
widow by-and-by, and having it all under your own 
thumb; what do you say to that?” 

“Only the same that I have always said, father. 
Nothing would ever persuade me to marry Stephen 
Whitelaw. Id rather starve.” 

“ And you shall starve, if you stick to that!’ roared 
William Carley with a blasphemous oath. “ But you 
won’t be such a fool, Nell. You'll hear reason; you 
won't stand out against your poor old father and against 
your own interests, The long and the short of it is,. 
I’ve given Whitelaw my promise that you shall be his 
wife between this and Easter.” 

“ What!” exlaimed Ellen, with a faint cry of horror; 
‘you don't mean that you have promised that, father? 
You can’t mean it.” 

**I can and do mean it, lass,” 

“Then you've made a promise that will never be kept. 
You might have known as much when you made it. I’m 
sure I’ve been plain-spoken enough about Stephen 
Whitelaw.” 

* That was a girl’s silly talk. I didn’t think to find you 
a fool when I came to the point. I let you have your say, 
and looked to time to bring you to reason. Come, “ell, 
you’re not going against your father, are you?” 

“T must, father, in this. I’d rather die twenty deaths 
than marry that man. There’s nothing’ 1 wouldn’t 
rather do.” 

“Isn't there? You'd rather see your father in jail, I 
suppose, if it came to that?” 

“See you in jail!” cried the girl, aghast. “For 
Heaven’s sake, what do you mean, father? What fear is 
there of your being sent to prison because I won’t marry 
Stephen Whitelaw? I’m not a baby,” she added, with 
_ hysterical laugh; “you can’t frighten me like 


“No; you’rea very wise young woman, I dare say, 
but you don’t know everything. You’ve seen me down- 
hearted and out. of sorts for the last half-year; but IT 
don’t suppose you've trousled yourself much about it, 
except to worry me with silly questions sometimes, when 


T’ve not been in the humor to be talked to... Things have 
been going wrong with me ever since hay-harvest, and I 
hayen’t sent Sir David sixpence yet for last year’s crops, 
I’ve put him off with one excuse after another from 
month tomonth, He’s a careless master enough at most 
times, and never with my accounts. But the 
time has come when I can’t put him off any longer. He 
wants money badly, he says; and I’m afraid he begins to 
suspect something. Any way, he talks of coming here 
in a week or so to look into things for himself, If he 
does that, Iam ruined.” 

* But the money, father—the money for the 
how has it gone? You've had it, haven’t you?” 

“Yes,” the bailiff answered with a groan; “I’ve had 
it, worse luck.” 

“And how has it gone?” 

“What’s that to you? What’s the good of my mud- 
dling my brains with figures to-night? It’s gone, I tell 
you. You know I’m fond of seeing a race, and never 
miss anything in that way that comes off within a day’s 
drive «f this place. I used to be pretty lucky once 
npon a time when I backed ahorse or bet against one, 
But this year things have gone dead against me; and 
my bad Inck made me savage somehow, so that I went 


deeper than I’ve been before, thinking to get back what 


Vd lost.” 

“Oh, father! father! how could you, and with an- 
other man’s money ? ” 

“Don’t give me any of your preaching,” the bailiff an- 
swered, gloomily; ‘I can get enough of that at Malsham 
Chapel if I want it. It’s in your power to pull me through 
this business if you choose.” 

‘* How can I do that, father?” 

“A couple of hundred pounds will set me square. I 
don’t say there hasn’t been more taken, first and last, 
but that would do it. Stephen Whitelaw will lend me 
the money—give it me, indeed, for it comes to that—the 
day he gets your consent to be his wife.” 

** And you'd sell me to him for two hundred pounds, 
father ?” the girl asked, bitterly. 

**T don’t want to go to jail.” 

‘‘Andif you don’t get the money from Stephen, what 
will happen ?”’ 

“TI can’t tell you that toa nicety, Penal servitude for 
life, most likely. They’d call mine a bad case, I dare 


“But Sir David might be merciful to you, father. 
You’ve served him for a long time.” 

“What would he care for that? I’ve had his money, 
and he is not a man that can afford to lose much, No 
Nell, I look for no mercy from Sir David; those careless, 
easy-going men are generally the hardest in such a busi- 
ness as this, It’s a clear case of embezzlement, and 
nothing can save me unless I can raise money enough to 
satisfy him.” 

** Couldn’t you borrow it of some one else besides Ste- 
phen Whitelaw ?” 

** Who else isthere that would lend me two hundred 
pounds? Ask yourself that, girl. Why, I haven’t five 
pounds’ worth of sccurity to offer.” 

“And Mr. Whitciaw will only lend the money upon one 
condition ?” 

“No, curse him!” cried William Carley, savagely. 
**T’ve been at him all this afternoon, when you and that 
woman were out of the room, trying to get it out of him 
as a loan, without waiting for your promise; but he’s 
too cautious for that. ‘ The day Ellen gives her consent, 
you shall have the money,’ he told me; I can’t say any 
thing fairer than that or more liberal,’ ” 

‘He doesn’t suspect why you want it, does he father?” 
Ellen asked, with a painful sense of shame. 

* Who can tell what he may suspect? He's as deep as” 
Satan,” said the bailiff, witha temporary fo 
of his desire to exhibit this intended son-in-law of his’ 
in a favorable light. “tHe knows thut I want the money 
very badly; I couldn’t help his knowing that; and he 
must think it is something out of the on that makes 
me want two hundred pounds.” 

“IT dare say he guesses the truth,” Ellen said, with a 
profound sigh. It seemed to her the bitterest trial of 
all, that her father’s wrong-doing should be known to 
Stephen Whitelaw. That hideous Le of the dock 
and the jail was far off as yet; she had not even 
to realize it; but she did fully realize the fact of 
father’s shame, and the blow seemed to her a very heavy 
one—heavier than she could bear, e 

For some minutes there was silence between father and 
daughter. The girl sat with her face hidden in ‘her 
hands ; the bailiff smoked his pipe in sullen meditation. 

“Is there no other way?” Ellen asked, at last, in a 
plaintive, despairing tone; “no other way, father?” 

“None,” growled William Carley. ‘You needn’t ask 
me that question again; there isno other way; you can 
get me out of my difficulties if you choose, I should 
never haye been so. venturesome as I was if I hadn’t 
made sure my daughter would soon be a rich woman, 
You can save me if you like, or you can hold off and let 
me goto prison, There’s no good preaching about it 
or arguing about it; you’ve got the choice, and you 
must make it, Most young women in your place would 
think themselves uncommon lucky to have such a 
chance as you've got, instead of making a trouble about 
it, let alone being able to get their father out of a 
But you're your own m 8, and you must do - you 
please.” ‘ 

“Let me have time to think,” the girl pleaded, 

; ‘*let me have only a little time tothink, father. And 
you do believe that I’m sorry for you, don't you?” she 
asked, kneeling beside him, and clasping his un 
hand. “ Oh, father, I hope you believe that!” 

“T shall know what to believe when I know what 
you're going to do,” the bailiff answered, moodily; and 
his daughter knew him too well to hope for any more 
gracious speech than this. i 

She bade him good-night, and went slowly 2 
own room to spend ‘he wesry, wakeful hours in a bi 

praying that she might be enlightened as to 
that she might die 
hin Whitelaw. 


le, 
what she ought to do; 

. iyike of : 
breakfast in the dull 


rather than become the b 
When she and her father met 


gray January morning, his aspect wag even darker tham 


% 


¥ 


” 
, 


ra a C48 


g~ 


% 


- 


4 


HENTON’S QUEST. 


He took his 


‘was Mr. Carley’s habit to consume a solid luncheon, He 
took his seat in the same my silence that he had pre- 
served at breakfast-time, but flung an open 
the table towards his da 4 
“ Am I to read this?” she asked, gently. 
“Yea, read it, and see what I’ve got to look to.” 
The letter was from Sir David Forster; an penta 
strong suspicions of his agent’s dishonesty, an 
that he should be at the Grange on the fifth 
of the month, to make a close investigation of all mat- 


tere connected with the bailiff’s administration. It was 
@ letter that ve little hope of mercy, and Ellen 
Carley felt it was so. She saw that there was no 


two sides to the question: she must save her father 


the utter sacrifice of her own feelings, or suffer him to 


of stupor, while her father ate 
pickled cabbage—she wondered how he could eat at 
such a time—looking up at her furtively every now and 


At last she laid down the letter, and lifted her eyes to 
his face. A deadly whiteness and despair had come over 
the bright soubrette beauty, and even William Carley’s 
hard nature was moved a little by the altered expression 
of hie daughter’s countenance. 

“Tt must be as you wish, father,” she said slowly; 
“there is no help for it; I cannot see you brought to 
disgrace. Stephen Whitelaw must have the price heasks 
for his money.” 

“ That's agood lass!” cried the bailiff, springing up 
and clasping his daughter in his arms—a most unusual 

y of affection on his part; “‘ that’s bravely spoken, 
Nell, and you never need repent the choice that’ll make 
you mistress of Wyncomb Farm, with a good home to 
give your father in his old age.” 

The drew herself hastily from his embrace, and 
turned away from him with ashudder, He was her fa- 
ther, there was something horrible in the idea of his 
disgrace ; but there was very little affection for him in 
He was willing to sell her into bondage in or- 
der to save himself, It was in this light she regarded 
the transaction with Stephen Whitelaw. 


— 
CHAPTER XXXIVv. 
DOUBTFUL INFORMATION. 
THRE daysof the new year brought little 

in ean aeons —, _ 3d and tho pipe 
cian who saw him once in every three days seemed, per- 
haps, a shade more ~_— than they had been, but 
would no decided opinion when Gilbert pressed 
them close questioning. The struggle was still go- 
ing on—the issue still doubtful. 


of which you and Mr. Mew tell me, must needs make a 


demand upon the patient’s physical powers, 

waste is maps 1a eon on. We cannot look for re- 
covery until we o| more repose,’”’ 

veral weeks had since the inning of John 


Se" 
Saltram’s —— there were no tidings from Mr. 
Medler. owe 4 yy Gilbert had expected some commu- 
from a 
ons 


gentleman. He did not, therefore, allow much time to 
elapse between this second visit tothe dingy chambers 
in Soho aud athird. This time he was more fortunate; 
for he saw the lawyer let himself in at the street door 
with his latch-key, just as the cab that drove him ap- 
proached the house. 

The same shabby clerk opened the door to him. 

“J want to see your master,” he said decisively, mak- 
ing a move towards the office-door. 

The clerk contrived to block his way. 

a | oy, A eng pardon, sir, I don’t think Mr. Medler’s 
in; but go and see.” 

“You needn't give yourself the trouble. I saw your 
master let himself in at this door a minute ago. I sup- 
pose you were too busy to hear him come in.” 

The clerk coughed a doubtful kind of cough, signifi- 
cant of perple: 5} 

“U) my word, sir, I believe he’s out; but I'll see,” 
“Thanks: T’d rather see myself, if you please,” Gil- 
bert said, wen age perturbed clerk before that func- 
tionary could e up his mind whether he ought to 

him, 


intercept 
opened office-door and went in. Mr. Medler 
oe at over some formidable 


“fon the listen. 
“ Good Mr. Medler,” Gilbert said politely; 
“your clerk such @ conviction of your being ou 


that I had some difficulty in convincing him you were ai 
home.” 

“Tye only just come in; I suppose Lucas didn’t hear 
me,” 


J suppose not; I’ve been here twice before iu search 
of ‘as Lconclude you have been told. I have ex- 

to hear from you daily.” 

“ Well, yee—yes,” replied the lawyer, in a meditative 
way; “* am aware that I promised to write—under oer- 
tain 
_« Am I to conclude, then, that you were silent because 

had nothing to communicate—that you have ob- 
Tinea no tidings of any kind respecting Mrs, Hol- 
‘brook ?” 


Mr. Medler coughed a cough no less expressive of em- 
barrassment than that of his clerk. 

“Why, you see, Mr, Fenton,” he began, crossing his 
legs and rub! his hands in’a very deliberate manner, 
“when I made that promise with reference to Mra. Hol- 
brook, I made it, of course, without: prejudice to the in- 
terests or inclinations of my client. might be free to 
communicate to you any information I received upon 
this subject; or I might find myself pledged to withhold 


Gilbert's face flushed with sudden excitement. 

** What !”’ he cried, “do you mean to say that you have 
solved the mystery of Marian Holbrook’s fate—that you 
know her to be alive safe, well, and have kept back the 
knowledge from me‘ 

“T have been compe. 2d to submit to the wishes of my 
client. I will not say thac I have not offered considerable 


by | opposition to her desire upon this point, but finding her 


resolution fixed, I was bound to respect it.” 

“ She is safe—then allthis alarm has been needless? 
You have seen her?” 

“Yes, Mr. Fenton, I have seen her.” 

“And she—she forbade you to let me know of her 
safety? She was willing that I should suffer all the 
anguish of uncertainty as to her fate. I could not have 
believed her so unkind.” 

“Mrs, Holbrook had especial reasons for wishing to 
avoid all communication with former acquaintances, She 
Pre those reasons to me, and I fully concurred in 

em, 

“She might have such reasons with regard to other 
people; she could have none with reference to me.” 

“‘Pardon me, she mentioned your name in a very par- 
ticular manner,” 

“And yet she has had good cause to trust in my 
fidelity.” 

“ She has a very — respect and esteem for you, I 
amaware, She saidasmuch to me, But her reasons 
for keeping her affairs to herself just now are quite apart 
from her personal feeling for yourself.” 

“T cannot understand this, I am not to see her, then, 
I suppose ; not to be told her address ?” 

**No; Iam strictly forbidden to disclose ther address 
to anyone,” 

** Yet you can positively assure me that she is in safety 
—her own mistress—happy ?” 

“She is in perfect safety—her own mistress—and as 
happy a8 itis possible she can be under the unfortunate 
circumstances of her married life. She has left her hus- 
poe ol ae I will venture to tell you so much as 

“*T am quite aware of that fact.” 

“How so? I thought Mr. Holbrook was quite un- 
known to you?” 

“T have learnt a good deal about him lately.” 

“Indeed!” exclaimed the lawyer, with a genuine air of 


surprise. 

“ But of course your client has been perfectly frank in 
her communications with you upon this subject?” Gil- 
bert said, ‘Yes, I know that Mrs. Holbrook has left her 
husband, butI did not for a moment suppose she had 
left him of her own free will. From my knowledge of 
her character and sentiments, that is just the last thing 
I could have imagined possible. There was no quarrel 
between them; indeed she was expecting his return with 
delight at the very time when she left her home in Hamp- 
shire, The thought of sharing her fortune with him was 
one of perfect happiness. How can you explain her ab- 
rupt flight from him in the face of this ?” 

“*T am notfree toexplain matters, Mr. Fenton,” an- 


swered the lawyer; ‘‘ you must be satisfied with the 
know! that the lady about whom you have been so 
anxious is safe.” 

“TY thank God for that,” Gilbert said earnestly’; “‘ but 
that knowledge of itself is not quite enough. shall be 
uneasy so long as there is this secrecy an sur- 
rounding her fate, There is something iu sudden 


abandonment of her husband which is painfully inex- 
plicable to me.” 4 

“* Mrs, Holbrook may have received some sudden reve- 
lation of "her husband’s unworthiness. You are aware 
that a letter reached her a few hours before she left 
Hampshire? There is no doubt that letter influenced 
her actions. I do not mind admitting a fact which is so 
obvious.” 

“ The revelation that could move her to such a step 
must have been a very startling one.” 

“It was strong enough to decide her course,” replied 
the lawyer, gravely. 

“And you can assure me that she is in good hands?” 
Gilbert asked, anxiously, 

**T have every reason to suppose so, She is with her 
father.” 

Mr. Medler announced this fact as if there were noth- 
ing extraordinary init, Gilbert started to his feet. 

“ What !” he exclaimed, “she is with Mr. Nowell—the 
father who neglected her in her youth, who, of course, 
seeks her now only for the sake of her fortune? And 
you call that being in good hands, Mr. Medler? For 
my own I cannot imagine a more dangerous alli- 
ance, en did Percival Nowell come to England ?” 

“A very short time ago, I have only been aware of his 


bert | return within the last two or three weeks, His first step 


— arriving in this country was to seek for his daugh- 
” 


“Yes ; when he knew that she was rich, no doubt !” 

“I do not think that he was influenced by mercenary 
motives,” the lawyer said, with a calm judicial air, “Of 
course, as a man of the world, I am not given to look at 
such matters from a sentimental point of view. But I 
really believe that Mr, Nowell was anxious to find his 
— and to atone in some measure for his former 
nD 

“A very convenient repentance,” exclaimed Gil! 
with a short bitter laugh. ‘And his first act is to 
his daughter from her home, and 
former friends. I don’t like the look of this 


than when he had entered if, and yet only 
he would have wished her in the keep! 


&T 
“ And positively refuse to tell me where Mrs, Hol-- 
rook is 40 be found 7” > 
“Tam com; to respect her wishes as well as those 
of her father, 
“She has been placed in possession of her property, I 


ie. 
“Yes; her grandfather’s will has been proved, and 
the estate now stands in her name, There was no diffi- 
culty about that—no reason for omen 

“Will you tell meif she is in on?” Gilbert asked 
ee Parden a I dged to say nothing 

. on my dear sir, I am ple Bay 0 

about Mrs. Holbrook’s mht 

e Ww joke eng Sede the questi: 

suppose press uw 

Mr, M .” he said. “T can only ‘repeat that I dont 
like the look of this business. Your client, Mr. Nowell, 
must have a yore wrong reason for secrecy, and my ex~ 
perience of life shown me that there is very seldom. 
mystery without wrong-doing of some kind behind it, I 
thank God that Mrs. Holbrook is sefe, for I suppose I 
must accept your assurance that she is e0; but until her 
position is relieved from all this secrecy, I shall not cease 
to feel uneasy as to her welfare. Iam yee Bie i 
that the issue of events has exonerated her husband frem. 
any part in her disappearance.” 

He was glad to know this—glad to know that, however 


base a traitor to himself, John Saltram had not been 


guilty of that deeper villainy which he at times had been 


led ,to sw 


spect, 
Gilbert Fenton left Mr. Medler’s office a man 
‘satisfied. 
It was a great thing to know that Marian was safe; but 
of any one 
rather than of him whom the world would have called 
her natural 


or, 
Nor was opinion of Mr, Medler by any means an 


exalted one. No assertion of that gentleman 


him with heartfelt confidence; and he had not left the 
lawyer’s office long before he began to ask himself 
whether there was truth in any portion of the story he 
had heard, or whether he was not the d of a lie, 

Strange that Marian’s father -should have returned at 
80 opportune a moment; still more st that Ma- 
rian should suddenly desert the husband she had so de-— 
votedly loved, and cast in her lot with a father of whom 
she knew n but his unkindness. What if this man 
Mediler had been lying to him from first to last, and was 

cern he get old Jacob Nowell’s fortune into his own 
ands ?” 

“T must find fher,” Gilbert said to himself; “I must 
be certain that she is in safe hands, I know no 
rest till I have found her.” 

Harassed and perplexed beyond measure, he walked 
the streets of that central district for some time without 
knowing where he was going, and without the faintest 
purpose in his steps. Then the notion suddenly fiashed 
upon him that he might hear something of Percival 
Nowell at the shop in Queen Anne’s Court, supposing the 
old business to be still carried on there under the sway 
of Mr, Tulliver; and it seemed too early yet for the 
probability of any change in that quar er. 

Gilbert was in the Strand when this notion occurred 
tocim, He turned his steps immediately, and went back 
to Hardour street, and thence to the dingy court where 
he had first discovered Marian’s grandfather. 

Thore waa no . The shop looked exactly the 
kame as it had looked in the lifetime of Jacob Nowell. 
There were the same old guineas in the wooden bowl, the 
same tarnished tankards and teaj on view behind the 
wire-guarded glass, the same o hints of untold 
riches within, in the general of the place. 

Mr, Tulliver dai forward. from his usual lurking- 
place as Gilbert went in at the door, 

“ Oh !’ he exclaimed, with undisguised disappointment, 
‘it’s you, is it, sir? t thought it was a customer.” 

“T am sorry to disappoint your expectation of profit. 
Lhave looked in to ask you two ar three questions, Mr. 
Tulliver, that is all,” 

‘Any information in my power, I’m sure I shall be 
happy, to afford, sir. Won’t you be pleased to take a 
Beat ? 

“How long is it since you saw Mr. Nowell, your for- 
mer employer’s son ?’’ Gilbert asked, dropping into the 
te ——— by the shopman, and coming at once to 

6 point. 

Mr. Tulliver was_somewhat startled by the question, 
That was evident, though he was not a man who wore 
his heart upon his.sleeve, 

‘How long is it since Ive see Mr. Nowell, Mr. Percival 
— sir?” he repeated, staring thoughtfully at his 
questioner, 

“Yes; you need not be afraid to speak freely to me ; I 
know Mr. Nowell is in London.” 

- ibn sir, I’ve not seen him often since his father’s 
eath, 

Since his father’s death! And on to Mr. Med- 
ler, Jacob Nowell’s son had only arrived in England after 
the old man’s death ; or stay, the lawyer had declared that 
he had been only aware of Percival’s return within the 
last two or three weeks. That was a different thing, of 
course; yet was it likely this man could have returned, 
and his father’s lawyer have remained ignorant of hie 
arrival ? 

Gilbert did not allow the faintest expression of surprise 
to appear on his countenance, 

‘Not often since your master’s death ; but how often 
before ?” z 

“© Well, he used to come in pretty often before the old 
man died; but they were both of ’em precious close, 
Mr. Percival never let out that he was my master’s , 
son, but I guessed as much before he’d been here many 

68. 


“How was it that I never came across him?” 
“Chance, I suppose; but he’s a deep one. If you'd 


hide her from all her | ha) to come in when he was here, I dare he'd 
a somehow without oer 


have contrived toslip away your #60- 


Mr. Medler; I tell you so frankly.” -| ing him. 


“Mr. Nowell is my client, you must remember, Mr. | 
cannot consent to 


Fenton. it listen to any aspersion of 
his character, direct or indirect,” 


“* When did he come here last?” asked Gilbert. 
“About a fortnight ago. He came with Mr, Medler 
the lawyer, who introduced him formally as my master’s 


gon ; and they took ar ecapage rangement wih mo 10 | his 
for . Holbrook, making an arrangemen' me 
—a the business, and making precious hard terms 


“Haye you seen Mrs, Holbrook since that morning 
when she left London for Hampshire, immediately after 
her grandfather’s death 7” 

“Never set eyes on her since then; but she’s in Lon- 
with her father, She came up 
say, the husband must be rather 

acurious party, mustn’t he, to stand that kind of thing, 
and part company with her just when she’s come into a 
fortune?” 

** Haye you any notion where Mrs. Holbrook or her 
father is to be found? I should be glad to make you a 
aeene presentif you could enlighten me upon that 


oT wish I could, sir. No, I haven’t the least idea 
where the gentleman hangs ‘out, Oysters ain’t closer 
than that party. I thought he’d get his paw upon his 
father’s money, somehow, when I used to see him hang- 
ing about this place. ButI don’t believe the old man 
ever meant him to have a sixpenceof it.” 

‘There was very little satisfaction to be obtained from 
Mr. Tulliver; and except as to the one fact of Percival 
Nowell’s return, Gilbert left Queen Anne’s Court little 
wiser than when as entered it, ra Z “ 

Brooding upor the revelations of that day as he walke 
slowly westward, he began to think that Percival and 

.-Medler-had been in league from the time of the pro- 
son’s return, and that his own exclusion from the 

as exeeutor, and the substitution of the lawyer’s 
name, had been brought about for no honorable purpose, 
What would a weak, inexperienced woman be between 
two such men? or what power could Marian have, once 
under her father’s influence, to resist his will? How she 
had fallen under that influence so completely as to leave 
her husband and her quiet country home, without a 
word of explanation, was a difficult question to answer; 
-~ Gilbert Fenton meditated upon it with a troubled 


ae walked westward, indifferent where he went in the 

perplexity of his thoughts, anxious to walk off a little of 

eee the if he could, and to return to his sick 

in the Temple in a calmer frame of mind. It 

gained, at the worst, to be able to re- 

by to John Saltram’s bedside freed from that hideous 

icion which had tormented him of late. 

thus, he found himsef towards the close of 

the brief winter day at the Marble Arch. He went 

through the gate into the empty Park, and was crossing 

the broad Soa near the entrance, when an open carriage 

zonmd close beside him, anda woman’s voice called to 
coachman to stop, 

The carriage stopped so abruptly and so near him that 
he paused and looked up, in natural wonderment at the 
circumstance, A lady dressed in mo was leaning 
forward out of the carriage, looking eagerly after hime 
Asecond glance showed him that this lady was Mrs. 
Branston, 

“How do you do, Mr, Fenton?” she cried, holding 
out her little black-gloved hand, ‘ What an age since 
I have seen you! 

? 


But you have not forgotten me, I 

“That is quite impossible, Mrs. Branston. If I had 

not been very much absorbed in thought just now, I 

should have recognized you sooner. It was very kind of 
you to stop to s: to me.” 

* Not at all. haye something most particular to say 

Mulateaitcta sate alice neadtieoon 

carriage, and letting me drive you 

ome the Park? I can’t keep you standing in the road 


Tam in no special hurry, and I shall be most happy 
tot a turn round the Park with you,” 

Mrs. Branston’s footman opened the carriage door, 
and Gilbert took his seat opposite the widow, who was 
pete bdo afternoon drive alone, for once ina mays 
a prop toothache having kept Mrs, Pallinson within 


ss have been expecting to see you forever so long, 
Mr. Fenton, Why do you never call upon me?” the 

little widow an, with her usual frankness, 

*“T have been so closely occupied lately; and even if I 
had not been so, I should have scarcely expected to find 
you in town at this unfashionable season.” 

“JT don’t care the least in the world for fashion,” Mrs, 
Branston said, with an impatient shrug of her shoulders, 
“ That is only’ an excuse of yours, Mr. Fenton ; you com- 
pletely forgot my existence, I have nodoubt, All my 
friends desert me nowadays—older friends than you. 
There is Mr. Saltram, for instance. I have not seen him 
for—oh, not for ever so long,” concluded the widow, 

in the dusk as she remembered that visit of 

jers to the Temple—that daring step which ought to 
have bronght John Saltram so much nearer to her, but 
which had resulted in nothing but disappointment and 
regret—bitter regret that she should have cast her wo- 
manly pride into the very dust at this man’s feet to no 


But Adela Branston was not a proud woman ; and even 
in the midst of her regret for having done this foolish 
thing, she was always ready to make excuses for the man 
she loved, always in danger of committing some new 
folly in his behalf. 

Gilbert Fenton felt for the poor foolish little woman, 
whose fair face was turned to him with such a pl 
ae in the wintry twilight. He knew that what he 

to tell her must needs carry desolation to her heart— 

= that in the background of John Saltram’s life 

lurked even a daspen cause of grief for this gentle, 
impressionable little 

“You will not ct + that Mr. “ew i he rd 
ae you lately when you know tra 

; “he has been rey, i.” 
Oi, 2 Branston clasped her hands, with a faint cry of 


se Very ill—that means dangerously ill?” 
gghseetceria Cen ate seal te 
now; 
safety even yet. I can only hope tha 


{ he may recover.” 


FENTONS QUEST. 


oy eee that he might recover, yes; but to be a friend of 

pen nome more, It was a dreary prospect at 

tram would recover, to seek and reclaim 

fre ides and then those two must needs pass forever out 

of Gilbert Fenton’s life. The story would be finished, 

and his own of it bald enough to be told on the fly- 
leaf at the of the book, 

Mrs. = bore the shock of his ill news better 
than Gilbert had expected. There is good material even 
in Ped weakest of womankind when the heart is womanly 
and true. 

She was deeply shocked, intensely sorry ; andshe made 
no attempt to mask her sorrow by any conventional 
speech or pretense whatsoever, She made Gilbert give 
her all the details of John Saltram’s, illness, and when he 
had told her all, asked him plainly if she might be per- 
mitted to see the sick man. 

“Do let me see him, if it is possible,” she said; “it 
would be such a comfort to me to see him !” 

**T do not say such a thing is not possible; my dear 
Mrs. Branston; but I am sure it would be very foolish.” 

“Oh, never mind that; Iam always doing foolish 
things. It would be only one folly more, and would 
hardly count in my history. Dear Mr. Fenton, do let me 
see him.” 

“T don’t think you quite know what you are asking, 
Mrs, Branston. Such a sick-bed as John Saltram’s 
would be a most painful scene for you. He has been de- 
lirious from the beginning of illness and is so still. He 
rarely has an interval of anything like consciousness, 
and in all the time that I bave been with him has never 
yet ized me; indeed there are moments-when I am 
inclined to fear that his brain may be permamently de- 
ranged,” 

“God forbid !” exclaimed Adela, in a voice that was 
choked with tears. 

* Yes, such a result as that would indeed bea sore 
calamity. I have every wish to set your mind at ease, 
believe me, Mrs, Branston ; but in John Saltram’s pres- 
qs state Iam sure it would be ill-advised for you to see 


“Of course I cannot press the ans if- you say 
that,” Adela answered, despondently; “but I should 
have been so glad if you could have allowed me to see 
him. Not that I pretend to the amallest right to do so; 
but we were very good friends once—before my hus- 
band’s death. He has changed to me strangely since 
that time.” 

Gilbert felt that it was almost cruel to keep this poor 
little soul in utter ignorance of the truth, He did not 
consider himself at liberty to say much ; but some vague 
word of warning might serve as a slight check upon the 
waste of feeling which was going on in the widow’s 
beart. 

“There may be a reason for that change, Mrs, Brans- 
ton,” he said, ‘* Mrs, Saltram may have formed some 
ie she kind to withdraw him from all other friend- 


ps. 

“Some attachment, you mean !” exclaimed the widow; 
“gome other eprom af she added, forgetting how 
much the words betray “Do you think that, Mr. 
Feuton ? Do you think that John Saltram has some 
secret love affair upon his mind?” 

i semeooe 9 to anys : fone from words 
drop uring elirium, 

There was a look of unspeakable pain in Mrs. Bran- 
ston’s face, which had grown deadly pale when Gilbert 
first spoke of John Saltram’s illness. The pretty childish 
lips quivered a little, and her companion ew that she 
was suffering keenly. 

“Have you any idea who the lady is ?” she asked quietly, 
and with more self-command than Gilbert had expected 
from her. 

“ T have some idea,” 

Tt is no one whom I know, I suppose ?” 

“The lady is quite a stranger to you,” 

“He might have trusted me,” she said, mournfully ; 
“it would have been kinder in him to have trusted me,” 

“Yes, Mrs, Branston; but Mr. Saltram has unfor- 
tunately made concealment the policy of his life. He 
will find it a false policy sooner or later.” 

“Tt was very cruel of him not to tell me the truth. 
He might have known that I should look kindly upon 
anyone he cared for. I may be a very foolish woman, 
Mr, Fenton, but I am not ung a8. 

“T am snre of that,” Gilbert said warmly, touched by 
her candor, 

“ You must let me know every day how your friend is 
going on, Mr, Fenton,” Adela said after a pause; “I 
shall consider it a very great favor if you will do so, hs 

** T will not fail,” 

They had returned to Cumberland Gate by this time, 
and at Gilbert’s request Mrs, Branston allowed him to be 
set down near the Arch. He called a cab, and drove to 
the Temple ; while poor Adela went back to the splendid 
gloom of Cavendish Square, with all the fabric of her 
future life shattered. 

Until this hour she had looked upon John Saltram’s 
fidelity to herself as a certainty ; she knew, now that her 
hope was slain all at once, what aliving thing it had been, 
and how great a portion of her own existence had taken 
its color therefrom. 

It was fortunate for Mrs. Branston that Mrs, Pallin- 
son’s toothache, and the preparations and medicaments 
supplied to her by her son—all declared to be infallible, and 
ali ending inignominious failure—occupied that lady’s 
attention at this period, to the exclusion of every other 
thought, or Adela’s pale face might haveexcited more 
curiosity than it did. As it was, the matron contented 
herself by making some rather snappish remarks i mes 
the folly of going out to drive late ona January after- 
noon, and retired to administer poultices and cataplasms 
to herself in the solitude of her own apartment soon af- 
bx nap otis leaving Adela Branston free to ponder upon 

ohn Salieen" cruelty, 

sorte he had only trusted me,” she said to herself more 
than once during those mournful meditations; “if he 
had only given me credit for some little good sense and 

» 1 should not feel itas keenlyas I do. He 
must have known that I loved him—yes, I have been 
weak enough tolet him see that—and I think that once 


he used to like me a little—in those old 
he came so often to Maidenhead. Yes, rr 
most loved me then.” 


when 
Biro a> 


were any siemea atall in the vstient it was on the side 
of improvement, 


CHAPTER XXXV. 
BOUGHT WITH A PRICE, 


ELLen CaRLEY was not allowed any timeto take back 
the promise given to her father, had she been inclined to 
doso, Mr. Whitelaw made his appearance at the Grange 
early in the evening of the 2d of January, with a tri- 
umphant simper apon his insipid countenance, which 
was inexpressibly provoking to the unhappy girl, It was 
clear to her, at first sight of him, that hee father had 
been at Wyncomb that afternoon, and her hateful suitor 
came secure of success, His woeing was not a yery ro- 
mantic episode in his commonplace existence. 

He did not even attempt to see Ellen alone; but after 
he had been seated for about half an hour in the chim- 
ney corner, nestling close to the fire in a manner he 
much affected, being of a particularly chilly tem; 
ment, given to shiver and turn blue on the smallest 
provocation, he delivered himself solemnly of the follow- 
ing address: 

“I make no doubt, Miss Carley, that you have taken 
notice for some time past of my sentiments toward your- 
self. I have never made any secret of those sentiments, 
neither have I talked much about them, not being a 
man of many words. I used to fancy myself the very 
reverse of a marrying man, and I don’t say but what at 
this moment I think the man who lives and dies a bach- 
elor does the wisest for his own comfort and hisown 
prosperity. But we are not the masters of our feelings, 
Miss Carley. You have growed upon me lately some- 
how, 80 that I’ve got not to care for my life without you. 

Mrs. Tadman if my appetite hasn’t fell off within 
the last six months toa degree that has frightened her; 
and aman of my regular habits must be very far gone 
in love, Miss Carley, when his appetite forsakes him. 

“From the time I came to know you asa on gene 
in the bloom of a young woman’s beauty, to my- 
self, ‘That’s the girl I] marry, and no other.’ Your 
father can bear me out in that, for I said the same to 
him. And finding that I had his approval, I was satis- 
fied to bide my time, and wsit till you came roundto the 
same way of thinking. Your father tells me that yester- 
noon, and again this afternoon, that you have come 
round to that way of feeling. I hope he hasn’t deceived 
me, Miss Carley.” 

wasa very long speech for Stephen Whitelaw. 
It was uttered in little gasps or snatches of speech, the 
a stopping at the end of every sentence, to take 


orien Carley sat on that side of the comfortable round 
table most remote from Mr. a ee 
her hands clasped before her. her eyes 
with a piteous look to her father’s fa face buthe was smok- 
ing his pipe solemnly with his gaze fixed upon the blaz- 
ing logs in the grate, and contrived not to see ve nes mute, 
despairing appeal. He had not looked at his 
once since Stephen Whitelaw’s arrival, nor had he made 
any attempt to a. her for this visit, this rapid een- 
summation of sacrifice. 

“Come, Miss Carley,” said the farmer, rather 
tiently, after there had been a dead silence of some an 
utes, “I want to an answer direct fromyour own 
lips. Your father hasn’t been deceiving me, ee he?” 

** No,” Ellen said in a low voice, almost as if the reply 
were dragged from her by some physical torture. “If 
my father has given you a promise for me, I wil wena ite 
But I don’t want to deceive you, on my part, Mr, 
law,” she went on in a somewhat firmer tone. ‘I will os 
your wife, since you and my father have settled that it 
must be so; but I can promise no more than that. I 
will be dutiful and submissive to you as a wife, you may 
be sure—only— / 

Mr. Whitelaw smiled avery significant smile, which 
implied that it would be his care to insure his wife’s obe~ 
dience, and that he was troubled by no doubts upon that 


head, 

The bailiff broke in abruptly at this juncture. 

‘¢ Lord bless the girl! what need is there of all this talk 
about what she will be and what she won't be? 
be as good a wife as any woman in E 
my life upon that. She’s been a good hter, as all 
the world knows, and a good daughter is bound to make 
a good wife. Sey no more about it, Nell, Steph 
Whitelaw knows he’llmake no bad bargain in marrying 
you, 

The farmer received this remark with a loud sniff, ex- 
pressive of offended di 

“Very likely not, William Carley,” he said ; “ but it 
isn’t every man that can make your daughter mistress of 
such a place as Wyncomb; and such men as could do it 
would look for money with a wife, however young a 
pretty she might be, There's two les rt toa Fab ae 

see, William, and I should like things atin 
that light between you and ee 

* You’ve no call to take offense, Steph,” answered the 
bailiff, with a conciliating ee ¢ ie never said you 
wasn’t a good match for my girl; a pretty girl anda 
Lary pes clever housekeeper like ay is a fortune in! her 
self to any man.” 

“Then the matter’s oe T suppose,” subd. Mr. White. 
law; “and the sooner the wedding comes off cA roar 
to my mind. ens iage jpn sama anything in 
the way of new I shall be happy to putdowna 
twenty-pound note—or I’d go as far as thirty—towards 
’em.” 


Nell,” cried her father, frowning at her in 
a significant manner to express his disapproval of this 
folly, and in so doing at her for the first time 
since her suitor’s advent, “ Every young woman likes 
new gowns, and of course you'll take Steph’s friendly of- 
fer, and thank him kindly for it. He knows that I’m 
pretty hard-up just now, and won’t be able to do much 
for you; and it wouldn’t do for Mrs. Whitelaw of Wyn- 
comb to begin the world with a shabby turnout.” 

“Of course not” replied the farmer. “I'll bring you 
the cash to-morrow evening, Nell; and the sooner you 
buy your wedding-gown the better. There’s nothing to 
wait for, you see. I’ve gota good home totake you to, 
Mother Tadman will march, of course, between this and 
my wedding-day. I shan’t want her when I’ve a wife to 

house for me.” 

* Of course not,” said the bailiff. ‘‘ Relations are al- 
Ways dangerous about a place—ready to make mischief 
at every hand’s turn.” 

“ Oh, Mr. Whitelaw, you won’t turn her out, surely— 
your own flesh and blood, and after so many years of 
service. She told me how hard she had worked for 

ou,” 


* Ah, that’s just like her,” growled the farmer, ‘TI 
give her a comfortable home for all these years, and then 
she grumbles about the work.” 

She didn’t grumble,” said Ellen hastily. 
told me how faithfully she had served you.” 

“Yes; that comes to the same thing. I should have 
thought you would have liked to be mistress of your 
house. Nell, without anyone to interfere with you.” 

“Mrs. Tadman is nothing to me,’ answered Ellen, 
who had been by no means prepossessed by that worthy 
matron ; ‘but I shouldn’t like her to be unfairly treated 
on my account.” 

“Well, we'll think about it, Nell; there’s no hurry. 
She’s worth her salt, I dare say.” 

Mr. Whitelaw seemed to derive a kind of satisfaction 
from the utterance of his newly-betrothed’s Christian 
name, which came as near the rapture of alover as such 
asluggish nature might be supposed capable of. To 
Ellen there was something hideous in the sound of her 
own name spoken by those hateful lips; but he hada 
sovereign right so to address her, now and for evermore. 
‘Was she not his goods, his chattels, bought with a price, 


a3 much as a horse at a fair? 
ting to remind her of the 


pocket presently—a bag which gave forth thal 

$ cninking sound that is so aweet to the eara of 80 

many asthe music of gold—and handed it across the 
hearth to William Carley. ‘ - 

good.as my word, you see,” he said with a 

complacent air of patronage. ‘‘There’s the fayor you 

asked me for; I’ll take your I 0 U forit presently, if it’s 

all the same to you—as a matter ef form—and to be 

given back to you upon my wedding-day.” 

The bailiff nodded assent, and pax foes the bag into 
eet relief, And then the two men 
went on smoking pipes in the usual stolid way, 
dropping out a few words now and then by way of social 
converse; sed there was nothing in Mr, Whitelaw’s man- 
ner to remind Ellen that she had bound herself to the 
awful apprenticeship of without love, 

But when he took his leave t night he approached 
with such an evident intention of kissing her as could 
be mistaken by the most inexperienced of maidens, 

Poor Ellen indulged in no girlish resistance, no pretty 
comedy of alarm and surprise, but surrendered her 

lips to the hateful salute with the resi ion of a 

It was better that she should suffer this than 

r father should go to jail. That thought was 

mever absent from her mind. Nor was this sacrifice to 
filial duty quite free from the leaven of selfishness. For 
her own Ag as much as for her father’s, Ellen Carley 
would have submitted to any penalty rather than dis- 
grace. Tohave him branded as a thief must needs be 


* She only 


it. 
“The daughter of a thief!” she said to herself. “How 
he would despise himself for having ever loved me, if he 
knew me to be that!” 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 
COMING ROUND. 


Possessep with a thorough distrust of Mr, Medler, 
and only half satisfied as to the fact of Marian’s safety, 
Gilbert Fenton lost no time in seeking professional aid in 
the work of investigating this perplexing social mystery. 
He went once more to the metropolitan detective who had 
been with him in Hampshire, and whose labors there 
had proved so futile. e task now to be performed 
seamed easy enough. Mr. Prowl (Prowl was the name of 
the gentleman ed by Gilbert) had only to discover 
the ean cl pen = pa ene nO 
great difficulty, Gi imagined, since it was most likely 
that Marian’s father had frequent personal communica- 
tion with the lawyer; nor was it improbable that he 
would have business with bis agent or representative, 
Mr. Tulliver, in Queen Anne’s Court. Provided with 
these two addresses, fancied that Mr, Prowl’s 
work must needs be easy enough. 

That gentleman, however, was not disposed to make 
- light of the duty committed to him; whether from a 

professional habit of exaggerating the importance of any 

mission undertaken by him, or in perfect singleness of 
not easy to say. 

: watching business, you see, sir,” he told Gil- 
bert, ‘and is srety sure to be tedious. I may puta 
man to hang mt this Mr. Medler’s business all day 

_ 8nd every day for a month at a stretch, and he may miss 

his customer at the as you can’t give me 
man you want,” 

get some information out of 


in his trade to do that kind of thing, 


Moadler’s 


K+ it 
isn’t it?” ‘ 


eler! 


FENTON'S QUEST. 


“Well, yes, sir; I don’t deny that I might put a man 
on to the clerk, and it tht answer. On the other 


mig’ C3 
hand, such a gentleman’s clerk would be likely to be un- 
common well trained and uncommon little trusted.” 
“But we want to know so little,” Gilbert exclaimed, 
ol scar f ; “‘ only where this man lives, and who lives 
with him.” 


“Yes,” murmured Mr, Prowl, rubbing his chin 
thoughffully ;_‘*it ain’t much, as you say, and it might 
be got out of the clerk, if the clerk knowsit; but as to 
Mrs. Holbrook having got away from Hampshire, and 
come to London, that’s more than I can believe. I 
worked that business harder and closer than ever I 
worked any business yet. You told me to spare neither 
money nor time, and I didn’t spare either; though it 
was more a question of time than money, for my ex- 
penses were light enough, as you know. I don’t believe 
Mrs, Holbrook could have got away from Malsham sta- 
tion up to the time when I left Hampshire. I’m pretty 
certain she couldn’t have left the place any other way 
than by rail; I’m more than certain she couldn’t have 
been living anywhere in the neighborhood when I was 
hunting for her. In short, it comes to this—I stick to 
my old opinion, that the poor lady was drowned in Mal- 
sham river. 

This was just what Gilbert, happily for his own peace, 
could not bring himself to believe. He was ready to 
confide in Mr, Medler as a model of truth and honesty, 
rather than to admit the possibility of Marian’s death, 

“Wehave this man Medler’s positive assertion that 
Mrs. Holbrook is with her father, you see, Mr, Prowl,” 
he said doubtfully, 

*“Thatfor Medler’s assertion!” exclaimed the detec- 
tive contemptuously; ‘there are lawyers in London 
who will assert anything fora consideration, Let him 
produce the lady; and if he does produce her, I give 
him leave to say that Thomas Henry Proul is incapable 
of his business; or, putting it in vulgar English, that 
T. H. P.is a duffer, Of course, I shall carry out any 
business you like to trust me with, Mr. Fenton, and 
carry it out thoroughly. I'll set a watch upon Mr, Med- 
ler’s offices, and T’ll cireumyent him by means of his 
clerk, if I can; butit’s my rooted conviction that Mrs. 
Holbrook never left Hampshire.” 

This was discouraging; and with that ready power to 
adapt itself to circumstances which is a distinguishing 
characteristic of the human mind, Gilbert Fenton began 
to entertain a very poor opinion of the worthy Proul’s 
judgment. But not knowing any better whose 
aid he could enlist in this business, he was fain to confide 
his chances of success to that gentleman, and to wait 
with all patienee for the issue of events. Much of this 
dreary interval of perpetual doubt and suspense was 
spent beside John tram’s sick-bed. There were 
strangely mingled feelings in the watcher’s breast; a 
pitying regret that snrugened continually with his natural 
anger; a tender remembrance of past friendship, which 
he despised as a shameful weakness in his ager ae 
could not banish from his mind, as he sat jn the stillness 
of the sick-room, watching the helpless creature who had 
once kept as faithful a vigil for him, 

To J Saltram’s recovery he looked, also, as to his 
best chance of restoring Marian to her natural home, 
The influence that he himself was powerless to bring to 
bear upon Percival Nowell’s daughter might be easily ex- 
Emin ne oa him, perhaps, b: 

* She was lured away from rhaps, by some spe- 
cious lie of her father’s,some cruel Ate of the husband, 
There had been bitter words betweenthem, Saltram 
has betrayed as much in his wandering talk; but to the 
last there was no feeling but love for him in her heart, 
Ellen Carley is my witness for that. nothing less than 
some foul lie could have tempted her away from him,” 

In the mean time, pending the sick man’s recovery, 
the grand point was to discover the whereabouts of Ma- 
rian and her father; and for this discovery Gilbert was 
compelled to trust to the resourcesof the accompls hed 
Prowl. So eager was he for the result that if he could have 
kept a watch upon Mr. Medler’s office with his own eyes, 
he would have done so; but this being out of the ques- 
tion, and the more prudent course a complete avoidance 
of the lawyer's neighborhood, he could only await the re- 
suit of his paid agent’s researchesin the hope that Mr, 
Nowell were still in London, and would have need of 
frequent communication with his late ifather’s solfcitor, 

The first month of the year dragged itself slowly to an 
end, and the great city underwent all those pleasing al- 
ternations from snow to mud, from the slipperiness of a 
city paved with plate-glass to the sloppiness of a metro- 
polis ankle-deep in a rich brown compound of about the 
consistency and color of mock-tu 
common to great cities at this season; and still John Sal- 
tram lingered on in the shabby solitude of his Temple 
chambers, slowly mending, Mr. Mew declared, towards 
the end of the month, and in a fair way towards re- 
covery. The time came at last when the fevered mind 
began to cease from its perpetual wanderings; when 
the weary brain, sorely enfeebled by its long interval of 
unnatural activity, dropped suddenly into a state of calm 
that was akin to apathy, : 

The change came with an almost alarming suddenness, 
It was at the beginning of February, close upon the 
dead small hours of a Sneak windy night, and Gilbert 
was keeping watch alone in the sick-room, while the pro- 
fessional nurse slept comfortably on the sofa in the sit- 
ting-room, It was his habit now to spend the early pers 
of the night in such duty as this, and to go home to bed 
between four and five in the morning, at which time 
the nurse was ready to relieve guard. 

He had been listening to the dene Dovey of me 
winds. threate: damage to neighboring chimney-pots 
of ricketty cons! Peatene thinking idly of the men that 
had come and gone amid those old buildings, and how 
few among them all had left any mark behind them; in- 
clined to speculate, too, how many of them had been men 
capable of better work than they had done, a 
lessly indifferent to the doing of it, like him who lay on 
that bed yonder, with one muscular arm, powerful even 
in its wasted condition, thrown wearily above his head, 
and an undefinable look, that seemed half pain, half fa- 
tigue, upon his haggard face. 


la soup, which are. 
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Sud , while Gilbert Fenton was medita' in this 
idle. pei Oe manner, the sleeper awakened, looked full 
at and called him by his name. 

= ” he said very ees “is it really you.” 
It was the first time, in his long watches by that 
bed, that John Saltram had recognized him. The sick 
man had talked of him often in his delirium ; but never 
before had he looked his former friend in the face with 
one ray of recognition in his own, An indescribable 
thrill of pain went es Gilbert’s heart at the sound 
of that calm utterance of his name. How sweet it would 
have been to him, what a natural thing it would have 
seemed, to have fallen upon his old friend’s breast, and 
wept aloud in the deep joy of this recovery! But they 
were friends no longer. He had to remember how base 
& traitor this man had been to him. 


“*Yes, John, it is I.” 

“And you haye been here for along time. O God, 
how many months have I been lying here? The time 
seems endless; and there have been so many le 
round me—a crowd of strange faces—all en all 
against me, And people in the next room—that was the 
worst of all, I have never seen them, but I have always 
known that they were there. They could not deceive mo 
as to that—hiding behind that door, and watching me as 
Lay here. You might have turned them out, ries 

e added, peevishly ; “it seems a hard thing £ you 
could let them stay there to torment me,” z 

** There has been no one in either of the rooms, John; 
no one but myself and the hired nurse, the doctors, an 
Mrs, Pratt now and then, These people have no exist- 
ence out of your sick fancy. You have been very ill, de- 
lirious, fora long time. I thank God that your reason 
has been restored to you; yes, I thank God with all my 
heart for that,” 


“Have I been mad?” the other asked. 

‘Your mind hes wandered. But that has ed at 
last with the fever, as the doctors hoped itmight. You 
are calm now, and must try to keep yourself quiet; 
there must be no more talk between us to-night.” 

The sick man took no notice of this injunction; but 
for the time was not disobedient, and lay for some min- 
utes staring at the watcher’s face with a strange half- 
vacant smile upon his own, 


** Gilbert,” he said at last, “what have they done 
with my wife? Why has she been kept away from me?” 

“Your wife? Marian 7” 

“Yes, Marian, You knowher name, surely, Did she 
know that I was ill, and yet staid away from me?” 

‘‘Was her place here, John Saltram 7—that poor girl 
whom you married under a false name, whom you tried 
to hide from all the world. Have you ever brought her 
here? Have you ever given her a wife’s license, or a 
wife’s place? How many lies have you nottold to hide 
that which an honest man would have been proud to 
confess to all the world ?” 

“Yes I have lied to you about her, I have hidden my 
treasure, But it was for your sake, Gilbert; it was for 
the sake of our old friendship. I could not bear to 
lose you. I could not bear to stand revealed before you 
as the weak wretch who betrayed your trust and 
your promised wife. Yes, Gilbert, Ihave been guilty 
beyond all measure, I have looked you in the face and 
told you lies, I wanted to keep you for my friend; 1 
could not stand ney, se of 8 life-long breach betweer 
us, Gilbert, old friend, have pity on me. I was weak— 
wicked, if you like—but I loved bes very dearly.” 

He stretched out his bony hand with an 
gesture, butit was not taken. Gilbert sat with 
turned away, his face hidden from the sick man. 

5 would have been better than the On 


bes 
aD) 
broke 


e conduct of a vik 
lain and a coward, John Saltram, I have no words to 
speak my contempt for so base a betrayal. And when I 
remember your pretended sympathy, your friendly coun- 
sel—O God! it was the work of a social Judas; nothing 
was wanted but the kiss.” 

“Yes,” the other answered, with a faint, bitter laugh, 
“<it:was very bad. Once having begun, you see, it was 
but to add one lie to another. Anything seemed bet- 
ter than to tell you the truth. I fancied your devo- 
tion for Marian would wear itself out much sooner than 
it @id—that you would marry some one else; and then I 
thought, when you were happy, and had forgotten that 
old fancy, I would have confessed the truth, and told 
you it was your friend who was your rival. It might 
have seemed easy to you to forgive me under those hap- 
pier circumstances, and so our old friendship might 
never have been broken, I waited for that, Gilbert. 
Don’t su} that it was not 
a part; don’t suppose that I did not suffer. 
hundred ways, You have seen the traces of that slow 
torture in my face, In every way I had sinned from 
weak desire to win my love and yet keep my friend ; : 
God knows, the burden of my sin has been heavy upon 
me. I will tell you some day—if ever I am strong en 
for so many words, and if you will hear me out ly 
—the whole story of my temptation; how I gled 
against it, and only gave way at last when life seemed 
Bure syn to me without the woman I loved.” 

r this he lay quiet again tor some minutes, ex 


hausted by having spoken so long. ll the factitious 
terength which had made hia loud and violet iu hi de 


lum Was go) a 

“Where is she?” he asked at last; ‘why doesn’t she 
me? You have not answ the estion,” 

” Gilbert 


back to her, 
—to-morrow, or if not to-morrow, 
the next day—eh, Gilbert 7” 

He raised himself in the bed in order to read the an- 
swer in Gilbert’s face, but fell back upon the pillows in- 
stantly, exhausted by the effort. Mem: had only re- 
turned to him in part. It was clear that he had forgot- 
ten the fact of Marian’s disappearance—a fact of which 
he had seemed half-conscious long ago in his delirium. 

“How did you find out that Marian was my wife?” 
he asked presently, with perfect calmness, ‘Who be- 
trayed my secret 7?” 

“Your own lips, in your delirious talk of her, which has 
been incessant ; and if collateral evidence were needed to 
confirm your words, this, which I found the other day 
marking a place in your Shakspeare.”’ 

Gilbert took a scrap of ribbon from his breast, a ribbon 
with a blue ground and a rosebud on it—a ribbon which 
he had chosen himself for Marian, in the brief happy 
days of their engagement. 

John Saltram contemplated the scrap of color witha 
smile that was half sombre, half ironical. 

“*Yes, it was her’s, he said; “she wore it round that 
slim swan’s throat of her’s; and one morning, when I 
was leaving her in n'a particularly weak frame of mind, I 
took it from her and brought it away in my bosom, 
for the sake of having something about me that she had 
worn; and then I put it in the book you see, and forgot 
all about it, A fitting emblem of my love—full of pas- 
sion and fervor to-day, at the point of death to-morrow. 
There have been times when I would have given the 
world to undo what I had done, when my life seemed 
blighted by this foolish marriage; and again happier 
moments, when my wife was all the universe to me, and 
I had not a thought ora dream beyond her. God bless 
her! You willlet me go to her, rt, the instant I am 
able to travel, as soon as I can myself anyhow from 
this bed to the railway? You will not stand between me 
and my love?” 
es No, John Saltram ; God knows, I have never thought 


“ and rot es knew I was a traitor—you knew it was my 
—o cso et your scheme of happiness—and 
ys ve a le me, watching me patiently throu 
this wretched illness?” ” <r - 

“That was aemall thing todo, You did as much, and 
# great deal more, for me, when I was ill in Egypt. It 
was a mere act of duty.” 

“Not of friendship, It was Christian charity, eh, 
Gilbert? If thine enemy hunger, feed him ; if he thirst, 
gre 5 drink; and so on, 1t was not the act of a 


“No, John Saltram; between you and me there can 
never again be any such word as friendship, What lit- 
tle Ihave done for you I think I would have done for a 

had I found a stranger as helpless and un- 
f as Ifound you. Iam quite sure that to have 
done less would have been to neglect a sacred duty. 
There is no question of obligation. Till youare on your 
feet again, a strong man, I will stand by you; when that 
‘time comes, we part forever.” 

John Saltram sank back upon his pillow witha heavy 

gh, but uttered no protest against this sentence, And 
was all that came of Gilbert's yengeful passion 
nyt the man who had wronged him; 
a long-cherished anger. 

** A lame and impotent conclusion,” perhaps, but sure- 
ly the only end possible under the circumstances. He 
could not — war against a feeble creature, whose hold 
on life was still an uncertainty; he could not forget his 
bea to Marian, that no harm ‘chould come to her 

usband through any act of his, 
the bedside of his prostrate foe, watched him silently as 
jy into a brie i d 


was the end 


had once been his friend might go down to the grave 
without an interval of reason. 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 
4 FULL CONFESSION. 


(0 to the Temple again till he had 
in St, Helens, and had eaten his 


that Mr. Mew had already paid his second visit to the 

sick-room, and had pronounced himself much relieved 

and delighted by the favorable change. 

is “T have no fear bats 
now 0! & question of getting the sical 

strength, which to a 


i “He has been very rest- 

lesa all day,’ ae apes “though I’ve done what I could 
vee But he worries Lert that his 
senses have come back, poor gentleman ; isn’t easy 
to soothe him any way. He kee on wondering when 
to 80 Lagi er no a 


found him attempting to get out of bed— 
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he'll put himself back for a certainty; but I dare say 
you'll have more influence over him than I, sir, and that 
you may be able to keep him quiet.” 

“I doubt that, ” answered Gilbert 5 “but Ill do my 
best. Has he been delirious to-day 2” 

“* No, sir, not once ; and, of course, that’s a great thing 

ined” 


A feeble voice from the inner room called Gilbert by 
name presently, and he went in at its bidding. 

“Is that you, Gilbert? Come in, for pity’: sake, I 
was sure of the yoice, So you have comeon your errand 
of charity oncemore, I am very glad to see you, though 

ou are not my friend, Sit down, ministering Chris- 
Neg sit by my side ; I have some questions to ask you.” 

“You must not talk much, John, The doctor insists 
upon perfect tranquility.” 

“He might just as well insist upon my making myself 
Emperor of all the Russias; one demand would be about 
as reasonable as the other. How long have I been lying 
here like a log—a troublesome log, by-the-way; for I 
a some hinte the nurse dropped to-day as to 
the blessing of mv recovery, that I have been somewhat 
given to violence ;—how long have I been ill, Gilbert?” 

‘*A very long time,” 

“Give me a categorical answer. How many weeks and 
days?” 

“You were taken ill about the middle of December, 
and we are now in the first week of February.” 

“Nearly two months! and in all that time I have been 
idle—ergo, no remittances from publishers. How have I 
lived, Gilbert? How have the current expenses of my 
illness been paid? And the children of Israel—have 
they not been clamorous? There wasa bill due in Jan- 
uary, I know. I was working for that when I got 
pulled up. Howis it that my vile carcass is not in 
their hands ?” 

“You need give yourself no trouble; the bill has been 
taken up.” 

“ By you, of course? Yes; you do not deny it. And 
you have been spending your money day by day to keep 
me alive, But then you would have done as much for a 
stranger. Great Heaven! what a mean hound I seem to 
myself, as I lie here and think what you have done for 
me, and how I have acted towards you! He turned him- 
self in his bed with a great effort, and lay with his face 
to the wall, “Let me hide my face from you,” he said; 
“T am a shameful creature.” 

“Believe me, once more, thereis not the faintest 
shadow of an obligation,” Gilbert responded eagerly ; 
“Tecan very well afford anything I have done; shall 
never feel myself the poorer for it by a sixpence. I 
cannot bear that these things should be spoken of be- 
tween us, You know how often I have begged you to let 
me help you in the past, and how wounded I have been 
by your refusal.” 


«“Yes, when we were friends, before I had ever wronged | g 


you. If I had taken your help then, I should hardiyhave 
felt the obligation. But, stay, Iam not such a pauper as 


result Gilbert was fain to affect a supreme faith in Me, 
er, f - 
_ “ You, believe this man, Gilbert?” the invalid asked, 


‘Of course, He has no reason for deceiving me,” 

“* But why withhold the father’s address?” 

“* It is easy enough to conjecture his reasons for thats 
a dread of your influence robbing him of his daughter, 
Her fortune has made her a prize worth disp’ , you 
see. It is natural enough that the father should to 
hide her from you.” 

“ For the sake of the money ?—yes, I suppose that is 
the Ley ey and end of his scheme, My poor girl! No 
doubt he has told her all manner of lies about me, and so 
contrived to estrange that faithful heart. Will you in- 
sert an advertisement in the ‘Times,’ Gilbert, under 
mitials, telling her of my illness, and entreating her to 
come to me?” 

“T will do so, if you like; but I dare say Nowell will 
be cautious enough to keep the advertisement-sheet 
away from her, or to watch it prety clesely, and prevent 
her seeing ing we may insert. I am taking means 
to find them, John; I must entreat you to rest satisfied 
with that,” 

“Rest satisfied, when I am uncertain whether I 
shall ever see my wife again! That is a hard thing 
to do. 


“Tf you harass yourself, you will not live to see her 
again. Trust in me, John; Marian’s safety is as dear to 
meas itcan beto you. I am her sworn friend and 
brother, her. self-appointed guardian and defender. I 
have skilled agents at work ; we shall find her, rely upor 
it. 

It was a strange pesition into which Gilbert found 
himeelf drifting—the consoler of this man who had so 
basely robbed him. They could never be friends again, 
these two; he had told himself that, not once, but many 
times during the weary hours of his watching beside John: 
Saltram’s sick bed. They could never more be friends > 
and yet he found himself in a manner compelled to per- 
form the offices of friendship, Nor was it easy to pre- 
serve oe | like a neutral standing which he had 
= for himeelf. The life of this some-time friend 
of his hung by so fraila link, he had such utter need of 
kindness; 80 what could Gilbert do but console him for 
the loss of his wife, and endeavor to inspire him with a 
hopeful spirit about hor? What could he do less than 
friendship would have done, although his affection for’ 
this old friend of his youth had perished for evermore 7 
The task of consolation was not an easy one. Once re- 
stored to his right mind, with a vivid sense of all that 
happened to him before his illness, John Saltram wae not* 
to be beguiled into false security. The idea that his wife: 
was in dangerous hands pursued him perpetually, and’ 
the consciousness of his own impotence to rescue her 
oaded him to a kind of mental fever, 

“To be chained here, Gilbert, lying on this odious bed 
like a log, when she needs my help! How am I to bear 
” 


Iseem, My wife will have money; at least you told me | it? 


that the old man was rich.” 

“Yes, your wife will have money, plenty of money. 
You have no need to trouble yourself about financial mat- 
ters. You have only to consider what the doctor has said. 
Your recovery depends almost entirely upon your tran- 
quillity of mind. If you want to get well speedily, you 
must remember this,” 

“Ido want to get well, Iam inafever to get well; I 
want tosee my wife. But my recovery will be evidently 
a tedious affair. I cannot wait to see her till I am strong 

nough to travel. Why should she not come to me here? 
fhe can—she must come. Write to her, Gilbert; tell her 
how I Janguish for her presence ; tell her howill I have 
been.” 


“Yes; I will write a, Fo po 

“*By-and-by! Your tone tells me that you do not 
mean what you say. There is something you are keep- 
ing from me, Oh! my God | what was that happened be- 
fore I wasill? My wife wasmissing. I was hunting for 
her without rest for nearly a week; and then they told 
me she was drowned, that there was no hope of finding 
her. Was that real, Gilbert? or only a of my delir- 
ium? Speak to me, for pity’s sake, Was it real?” 

“Yes. John; your perplexity and trouble was real, but 
umnecessary ; your wife is safe,” 

“Safe? Where?” 

“She is with her father.” 

“She did not eyen know that her father was living.” = 

“No, not till very lately. He has come home from 
America, it seems, and Marian is now under his protec- 
tion.” 

“ What! she could desert me without a word of warn- 
ing—without the faintest hint of her intention—to go to 
afather of whom she knew nothing, or nothing that was 
not eminently to his discredit !” 

* There may have been some strong influence brought 
to bear to induce her to take such a step.” 

“What influence?” 

“Do not worry yourself about that now; make all 
haste to get well, and then it will be easy for you to win 
her back,” 

“Yes; only place me face to face with her, and I do 
not think there would be much question as to that. But 
that she should forsake me of her own free will! It is 
so unlike my Marian—my patient, long-suffering Mar- 
ian; I can scarcely believe such a thing possible. But 
that question can soon be put at rest. Wrrte to her, Gil- 
bert; tell her that I have been at death’s door; tell her 
that my chance of recovery hangs upon her will. Father 
or no father, that will bring her to my side.” 

“ T will do so directly, I know her address,” 

“You do not know where she is?” 

“Not yet. Iam expecting to obtain that information 
every day. I have taken measures to ascertain where 
she is.” 


“ And how do you know that she is with her father ?” 

*T have the lawyer’s authority for that; a lawyer 
whom the old man, Jacob Nowell, trusted, whom he left 
sole executor of his will.” ‘ 

It was necessary, above all things, that Jobn Saltram’s 


mind should be set at rest; and in order to secure this 


‘Like a man,” the other answered quietly, “Were. 
you as well as 1am this moment, there’s nothing you 
could do that Iam not doing. Do you think I should sit. 
idly here, if the best measures had not been taken to. 
find your wife ?” ‘ 

“Forgive me. Yes; I have no doubt you have done, 
what is best. But if I were astir, I should have the 
sense of doing something. I would urge on those people. 
you employ ; work with them even,” 

“You would be more likely to hinder than to assist- 
them. They know their work, and it is a slow drudg- 
ing business at best, which requires more tee 2 than. 
you possess, No, John, there is nothing to be done but’ 
to wait, and put our trust in Providence and in time.” __ 

This was a sermon which Gilbert Fenton had occasion 
to preach very often in the slow, weary days that fol-- 
lowed John Saltram’s recovery of his right senses. The 
sick man, tossing to and fro upon the bed he loathed. 
with such an utter loathing, could not refrain from pite- 
ous bewailings of his helplessness. He was not a good 
subject for sickness, had never served his apprenticeshi 
to a sick bed until now, and the ordeal seemed to 
a very long one, 

In all that period of his delirious wanderings there had 
been an exaggerated sense of time in his mind, It 


‘seemed to him that he had been lying there for years, 


lost in a labyrinth of demented fancies. Looking back 


to leave his bed for an hour or so, just strong enough to 
crawl into the sitting-room with the help of Gilbert's 


stricken. 


Mr. Mew was much elated by this ual TOVe=, 
ment in his patient, and confessed to Gllbert eee 


that he had never hoped for so happy a result, “Noth-- 
admirab’ 


ing but aniron constitution, and your le care, 
could have carried our friend such an attack, 
sir,” he said decisively. “(And now we are getting 
round a little, we must have change of re of air 


and of scene; that is imperativ. Sal- 


tram talks of a loathing pay hind rooms ; Very natural. 
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ander the circumstances. We must take him away di- 
rectly, he can bear the removal.” 

“T rather doubt his williugness to stir,” Gilbert an- 
swered, thoughtfully. ‘*He has anxieties that are likely 
to chain him to London.” 

“Tf there is any objection of that kind, it must be 
conquered,” Mr, Mew said. “A change will do your 
friend more good than all the physicI can give him.” 

‘“* Where would you advise me to take him 7?” 

“Not very far. He couldn’t stand the fatigue of a 
long journey. I should take him to some quiet little 
place near town—the more countrified the better. It 
isn’t a very pleasant season for the country; but in spite 
or that, the change will do him good.” 

Gilbert promised to effect this arrangement, as soon as 
the pationt was well enough to be moved, He would run 
down to Hampton or Kingston, he told Mr. Mew, ina 
day or two, and look for suitable lodgings. 

“Hampton or Kingston, by all means,” replied the 
surgeon, cheerily. ‘‘ Both very pleasant places in their 
way, and as mild as any neighborhood within easy reach 
of town. Don’t go too near the water, and be sure your 
rooms are dry and airy—that’s the main point. We 
might move him early next week, I fancy; if we get 
him up for an hour or two every day in the interval.” 

Gilbert had kept Mrs. Branston very well informed as 
to John Saltram’s progress; and that impetuous little 
womsn had sent a ponderous retainer of the footman 
species to the Temple daily, laden now with hot-house 
grapes, and anon with dainty jellies, clear turtle-soups, 
or delicate preparations of chicken, blanc-manges and 
iced drinks; the conveyance whereof was a sore griev- 
ance to the ponderous domestic, in spite of all the aid to 
be derived from a liberal employment of cabs, Adela 
Branston had sent these things in defiance of her out- 
raged kinswoman, Mrs, Pallinson, who was not slow to 
descant upon the impropriety of such a proceeding. 

“T wonder you can talk in such a way, when you 
know how friendless this poor Mr. Saltram is, and how 
little trouble it costs me to do as much as this for him, 
But I dare say the good Samaritan had some one at home 
who objected to the waste of that twopence he ‘paid for 
the poor traveler.” 

Mrs, Pallinson gave a little shriek of horror on hearing 
this allusion, and protested against so profane a use of 
the core. 

“ But the Gospel was meant to be our guide in common 

wasn’t it, Mrs. Pallinson? However, there’s not 
the least use in your being angry; for I mean to do what 
I can for Mr. Saltram, and there's no one in the world 
could turn me from my intention.” 

“‘Indeed !” cried the elder lady, indignantly; “and 
when he recovers, you mean to marry him, I dare say. 
You will be weak enough to throw away your fortune 
upon a profligate and a spendthrift, a man who is certain 
to make any woman miserable.” 

It was to be observed that from the hour of her be- 
trothal Ellen Carley, as far as possible, avoided her 
father’s companionship. She worked more busily than 
ever about the big old house, was never tired of polish- 
ing tbe little-used furniture and dusting the tenantless 
bed-chambers; she seemed, indeed, to be infected with 
Mrs, Tadman’s passion for superhuman cleanliness, To 
her dairy duties, also, she devoted much more time than 
of old; anything to escape the parlor, where her father 
gat idle fora considerable portion of the day, smoking 
his pipe, and drinking rather more than was good for 
him. Nor did Mr. Carley, for his part, appear to dislike 
this tacit severance between his daughter and himself, 
As the foolish young woman chose to accept good-fortune 
in a perverse spirit, it was well that they two should 
gee as little of each other as possible, Every even- 
ing found Mr. Whitelaw a punctual visitor in the 
snug Lae parlor, and at such times the bailiff 
insis' upon his daughter’s presence; she was 
obliged to sit there night after night, stitching mo- 
notonously at some own calico garment — which 
might well, from the state of mind of the worker, have 
been her win -sheet; or darning one of an inex~- 

ible ‘basket of woolen stockings belonging to her 
Bd . It was her irksome duty to be there, ready to re- 
ceive any awkward complinient of her silent lover's, 
ready to acqueiesce meekly in his talk of their approach- 
ing wedding. But at all other times Mr. Carley was 
more than content with her absence. 

At first the bailiff had made a feeble effort to reconcile 
his daughter to her position by the common bribe of fine 
clothes. He had extorted a sum of money from Stephen 
Whitelaw for this purpose, and had given thatsum, or a 
considerable part of it, to his daughter, bidding her ex- 
pend it upon her wedding finery. The girl took the 
money, and spent a few pounds upon the furbishing up 
of her wardrobe, which was by no means an extensive 
one; but the remaining ten-pound note she laid by ina se- 
—— determined on no account to breakin upon 


Aes may come when er = — sepen 
upon possession of a few pounds,” she said to her- 
self; when I may have some chance of setting myself 
free from that man.” 

She had begun to contemplate such a possibility al- 
ready, before her wedding-day. It was for her father’s 
sake she was going to sell her liberty, to take upon her- 
self a bondage most odious to her. The time might come 
when her father would be beyond the reach of shame 
and , when she might find some manner of es- 
ome from her slavery. 

n the meantime, the days hurried on, and Providence 
offered her no present means of rescte. The day of 
doom came nearer and nearer; for the bailiff took part 
with his future son-in-law, and would hear of no reasons 
which Ellen could offer for delay. He was eager to 
squeeze the farmer’s well-filled purse a little tighter, and 
he fancied that he might do this when his daughter was 

tear i wife. So eye ote et 
alike and wedding was ‘or the 1 of 
red ape ma en were no tions to be made at Wyn- 
comb Farmhouse, Mr. law did not mean to waste 
20 much as 2 five-pound note upon the embellishment of 
those barely furnished rooms in honor of his ht 
young bride, although Mrs. Tadman urged upon him 


necessity of new muslin curtains here, and new dimity 
there, a coat or so of paint and whitewash in such and 
Such rooms, and other small revivals of the same char- 
acter, not sorry to be able to remind him in this indirect 
manner that marriage was an expensive thing. 

“A young woman like that wiil expect to see ae 
bright and cheerful about her,” said Mrs. Tadman, in 
her most plausible tone, and rubbing her thin hands 
with an air of suppressed enjoyment. “If you were fo: 
ing to marry @ person of your own age it would be dif- 
ferent of course; but young women have extravagant 
notions. I could see Miss Carley did not think much of 
the furniture when I took her over the house on New- 
year’s day. She said the rooms looked gloomy, and 
that some of them gave her the horrors, and 80 on. 
If you don’t have the place done up a bit at first, 
you'll have to get it done at last, depend upon it; a young 
wife jike that will make the money spin, you may be 
sure, 

‘* Will she?” said Mr. Whitelaw, with a satisfied grin. 
*'That’s my look-out. I don’t think you’ve had very 
much chance of making my money spin, eh, Mrs, Tad- 
man ? 

The widow cast up her hands and eyes towards the 
ceiling of the parlor where they were sitting. 

“*Goodness knows I’ve had precious little chance of 
doing that, Stephen Whitelaw,” she replied. 

at aay reckon not; and my wife will have about as 
much,” 

There was some cold comfort in this, Mra, Tadman had 
once hoped that if her cousin ever exalted any woman to 
the proud position of mistress of Wyncomb, she herself 
would be that favored individual; and it was hard to see 
a young person, who had nothing but a certain amount 
of good looks to recommend her, raised to the post of 
honor in her stead, It was some consolation, therefore, 
to discover that the interloper was to reigu with very 
limited powers, and that none of the pga or indul- 

ences usually granted to youthful brides by elderly 

ridegrooms were to be hers, It was something, too, 
for Mrs. Tadman to be allowed to remain beneath the 
familiar shelter of that gloomy old house, and this boon 
had been granted to her at Ellen’s express request, 

‘*T suppose she’s going to turn lazy as soon as she’s 
married, or she wouldn’t have wanted to keep you,” the 
farmer said, in rather a sulky manncr, after he had given 
Mrs, Tadman his gracious permission to remain in his 
service, ‘ But if she is, we must find some way of cur- 
ing her of that. I don’t wanta fine lady about my place. 
There’s the dairy, now ; we might do more in that way, I 
should think, and get more profit out of butter-making 
than we do by sending part of the milk up to London. 
Butter fetches a good price nowadays from year’s end to 
year’s end, and Ellen is a rare hand sta dairy; I know 
that for certain,” 

Thus did Mr. Whitelaw devote his pretty young wife to 
an endless prospect of butter-making. Hehad no inten- 
tion that the alliance should be an unprofitable one, and 
he was already scheming how he might obtain some indi- 
rect kind of interest for that awful sum of two hundred 
pounds advanced to William Carley. 

Sir David Forster had not come to make that threat- 
ened investigation of things at the Grange, Careless 
always in the management of his affairs, the receipt of a 
handsome sum of money from the bailiff had satisfied 
him, and he had suffered his suspicions to be lulled to 
rest for the time being, not caring to undertake the trou- 
ble of a journey to Hampshire, and an examination of 
dry business details, It was very lucky for Mr, Carley 
that his employer was so easy and indolent a master; for 
there were many small matters at the Grange which 
would have hardly borne ion, and it would have 
been difficult for Sir David to come there without makin3 
some discovery to his bailiff’s disadvantage. The evil 
day had been warded off, however, by means of Stephen 
Whitelaw’s money; and William Carley meant to act 
more cautiously, more honestly even, in future, He 
would keep clear of race-courses and gambling booths, 
he told hi , and of the kind of men who had be- 
guiled him into dishonorable dealing. 

“T’ve had an uncommon narrow squeak of it,” he 
muttered to himself occasionally, as he smoked a medi- 
tative pipe, “‘and have been as near seeing the inside of 
Portland prison as ever a man was, But it’ll be a warn- 

to me in future. And yet who could have thought 

gs would have gone against me as they did? There 
was Sir Philip Christopher’s bay colt Pigskin, for in- 
stance; that brute was bound to win.” 

February came to an end; and when March once be- 
3 there seemed no pause or breathing time for Ellen 

‘arley till the 10th. And yet she had little business to 
eccupy her during those bleak days of early spring. It 
was the horror of that rapid ay of time, which seemed 
independent of her own life in its hideous swiftness, 
Idle or busy, it was all the same, The days would not 
linger for her; the dreaded 10th was close at hand, 

Frank Randall was still in London, in that solicitor’s 
office—a firm of some standing in the City—to which he 
had gone on leaving his father. He had written two or 
three times to Ellen since he left Hampshire, and she had 
answered his letters secretly ; but, pleasant though it was 
to her to hear from him, she begged him not to write, as 
her father’s anger would be extreme if a letter should by 
any evil chance fall into his hands, So within the last 
few months there had been no tidings of Ellen’s absent 
lover, and the girl was glad that it wasso, What couid 
she have said to him if she had been compelled to tell 
him of her engagement to Stephen Whitelaw? What ex- 
cuse could she have made for marrying a man about 
whom she had been wont to express herself to 
Randall in most unequivocal terms? Execuse there was 
none, since she could not betray her father. It was bet- 
ter, therefore, that young Randall should hear of her mar- 
riage in the common course of things, and that he should 
think of her just as badly as he pleased. This was only 
one more poisoned drop in a cup that was all bitterness, 

“He will believe that I was a hypocrite at heart 
always,” the unhappy girl said to herself, ‘‘and that I 
yalne Stephen itelaw’s money more than his true 
heart—that I can marry aman I despise and dislike for 
the sake of being rich. What can he think worse of me 


than that? and how can he help thinking that? He 
knows that I have a good spirit of my own, and that 
father could not make me do anything against my hs 
He will nevér believe that this marriage has been all my 
father’s doing.” 

The wedding morn: came at last, a and spring- 
like, with a sun that shone as gayly asif it had been 
lighting the happiest union that was ever recorded in the 
hymeneal register. There were the first rare primroses 
gleaming star-like amidst the early greenery of high 
grassy banks in solitary lanes about Crosber, and here 
and there the tender blue of a violet. It would have 
seemed a very fair morning upon which to begin the 
first page in the mystie volume of a new life, if Ellen 
Carley 
but no hapless, condemned wretch who ever woke 
to see the sun shining upon the day of hia execu- 
tion conld have been more profoundly wretched 
than the bailiff’s daughter, as she dressed herself me- 
chanically in her one smart silk gown, and stood ina kind 
of waking trance before the quaint old-fashioned looking- 
glass which reflected her pale, hopeless face. She had no 
girlish companion to assist in that dismal toilet. Long 
ago there had been promises exchanged between Ellen 
Carley and her chosen friend, the daughter of a miller 
who lived a little way on the other side of Crosber, to the 
effect that whichever was first to marry should call upon 
the other to perform the office of brides-maid; and Sa- 
rah Peters, the miller’s’daughter, was still single and eli- 
gible for the function, But there was to be no brides- 
maid at this blighted wedding. Ellen had pleaded ur- 
gently that things might be arranged as quietly as possi- 
ble; and the master of Wyncomb, who hated spending 
money, and who apprehended that the expenses of any 
festivity would in all probability fall upon his own shoul- 
ders, was very well pleased to assent to this request of 
his betrothed. 

“Quite right, Nell, he said; “ we don’t want any fool- 
ish fuss, or a pack of people making themselves drunk 
at ourexpense, You and your father can come quietly 
to Crosber church, and Mrs, Tadman and me will meet 
you there, and the thing’s done. The marriage wouldn’t 
be any tighter if we had a hundred people looking on, 
and the Bishop of Winchester to read the service.” 

It was arranged in this manner, therefore; and on that 
pleasant spring morning William Carley and his danghter 
walked to the quiet village where Gilbert Fenton had dis- 
covered the secretof Marian’sretreat, The face under the 
bride’s little straw bonnet was deadly pale, and the 
features had a rigid look that was new tothem. The 
bailiff glanced at his daughter in a furtive way every 
now and then, with an uneasy sense of this strange look 
in her face. Even in his brute nature there were some 
faint twinges of compunction, now that the deed he had 
been so eager to compass was well-nigh done—some vague 
consciousness that he had been a hard and cruel father. 

‘And yet it’s all for her own good,” he told himself, 
“quite as much as for mine. Better to marry a rich 
man than a pauper, any day; and totake a dislike to a 
man’s age or 2 man’s looks is nothing buta girl’s non- 
sense, The best husband is the one that can keep his 
wife best ; and if I hadn’t forced on this she’d 
have taken up with Lawyer Randall’s son, who’s. no bet- 
ter than a begger, and a pretty life she’d have had of it 
with him.” ? 

By such reasoning as this William Carley contrived to 
set his conscience at rest during that silent walk along 
the rustic lane between the Grange and Crosber church. 
It was not a conscience very difficult to appease, And 
as for his daughter's pallid looks, those, of course, were 
only natural to the occasion, 

Mr. Whitelaw and Mrs, Tadman were at the church 
when the bailiff and his daughter arrived, The farmer 
had made a scarecrow of himself in a new suit of 
which he had ordered in honor of this important event, 
after a great deal vacillation, and more than one 
countermand to the tailor who made the gar- 
ments, At the last he was not quite clear in his mind as 
to whether he wanted the clothes, and the outlay was 3 
serious one, Mrs. Tadman had need to hold his every 
day coat up to the light to convince him that the collar 
was threadbare, and that the sleeves shone as if purposely 
polished by some ingenious process, 4 

“ Marriage is an expensive thing,” she told him again, 
with a sigh ; “and young girls expect tosee aman dressed 
ever so smart on his wedding-day.” 

** I don’t care for her expectations,” Mr, Whitelaw mut- 
tered, in reply to this remark; ‘‘and if I don’t want the 
clothes, I won’t have ’em. Do you think I could get 
over next Christmas with them as I’ve got?” 

Mrs, Tadman said ‘*No” in a most decisive manner, 
Perhaps she derived a malicious pleasure from the in- 
fliction of the tailor’s bill upon her cousin Whitelaw, So 
the new suit had been finally ordered, and Stephen stood 
arrayed before the altar-rails in the gray old church at 
Crosber, a far more grotesque and outrageous figure to 
contemplate than any knight-templar or bearded cava- 
lier of the days of the first English James, whose effigies 
were to be seen in the chancel. Mrs, Tadman stood a 
tittle way behind him, in a merino gown and a new 
bonnet extorted somehow from the reluctant 
She was full of smiles and cordial greetings for the 
bride, who did not even see her. Neither did Ellen Car- 
Jey see the awkward figure of her bridegroom. 

A mist was before her eyes, as if there had been an at- 
mosphere of summer blight or fog in the village church. 
She knelt, or rose, a8 ner prayer-book taught her, and 
went through the solemn service as placidly as if she 
had been a wondrous piece of mechanism constructed to 

rform such movements ; and then, like a creature in a 
— she found herself walking out of the church 

tly, with her hand on Stephen Whitelaw’s arm. 
Bhe had a faint consciousness of some ceremony in the 
vestry, where it had taken Stephen a sang, time to sign 


more 
oppreasive dream. Mr. White- 


law’s chaise-cart was, waiting for and they all four 
got in and drove at once to Wyncomb, where there was 
another ponderous dinner, very much like the the ban. 


‘ 
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quet of New-Year’s day, and where the bailiff drank free- 
ly, after his wont, and grew somewhat uproarious: to- 
wards tea-time, though Mr. Whitelaw’s selection of port 
and sherry were not of a kind to tempt a connoisseur. 
There was to be no honey-moon trip. Stephen White- 
law did not understand the philosophy of running away 
from a comfortable home to spend money in furnished 
lodgings, and he had said as much when the officious Tad- 
man 6 a run to Weymouth, or Bournmouth, or a 
fortnight in To Ellen it was all the 


complaint because her husband brought her emia 
life 


OHAPTER XXXIX. 
A DOMESTIC MYSTERY, 


Ir was near the end of March, but still bleak cold 
weather, Ellen Carley bad been married somet less 
than a fortnight, and had come to look upon the dismal 
old farm-house by the river with a more accustomed eye 
than when Mrs, Tadman had taken her from room to 
room on a journey of inspection. Not that the place 
seemed any less dreary and ugly to her to-day than it 
had seemed at the very first. Familiarity could not make 
it pleasant. She hated the house and everything about 
and around it, as she hated her husband, with a rooted 
aversion, not to be subdued by any endeavor which she 
might make now and then—and she did honestly make 
nr =~" ree arrive at a more Christian-like frame 
o e 

Notwithstanding this deeply-seated instinctive dislike 
toallher surroundings, she endured her fate quietly, 
and did her duty with a patient spirit which might fairly 
be accepted as an atonement for those inward rebellious 
feelings which she could not conquer. Having submitted 
to be the scape-goat of her fathers sin, she bore her 
burden very calmly, and fulfilled the sacrifice without 
any outward mark of martyrdom. 5 

She went about the work of the. farm-house with a 
resolute, active air that puzzled Mrs. Tadman, who had 
fully expected the young wife would play the fine lady, 
and leave all the drudgery cf the honsehold to her. But 
it really seemed as if Ellen liked hard work. ‘She went 
from one task to another with an indefatigable industry, 
an energy that never gave way. Only when the day’s 
work in house and dairy was done did her depression of 
spirit become visible. Then, indeed, when was fin- 

and she sat down, neatly dressed for the after- 
noon, in the parlor with Mrs, Tadman, it was easy to see 
how utterly hopeless and miserable this young wife was, 
The pale, fixed face, the listless hands clasped loosely in 
her lap, every attitude of the drooping figure, betrayed 
the joyless spirit, the broken heart. At these times, 
when they were alone together, waiting Stephen White- 
law’s coming home to tea, Mrs, Tadman’s heart, not en- 
tirely hardened by long years of self-seeking, yearned 
towards her kinsman’s wife; and the secret animosity 
with which she had at first regarded her changed toa 
silent pity, a compassion she would fain have expressed 
in some form or other, had she dared. 

But she could not venture to do this. There was 
something in the girl, a quiet air of pride and self-reli- 
ance, in spite of her too evident sadness, which forbade 
apy overt expression of sympathy ; s0 Mrs Tadman could 

show her friendly feelings in a very small way, by 
being especially active and brisk in assisting all the 
household labors of the new mistress of Wyncomb, and 
by endeavoring to cheer her with such petty gossip as 
she could pick up. Ellen felt that the woman was kindly 
disposed toward her, and she was not teful; but 


her heart was quite shut against sympathy, her sorrow 
was too ‘ound to be lightened ever so little by human 
fri It. was a dull di , & settled con- 


viction for her life could” never have again a 
single —— eee her pent Daeand tine in — slow 
progress ve ten one ray of sun- 

her iuaten carried to the end of the 
dreary journey unrelieved by one hour of respite. 
It seemed very hard for one so young, not quite 
three-and-twenty yet, to turn her back upon every hope 
of happiness; to ve obliged to say to herself, “For me 
the sun can never shine in; the world I live in can 
never more seem bea 
contrastto my broken heart.” But Helen told herself 
that this fate was hers, andthat she must needs face it 
with a resolute spirit, 


before her. . Mr. Whitelaw had 


ourished under the new management. There was more 
butter, and butter of a superior quality, sent to market 
than under the reign of Mra. Tadman; and the master 
of Wyncomb made haste to increase his stock of milch 


took the trouble to himself, She was his wife. He 
bad won her, that was the int; whatever disin- 
clination she — have felt for whatever 
Tove she might have hed for another been 

down and subjugated, and he, S White- 
bw, obtained the desire of hia heart. He bad won 
her against that penniless j Lawyer Randall's 


treated him with marked contewpt on more 


or beautiful only in bitter | thing 


to shut her eyes to that hateful fu- | him, 


than one occasion when they happened to come across 
each other in Malsham Corn Exchange, which was’ 
held in the ain: covered quadrangular court- 
yard of the inn at Eseee ard was @ 

ular lounge for the inhabitants of town. He had 
won her; her own seutiments upon the subject of this 
marriage were of very little consequence, He had never 
expected to be loved by his wife—his own ideas of that 
passion called love being of. the vaguest—but he meant to 
be obeyed by her, She had begun well had taken her 
new duties upon herself in a manner that gladdened his 
sordid soul; and although they had been married nearly 
a fortnight, she had given no hint of a desire to know 
the extent of his wealth, or where he kept any little hoard 
of ready money that he might have by him in the house, 
Nor on market-day had she expressed any wish to go 
with him to Malsham to spend money on drapery ; and 
he had an idea, sedulously cultivated by Mrs, Ta . 
that young women were perpetually wanting to spend 
money at drapers’shops, Altogether, that first fortnight 
of his married life nad been most satisfactory, and Mr, 
Whitelaw was inclined to regard matrimony as a wise 
and profitable institution. 

The day’s work was done, and Ellen was sitting with 
Mrs. Tadman in the every-day parlor, waiting for the re- 
turn of her lord and master from Malsham, It was not 
a market-day, but arg te p Whitela 7 had announced at 
dinner-time that he had an appointment at Malsham, 
and had set out immediately after dinner in the chaise- 
cart, much to the wonderment of Mrs, Tadman, who 
was an inveterate gossip, and never easy until she ar- 
rived at the bottom of any small household mystery. 
She wondered not a little also at Ellen’s supreme indiffer- 
ence to her husband’s proceedings, 

‘*T can’t for the life of me think what’s taken him to 
Malsham to-day,” she said, as she plied her. rapid knit- 
ting-needles in the manufacture of a grey worsted stock- 
ing, ‘I haven't known him go to Malsham, except of a 
market-day, not oncein atwelvemonth. It must be a 
rare business to take him there in the middle of the 
week; for he can’t abide to leave the farm in working- 
hours, except when he’s right-down obliged to it, Noth- 
ing goes on the same when his back’s turned, he says ; 
there’s always something wrong. And if there was an 
appointment with any one belonging to Malsham, why 
couldn’t it have stood over till Saturday? It must, be 
something out of the common that won’t keep a couple 
of days.” 

Mrs. Tadman went on with her knitting, gazing at 
Ellen with an expectant countenance, waiting for her to 
make some suggestion. But the girl was quite silent, 
and there was a blank expression in her eyes, which 
looked out across the level stretch of grass between the 
house and the river, a look that told Mrs, Tadman very 
few of her words had been heard by her companion. It 
was quite disheartening to talk to such a person; but the 
widow went on nevertheless, being so full of her subject 
that she. must needs talk to some one, even if that some 
one were little better than a stock or a stone. 

“ There was a letter that came for Stephen before din- 
ner to-day; he got it when he came in, but it was lying 
here for an hour first, Perhaps it was that as took him 
to Malsham; and yet that’s strange, for it was a London 
letter; and it don’t seem likely as any one could be com- 
ing down from London to meet Steph at Malsham, I 
can’t make top nor tail of it.” 

Mrs. Tadman laid down her knitting, and gave the fire 
a vigorous stir. She wanted some vent for her vexation, 
for it was really too penraoe to see Ellen Whitelaw sit- 
ting staring out of window like a lifeless statue, and 
not taking the faintest interest in the mystery of her 
husband’s conduct. She stirred the fire, and then busied 
herself with the tea-table, giving a touch here and there 
where no re-arrangement was wanted, for the sake of 
doing something. 

The room looked comfortable enough in the cold ligbt 
of the spring afternoon. It was the most occupied room 
in the house, and the least gloomy. The glow of a good 
fire tened the scanty, shabby furniture a little, and 
the with its white cloth, homely flowered cups and 
sauce: right metal tea-pot, and substantial fare in the 
way oaheds and home-made bread, had a pleasant look 
enough in the eyes of any one coming in from a journey 
through the chill March atmosphere. Mr. Whitelaw’s 
notion of tea was a solid meal, which left him independ- 
ent of the chances of supper, and yet open to do some- 
in that way, in case any light kickshaw, such as 
liver and bacon, a boiled sheep’s head, or a beef-steak 
pie, should present itself to his notice. 

Ellen roused herself from her long reverie at last. 
There was the sound of wheels upon the cart-track 
across the wide open field in front of the house, 

“Here comes Mr, Whitelaw,” she said, looking 
into the gathering dusk; “and there is some one 

” 

* Some one with him!” cried Mre, Tadman. ‘‘ Why, 
my goodness! who can that be?” 

She ran to the window and peered, eagerly out. The 
cart had driven up to the door by this time, and Mr. 


Whitelaw and his companion were alighting. The 
stranger was rather a handsome man, Mrs, saw 
at the first glance, tall and broad-shoul clad in 


dark-gray t a short pilot-coat, and a wide-awake 
hat; but witha oleate style even in this rough apparel 
which was not the style of agricultural Malsham, an un- 
mistakable air that belongs to a dweller in great cities. 
“I never set eyes upon him before,” exclaimed Mrs, 
Tadman, aghast with wonder; for visitors at Wyncomb 
were of the rarest, and an unknown visitor above all 


things marvellous, C 
Mr. Whitelaw opened the house-door, which opened 
straight into a little lobby between the two parlors, 
There was a larger door and a spacious stone entrance- 
hall at one end of the house; but that door had not been 
opened within the memory of man, and the hall was only 
used as a store-honse nowadays. There was some little 
mumbling talk in the lobby before the two men came in, 
Tadman’s curiosity was relieved by a 


ly some, remarkably hand- 
a wan whose youth was past ; but there was 


pop-| of her sensations on looking at but, 
ent. the 


out 
with | T: 


& something in his face, a something sinister and secret 
as it which did not strike. Mrs, Tadman favorably. 
She could not by any means have explained the nature 
as she said af- 
terwards, she felt all in a mom t he was there for 
no good, And yet he was very civil-spoken too, and ad- 
dressed both the ladies in a most conciliating tone, and 
with a kind of florid politeness, "ye 

Ellen looked at him, interested for the moment in spite 
of her apathetic indifference to all things. The advent 
of as was something so rare ss to awaken a faint 
interest in the mind most dead to impressions, She did 
not like his manner ; there was something false and hol- 
low in his extreme politeness. And his face—what was 
it in his face thatstartled her with such a sudden sense 
of strangeness and yet of familiari 

Had she ever seen him before? es; surely that was 
the impression which sent such a sudden shock through 
her nerves, which startled her from her indifference into 
pager wonder and perplexity., Where had she seen him 

ore? Where and when? Long ago, or only very 
lately? She could nottell, Yet it seemed to her that 
she looked at eyes like those, not once, but,many 
times in her life. And yet the man was utterly strange 
toher. Thatshe could have seen him before a a 
impossible. It must haye been some one like him she 
had seen, then, Yes, that wasit, It was the shadow of 
another face in his that had startled her with so strange 
a feeling, almost as if she had been looking upon some 
ghostly thing. Another face, like and yet unlike, 

But what face 2 Whose face 2? 

She could not answer that question, and her inability 
to solve the cnigma tormented her all tea-time, as the 
stranger, sat opposite to her, making a pretense of eating 
heartily, in accordance with Mr. Whitelaw’s hospitable 
invitation, while that gentleman himself ploughed away 
with a steady persistence that made awful havoc with the 
ham, and reduced the loaf in a manner sugggsstive, of 
Jack the Giant-killer. 

The visitor presently ventured to remark that tea-~ 
drinking was not much in his way, and that, if it were 
all the same to Mr. Whitelaw, he should prefer a glass of 
brandy-and-water; whereupon the brandy-botile was 
produced froma cupboard by the fire-place, of which 
Stephen himself kept the key, judiciously on his guard 
against a possible taste for ardent spirits developing itself 
in Mrs, Tadman, 

After this the stranger sat for some time driziking cold 
brandy-and-water, and staring moodily at the fire, 
without making the faintest attempt at conversation, 
while Mr, Whitelaw finished his tea, and the table was 
cleared ; and even after this, when the farmer had taken 
his place upon the opposite side of the hearth, and 
seemed to be waiting for his guest to begin business. 

He was not a lively stranger; he seemed, indeed, to 
have something on his mind, to be brooding upon some 
trouble or difficulty, as Mrs, Tadman remarked to her 
kinsman’s wife afterwards. Both the women. watched 
him—Ellen always perplexed by that unknown likeness, 
which seemed sometimes to grow stronger, sometimes to 
fade away altogether, as she looked at him; Mrs, Tad- 
man ina rabid state of curiosity, s0 profound was the 
mystery of his silent presence. 

What was he there for? What. could Stephen want 
with him? He was not one of Stephen’s sort, by any 
means; had no appearance of association with agricul- 
—_ interests. And yet sone jee a “lent, svemeli- 
cable presence, a mysterious © a moody brow, 
which seemed to grow darker as Mrs. Tadman watched 


At last, about an hour after the tea-table had been 
i he rose suddenly with an abrupt gesture, and 

“Come, Whitelaw, if you mean to show me this house 
of yours, youmay as well show it to meat once.” 

His voice hada harsh, unpleasant sound as he said 
this, He stood with his back to. the women, staring at 
the fire, while Stephen Whitelaw lighted a candle in 
his slow, dawdling way. 

“Be quick, man alive !” the stranger cried impatiently, 
turning sharply round upon the farmer, who was trim- 
ming an incorrigible wick witha pair of blunted snuf- 
fers, ‘* Remember, I’ve gotto go back to Malsham; I 
haven’t all the night to waste.” . 

“T don’t want to set my house afire,” Mr, Whitelaw an- 
swered sullenly ; ‘‘though, perhaps, you might like that, 
It might suit your book, you see. 

The stranger gave a sudden shudder, and told the 
peg with an angry oath to “drop that sort of inso- 

ce, : 

“ And now show the way, and look sharp about it,” he 
said, in an authoritative tone, 

They went out of the room in the next moment, Mrs. 
‘adman after them, or rather at the door which 
had upon them, with a solemn a 

“T don’t like the look of it, Ellen,” she said ; 
at all like the look of it.” 


en stare. 
“I don’t 


And, depend upon it, 
he’s come to turn us all out of house and home.” 
Ellen gave a faint shudder. What if her father’s 


mame enemies were to coe to such an end as this! 
what if she had sold into bondage, and the master 


actof her unhappiness; whether she were mistress of 
Wyncomb or a homeless tramp upon 
The work-house without Ste; 
be infinitely preferable to Wyncomb Farm with him, 
And for her father, it seemed only a natural and justifi- 
able thing that hie guilt and his greed could be so pun- 


fh 
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ished, He had sold his daughter into life-l slavery 
for nothing but that one advance of two hundred 
pounds. He had saved himself from the penalty of his 
dishonesty, however, by that sacrifice; and would, no 
doubt, hold his daughter’s misery lightly enough, even 
if poverty were added to the wretchedness of her posi- 
tion. : 

The two women sat down on opposite sides of the 
hearth ; Mrs. Tadman, too anxious to go on with her ac- 
customed knitting, only able to wring her hands in a fee- 
ble way, and groan every now and then, or from time to 
time burst into some fragmentary speech. 

“ And Stephen’s just the man to have such a thing on 
his mind and keep it from everybody till the last mo- 
ment,” she cried piteously, ‘‘And so many specula- 
tions as there are nowadays to tempt a man to his ruin— 
railways and mines, and loans to the Turks and Red In- 
dians, and such like foreigners; and Steph might so 
easy be tempted by the hope of larger profits than he can 
make by farming.” 

“ But it’s no use torturing yourself like that with fears 
that may be quite groundless,” Ellen said at last, rousing 
herself a little in order to put astop to the wailing and 
lamentations of her companion. ‘“ There’s no use in 
anticipating trouble. There may be nothing in this busi- 
ness, after all, Mr, Whitelaw may have a fancy forshow- 
ing people his house, He wanted me to see it, if you re- 
member, that New-year’s afternoon.” 

“Yes; but that was different. He meant to marry 
you. Why should he want to show the place to a 
pera aid T can’t believe but what that strange man is 
here for something, and something bad. I sawit in his 
face when he first came in.” 

Tt was useless arguing the matter; Mrs, Tadman was 
evidently not to be shaken; so Ellen said no more; and 
they sat on in silence, each occupied with her own 
thoughts, 

Ellen’s was not about Stephen Whitelaw’s financial 
condition, but they were very sad ones, She had re- 
ceived a letter from Frank Randall since her marriage ; 
a most bitter letter, upbraiding her for her falschood 
and desertion, and accusing her of being actuated by 
mercenary motives in her marriage with Stephen White- 


Jaw, 

*“How often have I heard you express your detesta- 
tion of that fellow!” the young man wrote, indignantly. 
** How often have [heard you declare that no earthly 
persuasion should ever induce you to marry him! And 
yte, before my back has been turned six months, I hear 
that you are his wife. Without a word of warning, 
without a line of explanation to soften the blow—if any- 
thing could soften it—the news comes to me from a 
stranger, who knéw nothing of my love for you. It is 
very Ellen; all the harder because I had so fully 
trusted in’your fidelity. 

“ T will own that the pr ct I had to offer you was a 
poor one; in yolving longdelay before I could give fyou 
such a home as I wanted to give you; but oh, Nelly, 
Nelly, I felt so sure that you would be truetome! And 
if youfound yourself in any difficulty, worried beyond 
your power of resistance by your father—though I did 
not think you were the kind of girl to yield weakly to 
persuasion—a line from you would have brought me to 


your side, ready to defend you from any persecution, 


and only too proud to claim you for my wife, and carry 
you away from your father’s unkindness,” 

The letter went on for some time in the same upbraid- 
ing strain. Ellen shed many bitter tears over it in the 
quiet of her own room, It had been delivered to her 
secretly by her old friend Sarah Peters, the miller’s 
daughter, who had been the confidante of her love-affairs ; 
for even in his indignation Mr. Randall had been pru- 
dent enough to consider that such a missive, falling into 
Stephen Whitelaw’s hands, might work serious mischief, 

Cruel as the letter was, Ellen could not leave it quite 
unanswered ; some word her own defense she must 
needs write; but her reply was of the briefest. 

«There are some things that can never be explained,” 
she wrote, “‘and my marriage is one of those, No one 
could save mefrom it, you least of all, There was no 
help for me; and I believe, with all my heart, that, in 

as I did, I only did my duty, I had not the 
courage to write to you beforehand to tell you what was 
to be. I thought it was almost better you shonld 

it from a stranger. The more hardly you think of 

mie, the easier it will be for you to forgetme. There is 
some comfort in that. I dare say it be very easy for 
ees to forget. Butif,in days to come, when you are 
married to some one e you can teach yourself 

to more kindly of me, and to believe that in what 
I did I acted for the best, you will be performing an act 
of charity toward a poor unhappy 1, who has very 


little left to hope for in this world. 
It was a har for Ellen to think that, in the esti- 
of the man she loved, she must forever seem the 


Randall should despise her, only made her trial a little 
sharper, her daily burden a little heavier, she told her- 


* 

With her mind full of these thoughts, she had very 
little sympathy to bestow upon Mrs, Tadman, whose frag- 
tations only worried her, like the mur- 
murs of some troublesome not-to-be-pacified child; 


There was nothing, r 
ho sound of men’s fi or of men’s voices; the 
blankness, and no more. The two men had. been 
something more than half an hour 


For po Be er ae nce Prcaecas pec e in Mane 
open door, listening, an withou 
cud "Theo, with 


3 shrill sudden sound through the 


long empty passages, there came a shriek, a prolonged 
fewcina oy of terror or of pain, which turned Mrs. 

‘adman’s blood to ice, and brought Ellen to her side, 
pale and breathless,” 

“ What was that?” 

“What was that ?” 

Both uttered the same question simultaneously, look- 
ing at each other aghast, and then both fled in the direc- 
tion from which that shrill cry had come, 

A woman’s voice, surely ; no masculine cry ever sounded 
with such piercing treble. 

They hurried olf to discover the meaning of this start- 
ling sound, but were neither of them very clear as to 
whence it had come. From the upper story, no doubt; 
but in that rambling habitation there was so much scope 
for uncertainty, They ran together up the stair case 
most used, to the corridor from which the principal 
rooms opened, Before they could reach the top of the 
stairs, they heard a scuffling, hurrying sound of heavy 
footsteps on the floor above them, and on the landing 
met Mr. Whitelaw and his unknown friend, face to face. 

“ What's the matter 2?” asked the farmer sharply, look- 
ing angrily at the two scared faces. 

*That’s just what we want to know,” his wife an- 
swered, ‘‘ Who wasit that screamed just now? Who's 
been hurt?” 

“My friend stumbled against a step in the passage 
yonder, and knocked his shin. He cried out a bit louder 
than he need have done, if that’s what you mean, but 
not loud enough to cause all this fuss, t down stairs 
again, you two, and keep quiet, I’ve no patience with 
such nonsense—coming flying up stairs as if you’d both 
gone mad,” 

“<Tt was not your friend’s voice we heard,” Ellen an- 
swered, resolutely ; “it was a woman’s cry, You must 
have heard it, surely, Stephen Whitelaw.” 

“Theard nothing but what I tell you,” the farmer 
muttered, sulkily. ‘Get down stairs, can’t you ?” 

“Not till I know what’s the matter,” his wife said. 
undismayed by his anger. ‘Give me your light, and 
let me go and see.” 

** You can go where you like, wench, and see what you 
can 5; — an uncommon deal wiser you'll be for your 
trouble.” 

And yet, although Mr. Whitelaw gave his wife the can- 
dlestick with an air of profound indifference, there was 
an uneasy look in his countenance which she could 
plainly aoe which perplexed her not a little. 

‘Come, Mrs. Tadman,” she said decisively, “ we had 
better see into this. It wasa woman’s voice, and must 
have been one of the girls, Isuppose. Itmay benothing 
serious, after all—these country*girls scream out for a 
very little—but we'd better get to the bottom of it.” 

Mr, Whitelaw burst into a laugh—and he was a man 
whose laughter was as kr gee oy asit was rare. 

“Aye, my wench, you’d best go to the bottom of it,” he 
said, “since you’re s0 uncommon clever, Me and my 
friend will go back to the parlor and take a glas,,. of 


gro 7 

"The entleman whom Mr. Whitelaw honored with his 
friendship had stood a little way apart all this time, wip- 
ing his forehead with a big orange-colored silk handker- 
chief. That blow upon his shin must have been rather 
a sharp one, if it had brought that cold sweat out upon 
his ashen faee, 

“Yes,” he muttered; ‘“‘come along, can’t yon? don’t 
ake terttogs here all night!” and hurried down stairs 
before his host. 

It had been all the business of a couple of minutes, 
Ellen Whitelaw and Mrs. Tadman went down to the 
ground-floor by another staircase leading directly to the 
kitchen. The room looked comfortable enough, and the 
two servant-girls were sitting at a table near the fire, 
One was a strapping rosy-cheeked country girl, who did 
all the household work ; the other an overgrown clumsy- 
looking girl, hired straight from the work-house by Mr, 
Whitelaw, from economical motives; a stolid-looking 
girl, whose intellect was of the lowest order—a mere 
zoophyte girl, one would say—something between the 
vegetable and animal creation, 

This one, whose name was Sarah Batts, was chiefly 
employed in the poultry-yard and dairy, She hada 
broad, brawny hand, which was useful for the milking of 
cows, and showed some kind of intelligence in the man- 
Eg of young chickens and the treatment of refrac- 

ry hens, 

Martha Bane, the house-servant, was busy making 
herself a cap as her mistress came into the kitchen, 
droning some Hampshire ballad by way of accom: - 
ment to her work, Sarah Batts was seated in an de 
of luxurious repose, with her arms folded, and her feet 
on the fender, 

‘Was it either of you girls that screamed just now 2” 
Ellen asked anxiously, 

“ ma’am! no, indeed,” Martha Bane an- 


swered, with: an air of perfect good faith, ‘‘ What should | selling 


we scream for? I’ve been sitting here at my work for 
the last hour, as quiet as could be,” 

‘And, Sarah—was it you, Sarah? For goodness’ sake 
tell the truth.” 

“Me, mum? Lorno, mum, Iwas up with master 
showing him and the strange gentleman a light.” 

“You were up stairs with your master? And did you 
hear nothing? A piercing shriek that through the 
house; you must surely have heard it, both of you,” 

Martha shook her head resolutely. 

* Not ghar I didn’t hearasound, The kitchen- 
door was shut all the time Sarah was away, and I was 
busy at work, and thinking of nothing but my work, I 
wasn’t upon the listen, as you may say.” 

The kitchen was at the extreme end of the house, re- 
mote from that direction whence the unexplainable cry 


per- 
plexed beyond all measure. “But you, Sarah, if you 
were up stairs with your master, you must surely have 
heard shriek ; it to 

“Did master hear it?” asked the girl, deliberately, 

“ Then haw should N I hear 

Ww mum? No, mum, I didn’t 

notbink ; [ean take ioy Bible oath of that” 


“T don’t want any oaths; I only want to know th® 
meaning of this business, There would haye been no 
harm in your screaming. You might just as well speak 
the oom about eras = s 

r, ma ut it warn’t me,” answered Sarah Batts 
with an injured look.“ What ever could go to put it in 


H 
bg any More about it. Only we 
both heard the scream, didn’t we, Mrs, Tadman?” 
” responded the widow, 
with a vehement shudder, ‘‘My fiesh is all upon the 
creep at this very moment. I don’t think I ever had 
such a turn in my life.” 

They went back to the parlor, leaving the two servants 
still sitting by the fire; Sarah Batts with that look of in- 
jured innocence fixed upon her wooden countenance, 
Martha Bane cheerfully employed in the construction of 
her Sunday cap. Inthe parlor the two men were both 
standing by the table, the stranger with his back to the 
women as they entered, Stephen Whitelaw facing him 
The former seemed to have been counting something 
bui stopped abruptly as the women came intothe room 

There was a little heap of bank notes lying on the table, 
Stephen snatched them up hastily, and thrust them in a 
bundle into his waistcoat-pocket ; while the stranger = 
a strap round a bulky red-morocco pock with a 
more deliberate air, as of one who had nothing to hide 
from the world, 

That guilty furtive air of Stephen’s, and, above 
that passage of mqney between the two men, confirm 
Mrs, Tadman in her notion that Wyncomb Farm was 
going to change hands. She resumed her seat by the fire 
with a groan, and accepted Ellen’s offer of a glass of 
spirite-and-water with a doleful shake of her head. 

“Didn’t I tell you so?” she whispered, as Mre. White~ 
law handed her the comforting beverage. 

The stranger was evidently on the point of departure. 
There was @ sound of wheels on the gravel outside the 
parlor window—the familiar sound of Stephen White- 
law’s chaise-cart ; and that gentleman was busy helping 
his visitor on with his great-coat. 

“JT shall be late for the last train,” said the stranger, 
“unless your man drives like the very devil.” 

‘He'll drive fast enough, I dare say, if you give him 
half a crown,” Mr, Whitelaw answered, with a grin; 
“but don’t let him go anddo my horse any damage, or 
you'll have to pay for it.” 

»“ Of course, You'd like to get the price of a decent 
animal out of me for that broken-kneed hard-mouthed 
brute of yours,” replied the stranger, with a scornful 
laugh, “I think there never was such @ money-grub- 
bing, grinding, grasping beggar since the world 
However, you’ve seen the last shilling you’re ever li 
to get outof me; so make the best of it; and remember, 
wherever J may be, there are friends of mine in this 
country who will keep a sharp look-out upon you, and let 
me know precious quick*if you don’t stick to your part of 
our bargain like an honest man, or as nearly like one as 
nature will allow you tocome. And now good-night, Mr. 
Whitelaw, Ladies, your humble servant.” 

He was gone before Ellen or Mrs, Tadman could reply 
to his ane salutation, had they been to do 
80, . Whitelaw went out with him, and gave some 
final directions to the stable-lad who was to drive thegig, 
and presently came to the parlor looking considerably re- 
lieved by his guest’s departure, 

a Mrs. Tadman rushed at once to the expression of her 
ears, 

Stephen Whitelaw,” she exclaimed solemnly, “tell us 
the worst at once. It’s no good back 
from us, That man has come here 
house and home, You’ve sold Wyncomb.” 

“Sold Wyncomb! Have you gone geen Leo old fool 2” 
cried Mr. telaw, contemplating his woman with 
a most evil expression of countenance. ‘‘ What’s put 
that stuff in your head?” . 

“Your own doings, Stephen, and that man’s, What 
does he come here for, with his masterful a ge 
it’s to turn us out of house and home? What you 
show him the house for? Nigh upon an hour you were 
out of this room with him, if you werea minute. Why 
did money pass from him to you? I saw you putitin 
your pocket—a bundle of bank-notes.” 

“You're a prying old catamaran !” cried Mr. Whitelaw, 
savagely, ‘“‘and a drunken old fool into the bargain. 
Why do you let her muddle herself with the gin-bottle 
like that, aeee Li gg ee more age 
my ms A ‘ou’ don taking care of your 
hus ’shouse? As for you, mother T: 


us out of 


b for Mr. Whitelaw ; and, 
having finished it, he sank into his chair, quite exhausted 
by the unusual effort, and refreshed himself with copi- 


“What was that man here for, then, Stephen ? It's 
only natural I should want to know that,” said Mre. 
Tadman, abashed but not struck dumb by her kinsman’s 


reproof, 

“< What's that to you? Business. Yes, there has been 
money passed between us, and it’s rather a profitable 
business for me. Perhaps it was ‘perhaps 
it wasn’t. That’s about all you've call to know. I’ve 
made money by it, and not lost, And now don’t let me 
be bothered about it any more, if you and me are-to keep 


“Ym sure, Stephen,” Mrs. Tadman remonstrated in 
a feebly plaintive tone, “I’ve no pee gs 
there’s farther from 
only natural 
where I’ve lived so many years. Not but 


Created, Selg‘abs't Wok ya ane 
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“To this feeble Mr. Whitélaw votdhsated no an- | you had written to me declaring the truth, and givying| “John!” he called, stirring the fire with 4 vigorous 


wer. He had'lighted his pipe by this time, and was 
smoking and staring at the fire with his usual’ stolid air 
, it might be, or only ruminant, like one of 
his own cattle, Ee 
But all through that night Mr. Whitelaw, who was not 
commonly a seer Of visions or dreamer of dreams, had 
his slumbers disturbed by some unwonted perplexity of 
spirit. His wife lay broad awake, meee 83 that pro- 
longed and piercing cry, which seemed to her, the more 
she meditated upon it, to have been a cry of anguish or 
of terror, and could notfail to notice this unusual dis- 
turbance of her husband’s sleep. More than once he 
tauttered to himself in a troubled manner; but his 
‘words, for the most part were incoherent and disjointed 
—words of which that perplexed listener could make 


nothing. 
Once she heard him say, “A bad job—dangerous busi- 
ness.” 


} 


—_—-—— 


CHAPTER XL, 
IN PURSUIT. 


Joun SALTRAM improved daily at Hampton Court. 
In spite of his fierce impatience to get well, in order to 
engage in the search for Marian—an impatience which 
was in itself sufficient to militate against his well-being— 
he did make considerable progress on the road to recov- 
ery. He was still very weak, and if must take time to 
complete his restoration; but he was no longer the pale 

of his former self that Gilbert had brought down 

the quiet suburb. ° 

It would have been a cruel thing to leave him much 
alone at such a time, or it would have seemed very cruel 
to Gilbert Fenton, who had ever present in his memory 
those old days in Egypt when this man had stood him in 
such good He remembered the days of his own 
sickness, and contrived toperform his business duties 
within the smallest time possible, and so spend the rest 
of his life in the comfortable sitting-rooms looking out 
upon Bushy Park on the one side, and on the other upon 
the pretty highroad before the palace grounds. 

Nor was there any sign in the intercourse of those two 
that the bond of friendship between them was broken, 
There was, it is true, a something deprecating in John 

’s manner that had not been common to him of 
old;yand in Gilbert Fenton a deeper gravity than was 
quite natural, but that was all. It was difficult to be- 
lieve that any latent spirit of animosity could lurk in the 
mind of either. In sober truth, Gilbert, in his heart of 
hearts, had — his treacherous friend. Again and 
again he had told himself that the wrong he had suffered 
was an unpardonable offense, a thing not to be forgiven 
upon any ground whatever. But, lo! whén he looked 
into his mind to discover the smouldering fires of that 

+ burning anger which he had felt at first against the 
traitor, he could find nothing but the gray ashes of a 
fee are flame, The wrong bad been suffered, and 
he loved his old friend still. Yes, there was that in his 
heart for John Saltram which no ill-doing could blot out. 
. So he tended the convalescent’s couch with a quiet de- 
votion that touched the sinner very deeply, and there 
‘was.a peace between those two which had in it something 
almost sacred. In the mind of the one there was a re- 
morseful sense of guilt, in the heart of the other a pity- 
tenderness too deep for words, 
5 night, as they were together on opposite sides of 
the fire. John Saltram lying on a low sofa drawn close to 
the hearth, Gilbert seated lazily in an easy-chair, the in- 
valid broke out suddenly into a kind of apology for his 
_ The conversation had flagged between them after the 
tea-things had been removed by the brisk little serving- 
maid of the lodgings; Gilbert gazing meditatively at the 
fire, John Saltram so quiet that his companion had 
thought him asleep. 
» “1 said once thatI would tell you all about that busi- 
ness,” he began at last, in a sudden. spasmodic way ; 
“but, after all, there is so little to tell. There is no ex- 
euse for what I did; I know that better than yeu can 
‘kof gen- 
miserable 
birth, would have 
ered his folly, and never 
Nowell’s face sfaine 1 did try to do that, Gilbert. You 
Temember that tht wé ever spent together at Lid- 
ford—what a feverishly-happy night it was; only a cot- 
tage parlor with a girl’s bright face'shining in the lamp- 
— and a man over head and ears in love, but a glimpse 
paradise to that man. I meant that it should be 
last of my weakness, Gilbert. I had pledged myself to 
that by all the en oaths wherewith a man can 
bind himself to do his duty. And I did turn my back 
‘scene of my tem: as you know, heartily 
resolved never to approach theedge of the pitagain. I 
think if oe had stayed in England, Gilbert, if you had 
been on the spot to defend your own rights, all would 
have gone well; [should have kept the promise I had 
made for m: A 
~*It was so much the more sacred because of my ab- 
wen Petlmape After all, T's it was onl: esti 
* Perhaps, ‘ter suppose it was only a question 
of rs eel eiadncenae: devil who tem mon 
to dishonor ved that the business should be 
made fatallyeasy forme. You were away, andthe coast 
was clear, you know, I love you, Gilbert ; but there is a 


passion than the love which a man feels for his 
dearest friend. I meant most my 

¥ fa'th with you; but you were away, and that fello 
to come to him. «I at first—yes, 


ter plagued me 2 

I beld out for a couple of months,; but the fever was 
upon me—a restless demon not to be exorcised by hard 
ee for I tried both.” and then 


be ahd paw that the ved ame-all ui rihy a8 1 
saw saw 7 unwo as 
was; and from that hour I was a mad | Thought of 
nothing but winning her.” eS 
“Tf you had ouly been true to me, even then, John; if 


me 2 fair wa that you were my rival, how much 
better it would have been! Think what a torture of sus- 
pense, what a world of wasted anger you might have 
saved me.” 

**Yes, it would have been the manlier course, no 
doubt,” the other answered ; ‘* but Icould not bring my- 
self to that. I could not face the idea of your justifiable 
wrath. I wanted to win my wife and keep my friend. 
It was Bitogether a weak notion, that idea of secrecy, of 
course, and couldn’t hold water for any time, as the re- 
sult has shown; but I thought you would get over your 
disappointment quickly—those wounds are apt to heal so 
speedily—and fall in love elsewhere; and then it 
would have been easy for me to tell you the 
truth. ‘So I persuaded my dear love, who was 
easily induced to do anything I wished, to consent to our 
secret being kept from you religiously for the time being, 
and to that end we were married under a false name— 
not exactly a false name, either. You remember my ask- 
ing youif you had ever heard the name of Holbrook be- 
fore your hunt after Marian’s husband? You said no; 
yet I think you must have seen the name in some of my 
old college books. I was ehristened John Holbrook. My 
grandmother was one of the Holbrooks of Horley Place, 
Sussex, people of some importance in their day, and our 
family were rather proud of the name, But I have 
dropped it ever since I was a lad,” 

“No, I don’t think Ican ever haye seen the name; I 
must surely have remembered it, if I had seen it.” 

* Perhaps so. Well, Gilbert, there isno more to be 
said, I loved her, selfishly, after the manner of man- 


kind. I could not bring myself to give her up, and pur- | d 


sued her with a passionate persistence which must plead 
her excuse, If her uncle had lived, I doubt whether I 
should ever huve succeeded. But his death left the ten- 
der womanly heart weakened by sorrow ; and so I won 
her, the dearest, truest wife that ever man was blest 

ithal, Yet, I confess to you, so wayward is my nature, 
that there have been moments in which I repented my 
triumph—weak hours of doubt and foreboding,a in 
which I fear that girl had divined my thoughts. Since 
our wretched separation I haye fancied sometimes that a 
conviction of kind on her part-is at the root of the 
business, that she had alienated herself from me, be- 
lieving—in plain words—that I was tired of her.” 

*‘Such an idea as that would scarcely agree with Ellen 
Carley’s account of Marian’s state of mind during that 
last dayor two at the Grange. She was eagerly expect- 
ing your return, looking forward with delight to the 
pleasant surprise you were to experience when you heard 
of Jacob Nowell’s will.” 

“Yes, the girl told methat. Great heavens! Why did 
I not return a few days earlier? I was waiting for 
money, not caring to go back empty-handed, writnig 
and working like a nigger. I dared not meet my poor 
girlat her grandfather’s, since in doing so I must risk 
an encounter with you,” 

After this they talked of Marian’s disappearance for 


some time, going over the same ground very often in | 42 


their helplessness, and able, at last, to arrive at no satis- 
factory conclusion. If she were with her father, she 
was with a bad, unscrupulous man. That wasa fact 
which Gilbert Fenton no longer pretended todeny. They 
sat talking till late, and parted for the night in very in- 
different : 

Gilbert had a good deal of hard work in the city on the 
following day; a batch of foreign co: dence too 
im: it to be intrusted to a clerk, and two or three 

r particular interviews. All this occupied him up 


to so late an hour, that he was obliged to sleep in Londen | 


that night, and to defer his return to Hampton till the 
next day’s business was over. This time he got over 
his work by an early hour, and was able to catch a train 
that left Waterloo at half-past five. He felt a little un- 
easy at having been away from the convalescent so long, 
though he knew that John Saltram was now strong 
enough to on tolerably without him, and that the 
people of the house were careful and’ kindly, ready at 
any moment to give assistance if it were wanted. 

“Strange,” he thonght to himself, as the train ap- 
proached the quiet riverside e—‘‘strange that I 
should be so fond of the fellow, in spite of all; that I 
should care more for his society than that of any man 
living. Itis the mere force of habit, I suppose. After 
all these years of liking, the link between us is not to be 
broken, even by the deepest wrong that one man can do 
oorhe ante twilight losing in as he crossed th 

e was | in as he ie 

bridge and walked briskly along an avenue of leafless 
trees at the side of the green. 
rustic look at this dusky hour. There were no traces of 
that modern epolles, the speculative builder, just here- 
abouts; and the quaint old honses near the barracks, 
where lights were feebly here and there, had a 
look of days that are gone, a touch of that plaintive 
poetry which pervades all relics of the past. Gilbert felt 
the charm of the hour; the air still and mild, the silence 
only broken by the cawing of tial rooks; and what- 
ever tenderness towards John Saltram there was lurking 
in his breast seemed to grow upon him as he drew nearer 
to their lodgings; so that his mood was of the softest 
when he openeil the little garden-gate and went in, 

“T will make no further pretense of enmity,” he said 
to himself; “I will not keep up this farce of estrange- 
ment. We two will be friends once more, Life is not 


Ned him 
somehow, and there was a vague sense of dread in his 
mind as he opened the door. There was no need to 
knock—the simple household was untroubled by the fear 
of a disposed intruders, and the door was 
rarely fastened until after dark. 

Gilbert went into the parlor; all was dark and silent 
in the two rooms, which communicated with folding- 
doors and made one fair-sized apartment. There were 


no preparations for dinner; he could see that in the |: 


deepening dusk. The fire had been evidently neglected, 
and was atan expiring point. t- 


tenham-Court Road, I am off this instant. 


ily extricated from the 


The place had a peaceful | h 


after his confession that he ha 


hand, whereby he gave it the coup de grace and the last 
er sank to.darkness. “‘ John, what are you beng 1 
He fancied the convalescent had fallen asleep upon the 
sofa in the inner room ; but when he went in search of 
him, he found nothing but emptiness. He rang the bell 
violently, and the brisk maid-seryant came flying in, 
“Oh dear, sir, you did give me and missus sucha 
turn !” she said, grasping, with her hand on her heart, 


as if that organ had been seriously affected. “ We never 
heard you come in, and when the bell rung—” 
“Ts Mr, Saltram worse ?” Gilbert asked erly. 


“Worse, poor dear gentleman ; no, sir, I should hope 
not, #x0ugh well he may be, for there never was any one 
so imprudent, not of allthe invalids I’ve ever had to do 
with—and Hampton is a rare place for invalids. And I 
feel sure if you’d been here, sir, you wouldn’t have let 
him do it.” 

“Let him do what? Are you crazy, girl? What in 
Heaven’s name are you talking of ?” 

“You wouldn’t have let him start off to London post- 
haste, tas he did yesterday afternoon, and scarcely able 
to stand alone, in a manner of speaking.” 

“Gone to London! Do you mean to say that my 
friend, Mr. Saltram, went to London ?” 

“Yes, sir; yesterday afternoon between four and five.” 

“ What utter madness! And when did he come back ?” 

Lor’ bless you, sir, he ain’t come back yet. He told 
missus as his coming back was uite uncertain, and she 
was not to worry herself about him. She did all she 
could, almost to going down on her knees, to hinder him 
going; but it wasno use, It was a matter of life and 

eath as he was going upon, he said, and that there was 
no power on earth could keep him back, not if he was 
ten times worse ‘than he was. The strange gentleman 
hadn’t been in the house much above a quarter of an 
hour, when they were both off in a fly to the station,” 

“What strange Scapa ils 

“A stout middle-aged man, sir, with grey whisk 
that came from London, and asked for you first, an 
then for Mr, Saltram ; and those two been to- 
gether more than five minutes, when Mr. Saltram 
the bell in a violent hurry, and told my missus he was 
going to town immediate, on most particular busin 
and would she patk bim a carpet-bag with a couple o} 
shirts, and so on. And then she tried all she could to 
turn him from going ; but it was no good, as I was tell- 
ing you, sir, just now. Go he would, and go he did; 
looking quite flushed and bright-like when he went out, 
so as you’d scarcely known how ill he’d been, ‘And he 
left a bit of a note for you on the chimney-piece, sir.” 

Gilbert found the note—a hurried scrawl upon half 
sheet of papo1, twisted up hastily, and unsealed. 


“She is found, Gilbert,” wrote John Saltram, ‘Prowl 


has traced the father to his lair at last, and my d is 


with him, They are lodging at 14 Coleman ge ah re 
angry with me, true and faithful friend ; I could not rest 
our away from her, now that she is found, I have 
no plan of action, but leave all to the inspiration of the 
moment, ‘You can follow me whenever you please, 
Marian must thank you for your goodness to me, Marian 


must persuade you to forgive my sin against you. 


“Ever yours, J, 


Follow him! yes, of course, Gilbert had no other 
thought. And she was found at last, after all their sus- 
pense, their torturing anxiety. She was found; and 
whateyer danger there might be in her association with 
Percival Nowell, she was safe so far, and would bespeed- 
rilous alliance by her h dd. 
It seemed at first so appy & thing that Gilbert conld 
searcely realize it; and yet, throughout the weary inter- 
val of ignorance as to her fate he had always declared 
his belief in her safety, Had he been really as confident 
as he had seemed, as the days had gre by, one after 
another, without bringing him any tidings of her? had 
there been no shapeless terror in his mind, no dark 
dread that when the knowledge came it might be some- 
thing worse than apr beomghe Yes, now in the sudden 
fullness of his joy, he knew how much he had feared, 
how very near he had been to a x 

But John Saltram,,what of him? Was it not at the 
hazard of his life that he had gone upon this sudden 
foneney, reckless and excited, in a fever of hope and de- 

1g 


“Providence will surely be good to him,” 
thought. ‘He bore the 
was much worse than Surely he will 
bear 2 somewhat rougher journey now, buoyed up by 


ope, . 
The landlady came in presently, and insisted u v= 
of th Pienet 


new facts, He was fain to 


patience, however, and to consent to eat a mutton chop 


which the good woman insisted upon cooking for 
eaten nothing bi 


breakfast. He kept telling himself that there was no 


hurry ; that he was not wanted in Coleman street; 


that 
’ 
his presence there was a question of his own Ca~ 
tion, and nothing else ; but the fever in his rid weonnk 
to be set at rest so easily, There was a sense of hu 
upon him that he could not shake off, argue with himse! 
as*wisely as he would. 

‘He took a hasty meal, and started off to the railway- 
station directly afterwards, though there was no train 
earry him back to London for nearly an hour. 

It was weary work wai! at the little station, while 
the keen March wind blew sharply across the unsheltered 
platform on which Gilbert paced to rer fro in, his rest- 


not bring his mind to the realization of this picture. 
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bod 


After all those torments of doubt and perplexity which 
he had undergone during the last three months, the sim- 
 aetape *g safety seemed too good a thing to be 

He was tortured by a vague sense of the unreality 
rts eee tee ee 
all ies. 

“T feel as if I were the victim of some hoax, some mis- 
pec ee he said to himself, “* Not till I see her, 
not till I clasp her by the hand, shall I believe that she 
is really given back to us.” 


And in his eagerness to do to put an end to that 


young 
x came 


It was past nine when a hansom drove him into Cole- 
man street ; a dull, unfrequented-looking thoroughfare 
between Tottenham-Court Road and: Gower street, over- 
shadowed alittle by the adjacent gloom of the University 
Hospital, and altogether a low-spirited street. 
Gilbert looksd up eagerly at the windows of No. 14, 
to see lights shining and some visible sign of 
oicing, even upon the house-front; but there was 
nothing. Either the shutters were shut, or there was no 
light within, for the windows were blank and dark. It 
was a slight thing, but enough to intensify that shapeless 
foreboding with which he had been struggling through- 
out his journey. 


“You must have come to the wrong house,” he said to 
the cabman as he got out. 

“No, sir, this is 14.” 

Yes, it was the right number. Gilbert read it on the 
door; and yet it could’scarcely be the right house; for 
tied to the door-handle there was a placard with ‘‘Apart- 
ments” engraved upon it, and this house would hardly 
be large eno to accommodate other lodgers beside 
Mr. Nowell his daughter. Yetthere is no knowing 
the capabilities of a London lodging-house in an obscure 
quarter, and there might be some vacant garret in the 
roof, or some dreary two-pair back, dignified with the 
name of “apartments.” Gilbert gave a loud, hurried 
sata Uns cy aay esate Ton par 

i en a 8 upon the 
basement stairs, then the glimmer of a light pk the 

ope! 


hair 
some gentility, which clashed a little with a certain slat- 
ternliness that pervaded her attire. She was rather a 
pretty girl, but had the faded London look of late hours 
and precocious cares, instead of the fresh bloom and 
girlish brightness which should have belonged to her. 

“ Did you please to wish to see, the apartments, sir?” 
she is 

“No; I wantto.see Mr. and Mrs, ——, the lady and 


gentleman who are lodging here.” 

He scarcely knew un: name he ought to ask 
for Marian, It seemed to him now to speak of 
her as Mrs, Holbrook, 


“‘ The lady and gentleman, sir!” the girl exclaimed, 


with a air, ‘*There’s no one lodging here 
now. Mr, Nowell and his daughter left y y morn- 
; 
Etat yesterday morning ?” : 
“Yes, sir, They went to Liverpool; they are going to 
America—to New York.” 


* Mr. Nowell and his daughter, Mrs. Holbrook ?” 

es, sir; that was the lady’s name.” 
ible,” cried Gilbert; ‘utterly impossible 
that Mrs. Holbrook would go to America! She has ties 
that would keep her in England—a husband whom shé 
would never abandon in that manner. There must be 
some mistake here,” 

‘Oh no, indeed, sir, there’s no mistake. I saw all the 
luggage labelled with my own eyes, and the direction was 
New York by steam-packet Oronoco; and Mrs. Holbrook 
had lots of dresses made, and all sorts of things. And 
as to her husband, sir, her father told me that he’d treat- 
ed her very badly, and that she never meant to go back 
to him again to be made unhappy by him. She was go- 
ing to New York to live with Mr. Nowell all the rest of 
her life.” 


“There must have been some treachery, some under- 
hand work, to bring this about. Did she go of her own 
free will? 

“Ob, dear me, yes, sir. Mr. Nowell was kindness 
itself to her, and she was very fond of him, and pleased 
to go to America, as far as I could make out.” 

“ And she never seemed depressed or unhappy ?” 

“J never noticed her being so, sir. They were outa 
good deal, you port for Mr. Nowell was a gay gentle- 


man, very fond and he would have Mrs. 
Holbrook always him, They were away in Paris 
ever 60 long, in January and the of February, 
arte eat bea en ‘were very 

“Had they many visitors?” 4 

“No, sir; any one 6 a gentleman who 
me th ane ey 
spirits and water with Mr. Nowell ; was a lawyer, 

but I never heard his name.” 

{Did no one come here yesterday to inquire for Mrs. 

Holbrook, towards evening ?” 


ming | Saltram really mean to f 


see whether he could find any thing, an old letter or 
such like, that might be a help to him in going after his 
friends, and mother took him up stairs.” 
“ Did he find any thing ?” 
“No, sir; Mr, Nowell *¢ left so much as a scrap 
of paper about the place, So the gentleman thanked 
moe ier, and went away in the same cab as had brought 


“Do you know where he was going ?” 

“Tfancy he was going to Liverpool after Mr. Nowell 
and his daughter, Ne seemed all in a fever, like a per- 
son that’s ready to do anything desperate. But I heard 
him tell the cabman Cavendish Square.” 

“Cavendish Square! Yes, I can guess where he was 
going. But what could he want there?” Gilbert said to 
himself, while the girl stared at him wonderingly, think- 
ing that he, as well as the other gentleman, had gone 
distraught on account of Mr. Nowell’s daughter. 

“Thank you for answering my questions so patiently, 
and good-night,” said Gilbert, slipping some silver into 
her hand ; for his quick eye had observed the faded con- 
dition of her finery, and a general air/of poverty con- 

icuous in her aspect. ‘ Stay,” he added, taking out 

card-case; ‘‘if you should hear anything further of 
these people, I should be much obliged by your sending 
me word at that address,” 

“T won't forget, sir; not that I think we're likely to 
hear any more of them, they being gone straight off to 
America,” 

=x Perhaps not. But if you do hear anything, let me 

ow. 


He had dismissed the cab on alighting in Coleman 
street, believing that his journey was ended ; but the walk 
to Cavendish Square was a short one, and he set out ata 
rapid pace, 

e check that had befallen him was a severe one. It 
seemed a death-blow to all hope, a dreary realization 
of that vague dread which had pursued him from the 
first. If Marian had indeed started for America, what 
new difficulties must needs attend every effort to bring 


her back; since it wasclear that Her father’s interests | head chambe: 


were involved in keeping her under his influence, and 
separating her entirely from her husband. The journey 
to New York was no doubt intended to secure this state 
of things, In America, in that vast country, with which 
this man was familiar by long residence, 
him to hide her forever from her friends! how vain 
would all inquiries, all researches be likely to prove! 

At the ultimate moment, in the hour of hope and re- 
joicing, she was lost to them irrevocably. 

“Yet criminals have been traced upon the other side 
of the Atlantic, where the police have been prompt to 
follow them,” Gilbert said to himself, glancing for an in- 


stant at the more hopeful side of the question; “but not 


often where they’ve had an: thing like a start. Did John 

low those two to Liverpool, I 
wonder? Such a journey would seem like madness, in 
his state; and yet what a triumph if he should have 
been in time to prevent their starting by the Orinoco!” 

And then, after a pause, he asked: 

“What could he want with Mrs. Branston at a time 
when every moment was precious? Money, perhaps. 
He could bave had none withhim. ‘Yes, money, no 
doubt ; but I shall discover that from her Dement and 
may learn something of his plans into the bargain.’ 

Gilbert went into a stationer’s shop in Goodge Street 
and purchased a “ Bradshaw.” There was a train leaving 
Euston Square for Liverpool at a quarter to eleven. He 
might be in time for that, after seeing Mrs. Branston. 
That lady happened fortunately to be at home, and re- 
ceived Gilbert alone in her fayorite back drawing-room, 
where he found her ensconced in that snug retreat made 
by the six-leaved Japanese screen, which formed a kind 
of temple on one side of the fire-place. There had been a 
final rupture between Adela and Mrs. Pallingon a few 
days before, and that matron having shown her cards a 
little too plainly, had been routed by an unwonted dis- 
play of spirit on the part of the pretty little widow. She 
was gone, carrying all her belo: with her, and leay- 
ing peace and liberty behind her, e flush of triumph 
was still upon Mrs. Branston; and this unexpected vic- 
tory, brief and sudden in its occurrence, like most t 
victories, was almost a consolation to her for that dis- 
appointment which had stricken her so heavily of late. 

Adela Branston welcomed her visitor very graciously ; 
but Gilbert had uo time to waste upon small talk, and 
after a hasty apology for his untimely intrusion, dashed 
at once into the question he had come to ask, 

*John Saltram was with you (Seer evening, Mrs. 
Branston,” he said. ‘‘Pray tell me the pu that 
brought him here, and anything you know of his plan of 
action after leaving you.” 

“‘T can tell you very little about that. He was going 
upon a journey, he told me, that evening, immediately 
indeed ; a most important journey ; but he did not tell 
me where he was going.” 

“T think I can guess that,” said Gilbert, “Did he 
seem much agitated ?” 

“No, he was quite calm; but he had a resolute air, 
like a man who has some great purpose to achieve, I 
thought him looking very white and weak, and told him 
that I was sure he was too ill to start upon along jour- 
ney, or any journey. I begged him not to go, if it were 
possible to avoid going, and used every mt I could 
think of to persuade toabandon the ideaof such a 
thing. Butitwasall nouse, ‘If I had only a dozen 
hours to live, I must go,’ he said.” 

“He came to ask you for money for his journey, did 
he not?” 

“He did, I suppose. to so close a friend as you are to 
eta ae be no breach of confidence in my admit- 


and b: in hard 
d Dat eg Ba wehnned as much as that?” 
asked Gilbert, eagerly. 
“Yes, he said he was likely to require as much ag 
he 


ow easy for | an 


“Yes. It seems like madness, does it not? But there 
are circumstances. under which a man) may ‘be excused. 
for being almost mad, John Saltram has gone in pursuit 
of some one wowy Ager to him, some one who has been 
separated from by treachery.” 

“A woman 2?” 

Adela Branston’s fair face flushed crimson as she 
asked the question, A woman? Yes,no doubt he was 
in pursuit of that woman whom he loved better than her, 

“T cannot stop to answer a single question now, my 
dear Mrs. Branston,” Gilbert said gently. ‘You shall 
know all by-and-by, and lam sure your generous heart. 
will forgive any wrong that has been done you in this 
business, Good-night. I have to catch’ a train at a 
quarter to eleven; Iam going to Liverpool.” 

“ After Mr. Saltram ?” q 

“Yes ; 1 do not consider him in a fitting condition to 
travel alone, I hope to bein time to prevent his doing 
anything rash.” 

“ But how will you find him ?” 

“‘T must make a round of the hotels, till I discover hig 
head-quarters, Good-night.” 

a “Let me order my carriage to take you to the sta- 
ion.’ 

“A thousand thanks, but I shall be there before your 
carriage would be ready. I can pick up acab close by, 
and shall have time to call at my lodgings for a carpet~ 
bag. Once more, good-night,”? 

Tt was still dark when Gilbert Fenton arrived at Livers 
pool. He threw himself upon a sofa in the waiting-room, 
where he had an hour er so of uncomfortable, unrefresh- 
ing sleep, and then roused himself and went out to be~ 
gin his round of the hotels. 

A surly fly-driver of unknown aqaend prodigious deaf- 
ness estige te ape house to : use; first om the 
principal places of entertainment, aristocratic, family, 
and commercial; then to more obscure faveeen and ; 
boarding-houses, until the sun was high and the com- - 
merce of Liverpool in full swing; and at all these places 
Gilbert questioned night-porters, and chief waiters, and 
r-maids, until his brain grew dizzy by mere 
repetition of his questions; but no positive tidings could 
he obtain of John Saltram., There was a coffee-house. 
near the quay where it seemed just possible that he had 
mee oes evon here the description was of the vaguest, 

e person described might just as well have been- 
John Smith as John Saltram, Gil dismissed the fly-. 
man and his vehicle at last, thoroughly wearied out with. 
that morning’s work, 

He went to one of the hotels, took a hasty breakfast, 
and then hurried off to the offices belonging to the own- 
ers of the Oronoco, * 

That vessel had started for New York at nine o’clock 
on the previous morning, and John Saltram had gone 
with her. His name was the last in the list of passen- 
gers; he had only taken his passagean hour before the 
steamer left Liverpool, but there his name was in black 
and white. The names of Percival Nowell, and of Mrs. 
Holbrook, his daughter, were also in the list. The whole 
business was clear enough, and there was nothing more” 
that Gilbert could do, Had John Saltram been strong 
and well, his friend would have felt nothing but satisfac- , 
tion in the thought that he was going in the same vessel 
with Marian, and would without doubt bring her back in 
triumph. But the question of his health was a painful 
one to contemplate. Could he, or could he not, endure 
the strain that he had put upon himself within the last. 
eight-and-forty hours? ‘In desperate straits men can do 
desperate things—there was always that fact tobe remem- 
bered ; but still John Saltram might break down under 
the burden he had taken upon himself; and when Gil-. 
bert went back to London afternoon he was sorely 
anxious about this feeble traveller. » ase* 

He found a letter from him at the lodgings in Wigmore 
street ; a hurried letter written at Japon the night . 
before John Saltram’s departure... He had arrived there ~ 
too late to get on board the Oronoco that night, and had 
ascertained that the vessel was to leave at nine next 
morning. ' 

“T shall take my passage in her in case of the worst,” 
he wrote; “‘and if I cannot see Marian and persuade her « 
to come on shore with me, I must go with.her to New 
York, Heayen knows what power her father may use 
against me in the brief opportunity I shall have forsee- - 
be Si before the vessel starts; but he can’t prevent my 
being their fellow-passenger, and, once afloat, it shall go 
hard with me if I cannot make dear girl hear reason, 
Do not be uneasy about my health, dear old friend; you 
see how well I am keeping up under all this strain upon 
body and mind. You will see me come back from America, 
@ new man, strong enough to prove ay arene for 
your devotion in some shape or other, I in God,” 


CHAPTER XLI. 
OUTWARD BOUND, 

Tre bustle of departure was at its culminating point 
when John Saltram went on board the Oronoco, captain 
and officers scudding hither and thither, giving orders 
and answering inquiries at every point, with a sharp, 
ee air, asof commanding powers in the last 
ae or Uetors a great battle ; steward bo ~ ey ml 

gs ubiquitous ; passengers roaming vagu and 
in quest of nothing particular, and in a state of semi-dis- 
Traction, 

In this scene of confusion there was no one to answer 
Mr Saltram’s eager inquiries about those travelers whom 

e had pursued to this t. He did contrive, just § 

ut ten minutes before the vessel to capture the 
ubiquitous steward by the button-hole and to ask for 
tid! of Mr. Nowell, before that excited functionary » 
coul ch himeelf away. 
“Mr, Newell, sir? Upon my word, mk ane say. 


there tleman of that name 
roots No. 8 and 73 got a daughter with dark 
gentleman, ya pment ind bent, Hae, i 
he's gone felow. Beliee jock for him i the se= 
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his burried wanderings to and fro, eager to see that one 
face which he so ardently desired to behold once more, he 
had met nothing ers. There was no help for 
it; the vessel would steam out seaward p! , and 
he must needs go with her. At the best, he had ex) 


have been poisoned, her oy ag perverted, before she 
i er own free will; and it 
would need the light of calm reason to set things right 
again. No; John Saltram could scarcely hope to carry 
her off by acoup de main, in the face of the artful 
schemer who had obtained so strong an influence over 
her. That she could for a moment contemplate this 
voyage to America with,her father, was enough to dem- 
onstrate tho revolution that must have taken place in 
her feelings towards her husband. 
. “Slander and lies are very strong,” John Saltram said 
to himself ; ‘but I donet think, when my dear love and 
I are once face to face, that any power on earth will pre- 
vail against me. She must be changed indeed, if it can; 
she must be changed indeed, if any thing but a lie can 
us, 

He had come on board the Oronoco prepared for the 
worst, and furnished with a slender outfit for the voy- 
2ge, hurriedly purchased at a Liverpool clothier’s. He 
had plenty of money in his a Rede to pay for 
his own and his wife’s return passage; and the thought 
of this useless journey across the Atlantic troubled him 
Very little. What did it matter where he was, if she were 


with him? The mental torture he had undergone dur- | f, 


ing all this time, in which he had seemed in danger of 

losing her altogether, had taught him how dear she was 

, Hightly precious and perfect a treasure he had held so 
ws 

The vessel steamed out of the Mersey, and John Salt- 
ram, indifferent to the last glimpse of His native land, 
-was still hither and, thither in quest of the fa- 
ailiar face he longed with such a passionate yearning to 
see; but upto this point he sought for his wife in vain. 
Mrs. Holbrook had evidently retired at once to her 
cabin. There was nothing for him to do but to establish 
a channel of communication with her by means of the 
stewardess, 

He found this official with some trouble, and so des- 
perately busy that it was no easy matter to obtain speech 
with her ,pursued as she was by forlorn and distracted 
female passengers, clamorously eager to know where 
she had put that “water-proof cloak,” or ‘‘Maud,” or 
“‘travcling-bag,” or ‘‘dressing-case, He did at last con- 
trive to enlist her services in his , aad extort some 
answer to his questions, 

“Yes,” she told him, “‘Mrs, Holbrook was on board— 
' state-room No, 7, She had gone to her room at once, 
bare would appear at dinner-time, no doubt, if she wasn’t 


Johe Saltram tore a blank leaf from his pocket-book, 
and wrote one hasty line: 


“Tam here, Marian; let me see you, for God’s sake, 
JouN HoLproox.” 


“If you'll take that to the lady in No. 7, I shall be ex- 
» ceedingly obliged,” he said to the stewardess, slipping half 
a crown into her willing hand at the same time. 
, “Yes, sir, this very minute, sir.” 

* He sat down upon a bench outside the ladies’ cabin, in 
@ sort of ante-chamber between the steward’s pantry and 
store-rooms, strongly perfumed with odor of grocery, 
and waited for Marian’s coming. He had no shadow of 
doubt that she would come to him instantly, in defiance 
ofany other ‘dian or counselor. Whatever lies might 
have been told her—however she might have been taught 
to doubt him—he had a perfect faith in the power of ‘his 
immediate presence. They had but to meet face to face, 
and all would be well. 

Indeed there was need that things should be well for 
John Saltram very speedily. He set nature at defi- 
atice so far, acting as if physical weakness were un- 
known to him. There are periods in a man’s life in which 
a seems impossible to him ; in which by the mere 
force of will he triumphs over impossibility. But such 
conquests are apt to be of the briefest. John Saltram 
felt that he must very soon break down. The heavily 
throbbing heart, the aching limbs, the dizzy sight and 
—— throat, told him how much this desperate chase 

cost him. If he had strength enough to clasp his 
wife’s hand. to give her loving greeting, and tell her that 
he was true, it would be about as much as he could hope 
to achieve; and then he felt that he would be glad to 
crawl into any corner of the vessel where he might find 


rest, 

The stewardess came back to him presently, with 
rather a discomfited air, 

“The lady says she is too ill to see anyone, sir,” she 
told John Saltram ; “but under any circumstances she 
must decline to see you.” 

**She said that—my wife told you that?” 

“*Your wife, sir! Good gracious me! is the lady in 
No, 7 your wife? She came on board with her father, 
and I understood there were only two in party.” 

“Yes ; she came with her father. Her father’s treach- 
ery hasseparated her from me, but a few words would 

lain everything, if I could only see her.” 

He thought it best to tell the woman the truth, strange 
as it’ seem to her. Her sympathies were more 
likely to-be enlisted in his favor if she knew the actual 
state of the 


case. 

“Did Mrs, Holbrook ively } to see me?” he 
asked ) Scarcely able to believe Marian could 
havé resisted éven that brief appeal scrawled upon a scrap 


of- paper. © - 


“She did indeod, -sir,” answered the stewardess. | f: 


“Nothing could be more. positi ive than her manner, I 
‘how anxious you seemed—for I could see it in 

see, sir, pee gave me the 

it was no use, I 

“and be sure you bring me no more messages from this 


: She’s 
eto dee” bm,” te lac bald, | fortabio ms 


gentleman ;” and with that, sir, she tore up the bit of pa- 
per as cool as could be But, dear me, sir, how ill you do 
look, to be sure !” z 

“T have been very ill, I came from a sick-room to 
follow my wife.” 

“ Hadn’t you better go and lie down a little, sir? You 
look as if you could scarcely stand. Shall 1 fetch the 
steward for you?” 

“*No, thanks, Ican find my way to my berth, I dare 
say. Yes, I suppose I had better go and lie down, I can 
do no more yet awhile.” 

He could do no more, and had indeed barely strength 
to stagger to his sleeping quarters, which he discovered 
at last with some difficulty, Here he flung himself down, 
dressed as he was, and lay like a log, for hours, not sleep- 
ing, but powerless to move band or foot, and with his 
brain ed by torturing thoughts, 

“As soon asI am able to stand again, I will see her 
father, and exact a reckoning from him,” he said to him- 
self again and again, during those long dreary hours of 
prostration ; but when the next day came he was too 
weak to raise himself from his narrow and on the 
next day after that he was no better, The steward was 
much concerned by his feeble condition, especially as it 
was n0.common case of sea-sickness; for John Saltram 
had told him that he was never sea-sick, He brought the 
prostrate traveller soda-water and brandy. and tried to 
tempt him to eat rich soups of a nutritious character > 
but the sick man would take nothing except an occasional 
draught of soda-water, 

On the third day of the voyage the steward was very 
anxious to bring the ship’s ksi oe to look at Mr, Salt- 
ram; but against this John Saltram resolutely set his 

ace, 


“For pity’s sake, don’t bore me with any more doc- 
tor’s,” he cried fretfully. ‘(Ihave had enough of that 
kind of thing. The man can do nothing for me. I am 
knocked-up with over exertion and excitement—that’s all, 
my strength will come back to me sooner or later If I lie 
quietly here,” i 

The steward gave way, for the time being. upon this 
appeal, and the surgeon was notsummoned; but Mr. 
Saltram’s strength seemed very slow to return to him. 
ad could not sleep; he could only lie there listening to 

the noises of the ship, the perpetual ing and rat- 
tling and trampling of footsteps above his head, and tor- 
tured by his Getting: to be astir again. He would not 
stand upon punctilio this time, he told himsolf ; he would 
go straight to the door of Marian’s cabin, and stand 
there tillshe came out to him. Was she nothis wife— 
his very own—powerless to hold him at bay in this man- 
ner. His strength did not come back to him; that wake- 
ful prostration in which the brain was always busy, 
while the aching body lay still, did not spear to be acu- 
rative process, In the course of the third night of the 
voyage John Saltram was delirious, much to the alarm of 
his fellow passeng the singe sharer of his cabin, a 
nervous, elderly se hess g who objected to his illness 
altogether as an outrage upon‘ himself, and was indig- 
nantly desirous to know whether it was contagious. 

So the doctor was brought to the sick man early next 
morning, whether he would or no, and went through the 
usual investigations, and promised to administer the 
usual sedative, and assured the anxious passenger that 
Mr, Saltram’s complaint was in nowise infections, 

‘He has evidently been suffering from serious illness 
lately, and has been over-exerting himself,” said the 
doctor; “that seems very clear. We shall contrive to 
bring round in a few days, I dare say, though he 
certainly has got into a very low state.” 

The doctor said this rather gravely, on which the 
sehger again became disturbed of aspect. A death on 
board of ship must needs be such an unpleasant busi- 
ness, and he really had not bargained for anything of 
that kind. What was the use of paying first-class fare 
on board a first-class vessel, if one were subject to an- 
noyance of this sort? In the steerage of an over-crowded 
emigrant-ship such a thing might be a matter of course— 
a mere natural incident of the yoyage—but on board the 
Oronoco it was most unlooked-for, 

“He’s not going to die, ishe?” asked the passenger, 
with an injured air. 

“Oh dear, no, I should hope not, I have no appre- 
hension of that sort,” replied the surgeon promptly. He 
would no doubt have said the same thing up to within an 
hour or so of the patient’s decease. 

* There is an extreme debility, that is all,” he went on 
quite cheerfully ; ‘“‘and if we can induce him to take 
plenty of nourishment, we shall get on very well, I dare 
say.” 3 

After this the nervous passenger was profoundly inter- 
ested in the amount of refreshment consumed by the 
patient, and questioned the steward about him with a 
most sympathetic air. 

John Saltram, otherwise John Holbrook, was not des- 
tined to die upon this outward voyage, He was very ea- 
ger to be well, or at least to be at liberty to move about 
again ; and perhaps this impatient desire of his helped 
in some measure to bring about his recovery. The. will, 
physiologists tell us, has a great déal to with these 
things. 

The voyage was a prosperous one, The. good shi 
steamed gayly across the Atlantic through thi bleak 
spring weather; and there was plenty eating and 
drinking and joviality and flirtation on board her, while 
Jobn Saltram lay upon. his back, very helpless, languish- 
Ty al at sty my te! a Fe 

uring these long dreary days an con- 
trived to send several messages to the lady in the state- 
cabin, feeble pencil-scrawls, imploring her to come to 
her that he was very. ill, at death’s door al- 

lesired nothing so much as..to see. her, 


when ey eee matter over in a com- 


“Tean make no,bargain 
Nowell, re aon 
_| Cistinguished 


g 
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tinder mo \ 
‘turn to you in the same manner, or you must 
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out hard-hearted one to stand out against him like that, 
if he is her husband, and I suppose he is, I told her to- 
day—when I took his message—how bad he was, and that 
it was a ice if he ever went ashore alive ; but she was 
walking up and down deck with her father ten minutes 


it does seem hard to see him 
lying there, and his wife so near him, and yet refusing to 
go and see him.” y 

“V've no patience with her!” said the stewardess with 
acrimony; “the eold-hearted creature I about 
like that, with a sick husband within a-stone’s throw of 
her, Suppose he is to blame, Mr. Martin; whatever his 
faults may have been, it isn’t the time for a wife to re= 
member them,” 

To this Mr. Martin responded dubiously, remarking 
that there Were some carryings-on upon the part of hus- 
bands which was difficult for a wife not to remember. 

The good ship sped on, unhindered by adverse winds 
or foul weather, and was within twenty-four hours of 
her distination when John Saltram was at last able to 
crawl out of his cabin, where he had Jain for some eight 
or nine days crippled and helpless, 

The first purpose which he set himselt to accomplish 
was an interview with Marian’s father, He wanted to 
grapple his enemy somehow—to ascertain the nature of. 
the game that was being played against him. He had 
kept himself very quiet for this purpose, wishing to take 
Percival Nowell by surprise; and on this Jast day but 
one of the voyage, when he was able for the first time to 
rise from his berth, no one but the steward and the 
surgeon knew that he intended so to rise} 

e had taken the steward in some measure into his 
contidence ; and that official, after helping him to dress, 
left him seated in the cabin, while he went to ascertain 


the whereabouts of Mr. Nowell. Mr. Martin, the steward, ° 


came. back after about five minutes. 

“He’s in the saloon, sir, reading, quite alone. You. 
couldn’t havea better opportunity for speaking to him.” 

“That’s a good fellow. Then I'll go at once,” 

“You'd better take my arm, sir; fp aecion as weak as a 
baby, and"the ship Jurches a good deal to-day.” 

“I'm not very strong, certainty. I begin to think I 
never shall be strong again. Do you know, Martin, I 
was once stroke in a university eight? Not much vigor 


in my biceps now, eh?” 

It was only a few pone from one cabin to the other, 
but Mr, Saltram could scarcely have gone so far without 
the steward’s supporting arm. He was a feeble-looking 
figure, with a white, wan face, as he tottered along the 
narrow passage between the tables, making his way to 
iuensloms, eights lage saetsiod 22 full songenerigion 

ux) + W e w upon 
the sofa, and a book Pon hand, 

“Mr, Nowell, I believe,” said the sick man, as the other 
looked up at him with consummate coolness, Whatever 
his fecnge igen be with regard to his daugliter’s hus- 
band, he had ample time to prepare himself for an 
encounter with him. 

“Yes, my name is Nowell. But I have really not the 
honor to—” - 

“You do not know me,” answered John Saltram. 
‘No, but it is time you did so. I am your daughter’s 
ares ant have east that she has been ited 

* Indee ve e iN 
by the messages of some person hinspell cdeet hus- 
band, You are that person, I presume.” 

“Thave tried to persuade my wife toseeme, Yes; 
and I mean to see her before this vessel arrives in port.” 

“But if the lady in question refuses to have any thing 
to say to you?” 

“We shall soon put that to the test, I have been too 
ill to stir ever since I came on board, or you would have 
heard of me before this, Mr. Nowell. Now that I can 
move about once more, I shall find a way to assert my 
claims, you may be sure. But in the first place, I want 
to know by what right you stole my wife away from her 
home—by what right you brought her on this voyage?” 

** Before I answer that mre Mr.—Mr. Holbrook, 
as you choose to call yourself, I’llask you another. By 
what right do you call yourself my daughter’s husband ? 
What evidence haye you to produce to prove that you are 
not.a barefaced impostor? You don’t carry your mar- 
riage certificate about with you, I dare say; and in the 
absence of some kind of documentary evidence, what is 
to convince me that you are what you pretend to be—my 
daughter’s husband ?” 

ve evidence of your daughter’s own senses, Place 
me face to face with her; she will not deny my identity.” 

‘But how if my daughter declines to see you, as she 
does most tively? She has suffered enough at your 
hands, and is only too glad to be released from you.” 

“She has suffered—she is glad to be released! Why; 
you most consummate scoundrel,” cried John Saltram, 
“there never was an unkind word spoken between my 
wife and me, She was the best, most devoted of women ; 
and nothing but the vilest treachery could have separated 
us, I know not what villainous slander you have made 
her believe, or by what means you lured her away from 
me; but I know that afew words between us would let 
in the light upon your plot. You had better make the 
best of a bad position, Mr. Nowell. As my wife’s father, 
you. know you are pretty suretoéscape. Whatever my 
inclination might be, my regard for her would make me 
indulgent to you. You'll find candor avail you best in 
this case, depend upon it,, Your danghter has inherited 
a fortune, and you want to put your ee rae 

ether, It would be wiser to moderate your and 
content with a fair share of the inheritance, Your 
daughter is not, the woman to. treat you ungenerously, 
nor am I the man to create any hindrance toy her gener- 
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I flatter myself, in a free country, like America, will be 
rather a difficult business.” 
It was hard for John Saltram to hear any man talk like 


* this, and not to be able to knock him down, But in his 


present condition Marian’s husband could not have 
grappled a child, and he knew it. 

* You are an outrageous scoundrel!” he said between 
his set teeth, tortured by that most ardent desire to dash 
fist into Mr. Nowell’s handsome dissolute- 

“You are a consummate villain, and you 


. “Hard words mean 60 little,” returned Mr. Nowell 
‘Cand go for so little. That kind of language before wit- 
messes would be actionable ; but, upon my word, it would 
be mere child’s play on my part to notice it, especially to 
aman in your condition. You’d better claim your wife 
from the captain, and see what he will saytoyou. I 
have told him that there’s some semi-lunatic on board, 
who pretends to be Mrs. Holbrook’s husband ; so he’ll 
be quite prepared so hear your statement,” 

John Saltram left the saloon in silence. It was worse 
than useless talking to this man, who presumed upon 
his helpless state, and openly defied him. His next ef- 
fort must be tosee Marian. 

This he found impossible, for the time being, atany 
rate, The state-room No. 7 was an apartment a little 
bigger than a rabbit-hutch, opening outof a larger 
eabin, and in that cabin there reposed a ponderous ma- 
tron who had suffered from sea-sickness throughout the 
yYoyage, and who could in no wise permit a masculine in- 
truder to invade the scene of her retirement. 

‘The idea of any blockade of Marian’s door was, there- 
fore, futile. He must needs wait as patiently as he might, 
till she appeared of her own free will. He could not 
have to wait very long; something less than a day and a 
night, the steward had told him, would bring them to 
tie end of the voyage. 

Mr. Saltram went on deck, still assisted by the friend- 
ly steward, and seated himself in a sheltered corner of 
the vessel, hoping that the sea-breeze might bring him 
back some remnant of his lost strength. ‘The ship’s sur- 
geon had advised him to get a little fresh air as soon as he 
felt himself able to bear it ; so he sat in his obscure nook, 
very helpless and very feeble, meditating upon what he 
should do when the final moment came and he had to 
claim his wife, 


He had no idea of making his wrongs known to the 
captain, unless as a last desperate resource. He could 
not bring himself to make Marian the subject of a vul- 
gar squabble. No, it was to herself alone he would ap- 
Pod it was in the natural instinct of her own heart thai 

ie would trust, 

Very long and weary seemed the remaining hours of 
that joyless voyage. Mr. Saltram was fain to go back to 
his cabin after an hour on deck, there to lie and await 


' the morrow. He had need to husband his strength for 


the coming encounter. The steward told him in the 
evening that Mrs, Holbrook had not dined in the saloon 
that day, as ustial. She had kept her cabin closely, and 
complained of illness. 

The m dawned at last, after what had seemed an 
endless night to John Saltram, lying awake in his nar- 
tow berth—a bleak, blusterous morning, with the cold, 
gray t staring in at the port-hole, like an unfriendly 

ace. ere Was tothe tae in such a daybreak; it was 
only light, and 10! more, 

Mr. ae ag pte! duly deliberated the matter during 
the long hours of that weary night, had decided that his 
wisest course was io lie perdu until the last moment, the 
very moment of landing, and then to come boldly for- 
ward and make his claim, It was useless to waste his 
strength in any futile endeavor to baffle so hardy a 
scoundrel as Percival Nowell. At the last, when Marian 
was leaving the ship, it would be time for him to assert 
his right as her husband, and to defy the wretch who 
had beguiled her away from him, 

Ha once arrived at this decision, he was able to 
await the issue of events with some degree of tranquility. 
He had no do’ even now, of his wife’s affection for 

no fear as to the ultimate triumph of her love over 
all the lies and artifices of that scheming scoundrel, her 
father. 


It was nearly three o’clock in the afternoon when the 
steward came to tell him that they were on the point of 
arriving at their destination. The wharf where they 
were to land was within sight. The man had promised 
to give him due warning of this event, and John Saltram 
had therefore contrived to keep himself quiet amid all 
the feverish impatience and confusion of mind prevail- 
ing among the other passengers. He was rewarded for 
his prudence; for when he rose to go on deck, he found 
himself stronger than he had felt yet. He went up 
stairs, took his place close to the spot at which the pas- 
sengers must all leave the vessel, and waited. 

New York was very near. The day had been cold and 
showery, but the sun was shining now, and the whole 
scene looked bright and gay. Every one seemed in high 
spirits, as ifthe new world they were about to touch 
contained for them a certainty of Elysium. It was such 
a-delicious relief to arrive at the great lively Yankee city, 
after the tedium of a ten days’ voyage, pleasant and easy 
as the transit had been. 

Jobn Saltram looked eagerly among the faces of the 
crowd, but neither Percival Nowell nor his daughter was 
to be seen among them, Presently the vessel: touched 


the wharf, and the travelers began to move towards the 


Gengeer- »He watched them, one by one, breathlessly. 


. At the very last Mr. Nowell stepped quickly forward, 


with a veiled figure on his arm. 
She was closely veiled, her face quite hidden by thick 


noone else”), C ene . 
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love, darling, come with me.” 

There was a passionate appeal in his tone, but it pro- 
duced no answer. 

“* Marian !” he cried, still interposing himself between 
these two and the passage to the landing-wharf. “ Ma- 
rian, I will have some answer !” 

“You have had your answer, sir,” said Percival Nowell, 
trying topush him aside, “‘This lady does not know 
you. Do you want to make’a scene, and render yourself 
ridiculous to every one here? There are plenty of 
lunatic asylums in New York that will accommodate you, 
if you are determined tomake yourself eligible for them.” 

“Marian !”’ repeated John Saltram, without vouchsaf- 
ing the faintest notice of this speech. “ Marian, speak 
to me!” 

And then, as there came no answer from that shrink- 
ing, clinging figure, with a sudden spring forward, that 
brought him quite close to her, John Saltram tore the 
veil away from the hidden face. 

“This must be some imposter,” he said; “this is not 
my wife !” 

He was right. The creature clinging to Percival 
Nowell’s arm was a pretty woman enough, with rather 
red hair and a common face, She was about Marian’s 
height and that was the only likeness between them. 

The spectators of this brief ffacas crowded round the 
actors in it, seeing nothing but the insult offered to a 
lady’ and highly indigaant with John Saltram; and 
amidst their murmurs Percival Nowell pushed his way to 
the shore, with the woman still clinging to his arm. 


CHAPTER XLIL 
THE PLEASURES OF WYNCOMB, 


Tar shrill anguish-stricken cry which Ellen White- 
law had heard on the night of the stranger's visit to 
Wyncomb Farm haunted her afterwards with a weari- 
some persistence. She could not forget that wild un- 
earthly sound; she could not help continually trying to 
find some solution for the mystery, until her brain was 
tired with the perpetual effort. 

Ponder upon this matter as she might, she could find 
no reasonable explanation of the enigma; and in spite of 
her common sense—a quality of which she possessed a 
very fair share—she was fain to believe at iast that this 
grim bare-looking old house was haunted, and that the 

onized shriek she and Mrs. Tadman had heard that 
night was only the ghostly sound of some cry wrung 


t | faom a bleeding heart in days gone by, the echo of an 


cep that had been in the far past. 

he even went so far as to ask her husband one day if 
he had ever heard that the house was haunted, and 
whether there was any record of crime or wrong that had 
been done in it in the past. Mr. Whitelaw seemed 
searcely to relish the question; but, after one of his 
meditatlve pauses, laughed his wife’s inquiry to scorn, 
and told her that there were no ghosts at Wyncomb ex- 
cept the pore of dead rats that had ravaged the grana- 
ries—and certain they seemed to rise from their graves, 
in spite of poison and traps, cats and .ferrets—and that 
as to anything that had been done in the house in‘days 
gone by, he had never heard tell that his ancestors had 
ever done anything but eat and drink and sleep, and save 
money from year’s end to year’s end; and a hard time 
they'd had of it to pay their way and put something by, 
in the face of all the difficulties that surround the path 
of a farmer, 

If Ellen Whitelaw’s life had been as the lives of hap- 
pier women, full of small daily cares and all-engrossing 
domestte interests, thememory of that unearthly scream 
would no doubt have faded out of her mind ere long, in- 
stead of remaining, as it did, a source of constant per- 
plexity to her. But there was no interest, no single 
charm in her life, There was nothing in the world left 
for her to carefor. The fertile flats around Wyncomb 
Farm-house bounded her universe. Day by day she 
rose to perform the same monotonous duties, sustained 
by no loftv aim, cheered by neither friendship nor af- 
fection—for she could not try to teach herself to feel 
anything warmer than toleration for her daily com- 
panion, Mrs. Tadman—only working laboriously, be- 
cause existence was more endurable to her when she 
was busy than when she was idle. It was scarcely 
strange, then, that she brooded upon the memory of 
that night when the nameless stranger had come to Wyn- 
comb, and that she tried to put the fact of his com- 
ing and that other incident of the cry together, and 
to make something out of the two events by that 
means; but, put them together as she might, she 
was no nearer any solution of the mystery. That her 
husband and the stranger conld have failed to hear that 
piercing shriek seemed almost impossible; yet both had 
denied hearing it. The story of the stranger having 
knocked his shin and cried out on doing so, appeared 
like a feeble attempt to account for that wildecry. Vain 
and hopeless were all her endeavors to arrive at any 
reasonable explanation, and her attempts to get anything 
like an opinion out of Mrs. Tadman were ntterly useless. 
Mr, Whitelaw’s cousin was still inclined to make a 
gloomy view of the stranger’s visit, in spite of her kins- 
man’s assurance that the transaction between himself 
and the unknown was a profitable one, Horse-racing— 
if not parting with the farm—Mrs. Tadman_ opined 
was at the bottom of the business; and when did 
horse-racing eyer fail to lead to ruin sooner or 
later? It was only a question of time. Ellen 
sigh remembering how her father had squan- 
dered employer’s money on the race-course, and how, 
for that folly of his, she had been doomed to become, 
Stephen Whitelaw’s wife, But there did not seem to her to 
be anything of the horsey element in her husband’s com- 
position, He was never away from home except to at- 
tend to his business at market; and she had never seen 
him spelling over the sporting papers, as her father had 
bea wort to do, night after night, with a perplexed 
brow and an anxious face, making calculations w ‘the 
margin of the print every now and then with a of 
Jead-pencil, and chewing the end of it ‘meditatively in 
the intervals of his lection, 


treachery in thisman’s conduct, Let gohis arm, My| Although Mrs. Whitelaw did not, like Mrs. Tadman 


associate the idea of the stranger’s visit with any appre- 
hension of her husband’s impending ruin, she could not 
deny that some kind of change had arisen in him since that 
évent, He had always drunk a good deal, in his slow, quiet 
mianner, which impressed people unacquainted his 
habits witha notion of his sobriety, even when he was 
steadily emptying the bottle before him; but he drahk 
more now, and sat longer over his drink, and there was 
an aspect of trouble and uneasiness about him at times 
which fairly puzzled his wife. Of course the most nat- 
ural solution for all this was the one offered by the dis- 
mally prophetic Tadman. Stephen Whitelaw been 
speculating or gambling, and his affairs were in disorder. 
He was not a man to be affected by anything but the 
most sordid considerations, one would suppose. Say- 
ly he had lost money, and there you had a key to the 
whole, 

He got into a habit of sitting up at night, after the rest 
of the household had gone to bed. He had done this 
more or less from the time of his marriage; and Mrs. 
Tadman had told Ellen that the habit was one which had 
arisen within the last few months. 

‘He would always see to the fastenings of the house 
with his own eyes,” Mrs, Tadman said; “but up to last 
autumn he used to go up stalrs with me and the serv- 
ants. Itis anew thing for him to sit up drinking his 
glass of grog in the parlor by himself.” * 

The new habit seemed to grow upon Mr, Whitelaw. 
more rapidly after that visit of the stranger’s, He took 
to sitting up till midnight—an awful hour in a farm 
house; and Ellen generally found the spirit bottle empty 
in the morning. Night after night he went to bed sod- 
dened with drink. Once, when his Kinswomon made 
some feeble remonstrance with him about this change in 
his habits, he told her savagely to hold her tongue—he 
could afford to drink as he ee Es 3 wasn’t likely to 
eome upon her to pay for what he took, _ As for his wife, 
she unhappily cared nothing what he did. He could not 
become more obnoxious to herthan he had been from 
the first hour of her acquaintance with him, let him do 
what he could. 

Little by little, finding no other explanation possible, 
Mrs, Whitelaw grew to believe quite firmly in the super- 
natural nature of that unforgotten cry. She remembered 
the unexplainable footstep which she had heard in the 
padlocked room in the early dusk of that New-year’s 
Day, when Mrs, Tadman and she explored the old house; 
and she associated these two sounds in her mind as of a 
like ghostly character. From this time forward she 
shrank with a nervous terror from that darksome passage 
leading to the padlocked door at the end of the honse, 
She had never any occasion to go in this direction. The 
rooms in this wing were low, dark, and small, and had 
been unused for years. It was scarcely any wonder if 
rats had congregated behind the worm-eaten wainscot to 
scare nervous listeners with their weird scratchings and 
Scramblings, But no one could convince Ellen White- 
law that the sounds she had heard on New-year’s Day 
were produced by any thing so earthlyasarat. With 
that willingness to believe in a romantic impossibility, 
rather than in a commonplace improbability, so natural 
to the human mind, she was more ready to conceive the 
existence of a ghost than that her own sense of hearing 
might have been less powerful than her fancy. About 
the foot-steps she was quite as positive as she was about 
the scream ; and in the last instance she had the evi- 
dence of Mrs, Tadman’s senses to support her. 

She was surprised to find one day, when the household 
drudge Martha Bane had been cleaning the passage and 
rooms in that deserted wing—a task very seldom per- 
formed—that the girl had the same aversion to that part 
of the house which she felt herself, but of which she 
had never spoken in the presence of the servants, 

“Tf it wasn’t for Mrs. Tadman driving and wo 
after me all the time I’m at work, I don’t think I could» 
stay here, mum,” Martha told her mistress, “It isn’t 
often I like to be fidgeted and followed; but anything’s 
better than being alone in that unked place.” é 

“It’s rather dark and dreary, certainly, Martha,” 
Ellen answered, with an admirable assumption of indif- 
ference; ‘‘but, as we haven’t any ofus get to live there, 
that doesn’t much ma ter.” 

“Tt isn’t that, mum. I wouldn’t mind the darkness 
and the dreariness—and I’m sure such a place for spid- 
ers I neyer did see in my life; there was one as I took 
down with my broom to-day and scrunched, as big as a 
small crab—but it’s worse than that: the place is 
haunted.” : 

** Who told you that?” 

**Sarah Batts.” 

**Sarah Batts! Why, how should she know am 
about it? She hasn’t been here so long as you; and she 
came straight from the work-house.” 

“ T think master mugt have told her, mum.” 

“Your master would never have said anything so fool- 
ish, I know that he doesn’t believe in ghosts; and he 
keeps all his garden-seeds in the locked room at the end of 
the passage ; so he must go there sometimes himself,” 

“Oh yes, mum; I know that master goes there. I’ve 
seen him go that way at night with a candle.” 

‘Well, you silly girl, he wouldn’t use the room if he 
thought it was haunted, would he? There are plenty 
more empty rooms in the house.” 

“1 a ie know about that, I’m sure, mum: but any- 
how I know Sarah Batts told me that passage was 


way. 
nah ‘ot to know it, for I have 
« things ?” 


came from. But as to the place 
T’ve no more doubt about it than about my ¢ 
“ ‘you ought to know it’s Ye 


wicked | insuch gs,” Ellen W 
feeling it her duty to lecture the girl a little, 
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inclined to believe her, “ The moan and groanings, | tkere may have beer’ some dim sense that his marriage 
a6 you call them, were only sounds by the wind, I | was a failure and mistake; that in- having his own way 
dare say. 


Martha answered, shaking her 
head in a decided manner; ‘the wind never made such 


rtainly; a matter of no importance 
of a servant’s, these sounds 
which harmed no one; and yet all these circumstances 
and perplexed Ellen Whitelaw. Having so little 
‘oa rng m them Someeeys =e 
was gradually to a low, nervous way. 
complain ‘vhich 8 
to sympa‘ with her. Mrs. Tadman had so many ail- 
ments of her own, such complicated maladies, such 
deeply-rooted disorders, that she could be scarcely ex- 
pected to give much attention to the trivial sufferings of 
another person. 

“ Ah, my dear,” she would exclaim, with a groan, if 
Ellen ventured to complain of a racking headache, 
“when you've lived as long as I haye, and gone through 
what I’ve gone through, and have got such aliver as P've 
got, youll know what bad health means. But at your 
gees und with your constitution, it’s nothing more than 

‘ancy. 

_And then Mrs, Tadman would branch off,into a graphic 
description of her own maladies, to which Ellen was fain 
to listen patiently, wondering vaguely as she listened 
whether the lapse of years would render her as weari- 
some a person as Mrs, Tadman, 

She had no sympathy from any one, Her father came 
to Wyncomb Farm once a week or so, and sat drinking 
and smoking with Mr. Whitelaw, but Ellen never saw 
him alone, He seemed carefully to avoid the chance of 
being alone with her, guiltily conscious of his part in the 
contriving of her marriage, and fea to hear some 
complaint about her lot. He pretended to take it for 

ted that her fate was entirely happy, con; ed 

er frequently upon her prosperity, and reminded her 

continually that it was a fine thing to be the sole mistress 

of the house she lived in, instead of a mere servant—as 

he himself was, and as she had been at the Grange—la- 
boring for the profit of other people. 

Up to this Mr. Carley had had some reason to be 
disappointed with the result of his daughter’s marriaze, 
so far as his own prosperity was affected thereby. Not 
a sixpence beyond that one advance of the two hundred 

uunds had the bailiff been able to extort from his son- 

-law. It was the price that Mr. Whitelaw had paid for 
his wife, and he meant to pay no more. He told William 
Carley as much one day when the question of money- 
matters was pushed rather too far—told him in the 
plainest language. 

This was hard; but that two hundred pounds had 
saved the bailiff from imrhinent destruciion, , He was 
Keg to be satisfied with this advantage, and to bide 


time, 

“Tl have it ont of the mean hound sooner or later,” 
he muttered to himself as he walked homeward, after a 
social evening with the master of Wyncomb. 

_ One sys Bde Carley brought his daughter a letter. 
It was from Gilbert Fenton, who was quite unaware of 
Ellen’s saat and had written to her at the Grange, 
This letter afforded her the only pleasure she had known 
since fate had united her to Stephen Whitelaw. It told 
her that Marian Holbrook was living, and in all prob- 
ability safe—though by no meansin good hands. She 
had sailed for America with her father; but her husband 
was in hot pursuit of her, and her husband was faithful, 

“T have schooled myself to forgive him,” Gilbert went 
on to'say, “ for I know that he loves her—and that must 


- needs condone my wrongs. _ I look forward anxiously to 
their return from America, and hope for a ha) argo 
no! 


among us all—when your warm friendship 5 
{0 I am waiting impatiently for news from New 
York, and will write to you again directly I hear anything 
definite. We have suffered the torments of mse for 
— weary time, but I trust and balieve that the sky is 


This was not much, but it was more than enough to re- 
lieve Ellen Carley’s mind of a heavy load, Her dear 
young lady, as she called Marian, was not dead—not ly- 
ing at the bottom of that cruel river, at which Ellen had 
often looked with a shuddering horror, of late, thinking 
of what might be. She wassafe, and would no doubt be 
happy. This was something. Amidst the wreck of her 
own fortunes, Ellen Whitelaw was unselfish enough to 
rejoi¢e inthis, - 

Her husband asked to see Mr. Fenton’s letter, which 
he spelt over with his usual deliberate air, and which 
seemed to interest him more than Ellen would have sup- 
posed likely—knowing as she did how deeply he had re- 
sented Marian’s encouragement of Randall’s 
courtship. _ + 

“So she’s gone to America with her father, has she?” 
he said, when he had perused the document twice. “I 
shouldn’t have thought any body could have persuaded 
her to leave that precious husband of hers, And she’s 
gone off to America, and he afterher! That’s rather a 
queer ain’t it, Nell?” 

Mra. telaw not care to discuss the business with 

There was something in his tone, a kind 
of veiled malice, which made her angry. 

“T don’t su you care whether she’s alive or 
tly; “go you needn't trouble 


yourself to talk “ 

“ Needn’t I? Oh, she's too grand a person to be talked 
rene ae a Pe Pe don’t be 
cross.” ‘when Mrs. Holbrook comes to England, 
answered Ellen; “if I have to walk to Lon- 


“Oh, but you shan’t walk. You shall go by rail. I'l 
o So money fox Shy for once in a way, 


did very rarely, there was no one, 


in this"*matter he had in no wise secured his own pi- 
ness. He could not complain of his wife’s conduct iT any 
one respect, She was obedient to his will in all things, 
providing for his comfort with scrupulous regularity 

industrious, indefatigable even. As a hovsekeeper and 
partner of his fortunes, no man could have desired a bet- 
ter wife. Yet dimly, in that sluggish soul, there was the 
consciousness that he had married a woman who hated 
him, that he had bought her with a price; and, being a 
man prone to think the worst of his fellow-creatures, Mr, 
Whitelaw believed that, sooner or later, his wife meant 
to have her revenge upon him somehow, She was wait- 
ing for his death, Boned ; calculating that, being so 
touch her senior, and a hard-working man, he would die 
soon enough to leave her a young widow. And, then, of 
course, she would marry Frank Randall; and all the 
money which he, Stephen, had amassed by the sacrifice 
of every pleasure in life would enrich that supercilious 
young coxcomb, 

It was a hard thing to think of, and Stephen pondered 
upon the expediency of letting off Wyncomb Farm, 
and sinking all his savings in the purchase of an an- 
nuity. He could not bring himself to contemplate. 
selling the house and lands that had belonged to his 
race for so many generations. He clung to the estate, 
not from any romantic reverence for the past, not from 
any sentimental associations connected with those who 
had gone before him, but from the mere force of habit, 
which rendered this grim, ugly old house and these flat, 
sheltered fields dearer to him than all the rest of the uni- 
verse. He wasa man to whom to part with anything 
was agony; andif he loved anything in the world, he 
loved Wyncomb, The possession of the place had given 
him importance for twenty years past. He could not 
fancy himself unconnected with Wyncomb, His labors had 
improved the estate too, and he could not endure -to think 
how some lucky purchaser might profit by his prudence 
and ity. There had been some fine old oaks on the 
land when he inherited it, all mercilessly stubbed up 
at the beginning of his reign; there had been strag- 
gling hedgerows, all of a tangle with blackberry-bushes, 
acing bey dog-roses, hazel and sloe trees, all done away 
with by his order. No, he.could never bring himself to 
sell Wyncomb,. Nor was the purchase of an annuity a 
transaction which he was inclined to accomplish. It was 
a pleasing notion certainly, that an idea of concentrating 

his hoarded money upon the remaining years of his 
life—retiring from the toils of agriculture, and giving 
himself up for the rest of his days to an existence of lux- 
urious idleness, But, onthe other hand, it would be a 
bitter thing to surrender his fondly loved money for the 
poor return of an income, to deprive himself of all op- 
portunity of speculating and increasing his store, 

So the annuity scheme lay dormant in his brain, as it 
were, for the time being. It was something to have in 
reserve, and to carry out any day that his wife gave him 
fair cause to doubt her fidelity. 

In the meantime he went on living his lonely and sulky 
kind of life, drinking a great deal more than was good for 
him in his own churlish manner, and aug! to scorn 
any attempt at remonstrance from his e or Mrs, 
Tadman. Some few times Ellen had endeavored to 
awaken him to the evil consequences that. must needs en- 
sue from his intemperate habits, feeling thatit would be 
a sin on her part to suffer him to go on without some of- 
fort to check him; but her gently-spoken warnings had 
been worse than useless, 


CHAPTER XLIII. 
MR. WHITELAW MAKES AN END OF THE MYSTERY. 


Mags, Wurretaw had been married about two months, 
It was bright May weather—bright, but not yet warm; 
and whatever prettiness Wyncomb Farm was capable of 
ass had but put on with the fresh spring green of 
the fields and the young leayes of the poplars. There 
were even a few hardy flowers in the vegetable-garden 
behind the house, humble Pye gee? planted by dead 
and gone Whitelaws, which had bloomed year after 
year in spite of Stephen’s utilitarian principles. It was a 
market-day ; the household work was finished, and Ellen 
was sitting with Mrs. Tadman in the parlor, where those 
two spent so many weary hours of their lives, the tedium 
whereof was relieved only by woman’s homely resource, 
needlework. Even if Mrs. Whitelaw had been fond of 
reading, and she only cared moderately for that form of 
occupation, she could hardly have found intellectual di- 
version of that kind at Wynecomb, where a family Bible, 
afew volumes of the “ Annual Register,” which had be- 
longed to some half-dozen different owners before they 
came from a stall in Malsham Market to the house of 
Whitelaw, a grim-looking old quarto upon domestic med- 
icine, and a cookery-book, formed the entire library. 
When the duties of the day were done, and the local 
weekly newspaper had been read—an intellectual re- 
freshment which tht be fairly exhausted in ten min- 
utes—there i nothing to beguile the hours but 
the tual stitch—stitch—stitch of an indns- 
trio i seamstress; and the two women used 
to sit throughout the long afternoons with their work- 
baskets before = Rig = and then of ae 
most commonplace matters, ‘or Doren nib 
their time silent. when the heavy burden 
of Mrs, Tadman’s society, and the clicking of needles 
and of scissors, grew almost unendurable, 
run out of the house for a brief airing in 


she had been full of and There was not, 
Le a ference in the two lives, In 
father’s house she had worked as she worked now, 


future 
Now, she felt like some captive who paces the narrow 


free - 
ern Hn on tg ey at va ey 


- - 


morning had been sunny and even warm; but now, a® 
the afternoon wore away, there were dark clouds,.with a 
rising wind and a sharp gusty shower every now and. 
then, Ellen took.a solitary turnin the.garden between 
the showers. It was market day; Stephen Whitelaw was 
not expected home till tea time, and the meal was to be 
eaten at a later hour than usual, : 

The ruin increased as the time for the farmer’s return 
drew nearer. He had gone out in the morning without 
his overcoat, Mrs, Tadman remembered, and was likely 
to get wet through on his way home, unless he should 
have borrowed some extra covering at Malsham, His 
temper; which of late had been generally at ite worst, 
would hardly be improved by this annoyance. 

There was a very substantial meal waiting for him: a 
ponderous joint of eold roast-beef, a dish of ham and 
eggs preparing in the kitchen with an agreeable frizzling 
sound, a pile of hot buttered cakes kept hot upon the 
oven-top; but there was no fire in -the parlor, and the 
room looked a little cheerless, in spite of the well-spread 
table. They had discontinued fires for about a fort~ 
night, at Mr. Whitelaw’s command. He didn’t want to 
be ruined by his coal-merchant’s bill, if it was a chilly. 
spring, he told his household; and at his own bidding 
the fire-place had been polished and garnished for the 
summer. But this evening was colder than any evening 
lately, by reason of that blusterous rising wind, which 
blew the rain-drops against the -window-panes with as 
sharp a rattle as if they had been hailstones; and Mr. 
Whitelaw, coming in presently disconsolate and dripping, 
was by no means inclined to abide by his own decision 
about the fires, 

“Why the —— haven’t you gota fire here?” he de- 
manded, savagely. 

“Tt was your own wish, Stephen,” answered Mre, Tad~ 


man. 

“My own fiddlestick ! Of course I didn’t care to see 
my wood and coals burning to w. when the sun 
was shining enough to melt any one; but when a 
man comes home wet to the skin, he doesn’t want to 
come into a room like an ice-house, Call the girl, and 
tell her to light a blazing fire while I go and change my 
clothes, Let her bring plenty of wood, and puta couple. 
of logs on top of the coals. I’m frozen to the very bones 
driving home in the rain.” 

Mrs. Tadman gave a plaintive sigh as she departed to 
obey her kinsman, 

“ That's just like Stephen,” she said; “if it was you 
or — that be a fire, bdo die of cold Le we 
t leave to light one; but he never dges an! in, 
for his own comfort.” * Sees < 

Martha came and lighted a fire under Mrs. Tadman’s 
direction. Thatlady was inclined to look somewhat un- 
easily upon the operation; for the grate had been used 
constantly throughout 2 long winter, and the chimney. 
had not been swept since last spring, whereby Mrs, Tad- 
man was conscious of a great accumulation of soot about. 
the massive old brick-work and ponderous beams that 
a eee the wide chimney. She had sent for the Mal- 

am sweep some weeks ago; but that necessary indi- 
vidual had not been able to come on the particular day 
she wished, and the matter had been since then neglected, 
She remembered this now with a guilty feeling, more es- 
pecially as Stephen had demanded a blazing fire with flar- 
ing pine-logs piled half-way up the chimney. He came back 
to the parlor presently, arrayed in an old suit of clothes 
which he kept for such occasions—an old green coat with, 
basket buttons, and a pair of plaid trowsers of an ex-' 
ploded shape and pattern—and looking more like a 
pinched and pallid scarecrow than a well-to-do farmer. 
Mrs, Tadman had only carried out his commands in a 
modified degree, and he immediately ordered the ser- 
vant to put a couple of logs on the fire, amd then drew 


| the table close up to the hearth, and sat down to bis tea 


with some appearance of satisfaction. He had had 
rather a good day at market, he condescended to tell his 
wife during the progress of the meal; prices were 
rising, his old hay was selling at a rate w promised 
well for the new crops, turnips were in brisk demand, 
mangold inquired for—altogether Mr. Whitelaw con- 
— himself very well satisfied with the aspect of 
affairs, 

After tea he spent his evening luxuriously; sitting 
close to the fire, with his slippered feet upon the fender, 
and drinking hot-rum-and-water as a preventive of im- 
pending, or cure of incipient, cold: The rum-and-wa-' 
ter being a novelty, something out of the usual order of 
his drink, appeared to have an enlivening effect upon 
him. He talked more than usual and even proposed a 
game at cribbage with Mr. Tadman; a condescension 
which moved the matron to tears, reminding her, she 
said, of old times, when they had been so comfortable 
together, before he had taken to spend his evenings at 
the Grange. 


* Not that I mean any unkindness to you, Ellen,” the - 


Here Mrs, Tadman’s amiable kinsman requested her 
to hold her jaw, and to bring the board if she was going 
to play, or to say as much i 


game lasted an hour or s0, at the end of which 
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ter of 
te. Mr, itelaw threw on another pine log directly 
the two women had left him, and addressed himself to 
* the consumption of a fresh glass of rum and ‘water, 
“There’s nothing like being on the safe side,” he mut- 
tered to himself with an air of profound wisdom, ‘I 
don’t want to be laid up with the rheumatics, if I can 


help it.” 

Ho finished the contents of his glass, and went softly 
out of the room, carrying acandie with him. He was 
absent about ten minutes, and then eame back to resume 
his somirietio seat by — Eat and mee ame pth 
other glass with the air of a man who was likely 
to finish the bottle 

While he sat drinking in his slow, sensual way, his 
young wife slept peacefully enough in one of the rooms 
sbove him. Early rising and industrious habits will 
bring sleep, even when the heart is hopeless and the 
mind is weary. Mrs. Whitelaw slept a tranquil, dream- 
less sleep es ag while Mrs. Tadman snored with a 
healthy regularity in a room on the opposite side of the 


There was a faint glimmer of dawn in the sky, a cold, 
wet dawn, when Ellen was awakened suddenly by a 
— ope hacen fon tg ti her, It was almost 

‘e the re a she thought, as she sprang out 
of bed, pale and trembling. 

It was not a pistol shot, however, only a hanful of 
gravel thrown sharply at her window. 
frightened od fee Sasa a Dy lca very much 

what was that 7 to her surprise, she 
found that her husband was not in the room. 

While she sat on the edge of her bed hurrying some of 
her clothes on half mechanically, and wondering what 
that sound could have been, a sudden glow of 
red shone in at her window, and at the same mo- 
ment her senses, which had been only half awakened be- 
=_ told her that there was an atmosphere of smoke in 


room. 
She rushed to the door, forgetting that to open it was, 
perhaps, to admit death,and flung it open. Yes, thé 


was full of smoke, and there was a strange | it? 


sound below. 

There could be little doubt as to what had happened— 
the house was on fire. She remembered how repestedly 
Mrs, Tadman had declared that Stephen would inevita- 
bly set the place on fire some night or other, and how 
little weight she had attached to the dismal prophecy. 
But the matron’s fears had not been poset ah it 
seemed. The threatened calamity had come. 

“Stephen !”’ she cried, with all her might, and then 
flew to Mrs, Tadman’s door, and knocked violently, She 
waited for no answer, but rushed on to the room where 
the two woman-servants slept together, and called to 
or ead to get up for their livea—the house was on 
t 


+ There were still the men in the story above to be 


awakened, and the smoke was cvery moment growing 
thicker. She mounted a few steps of the staircase, and 
called with all her strength. It was very near their time 
Eales They must hear her, surely, Suddenly 
remembered an old disused alarm-bell which hung 

in the reof. She had seen the frayed ro; — 
hanging in an angle of the passage, She fiew to x 
pulled it vigorously till a shrill peal rang out above ; 
and once having accomplished this, she went on, reckless 
only how many there were 


the fire came from down stairs. The crackling noise 
had increased, and every now and then there came a 
sound like the breaking of glass. The red glow shining 
in at the front windows grew deeper and brighter. The 
fire had begun in the parlor, of course, where they had 
left Stephen Whitelaw in the warmth of his re- 


still ringin; ng g ibe bell, when she heard aes 

syne! ong the passage towards . Sit 

her hus but one of the farm-servants from 

the upper story—an honest broad-shouldered fellow, as 
@ 


strong as Hercules, 
ied & merce: m 


the white, half-dressed figure clinging to the 
bell- ; “let me get ’ee out o’ this; the old place’ll 
burn 80 much tinder ;” and before she could object 
he taken her up in his arms as easily as if she had 


were bt ss The flames and smoke were 
scenes time the te below; the man turned imme- 


diately, no time by indecision, and ran to the 
ee reeting to the kitchen. In this direction all 
was safe. was smoke, but in a very modified 


” Ellen cried eagerly, 


again and 
* Don’t oo eon, mum, master’s all right, I dare 
say. Here be the gals and Mrs. Tadman coming down 
stairs ; they'll take care o’ you, while I go and look arter 
him, You’ve no call to be frightened, If the fireshould 
come this way, you’ve only got to open yon door and get 
out into the yard. You’re safe here.” 
The were all huddled together in the kitchen 
‘this time, half dressed, shivering, and frightened out 
- of their wits. Ellen Whitelaw was the only oné among 
them who displayed like 
The men weer all i 


to Malsham the another was 
gone to remove some animals stabled near the house. 

-_ The perning epee wae reveals incrooging ¢ te 

Si cea ee tate he betas eee 

five ‘arm 

servant say that he could find no trace of 

nd was in flames, If he had been 

- in his , tt needs be all 

ever wil man urged to get out 


-sweeping, her counsel went for very lit-| of the house at once; the fire was gaining ground rap- 


idly, and it was not likely that anything he or the other 
men could do would stop its progress, 

The women left the kitchen immediately upon this 
warning, by a door leading into the yard. It was broad 
daylight by this time; a chilly sunless morning, and a 
high wind sweeping across the fields and fanning the 
flames, which now licked the front wall of Wyneomb 
F. -house. ‘The total destruction of the place seemed 
inevitable, unless help from Malsham came very quickly, 
The farm-servants were running to and fro with bnekets 
of water from the yard, and flinging their contents in 
at the shattered windows of the front rooms; but this 
was 3 small means of checking the destruction. The 
house was old, built, for the most part, of wood, and 
there seemed.little hope for it, 

Ellen and the other women went round to the front of 
the house and stood there, dismal figures in their scanty 
raiment, with woollen petticoats pinned across their 
shoulders, and disordered hair blown about their faces 
by the damp wind. They stood grouped together in utter 
helplessness, looking at the work of ruin with a half- 
stupid air—almost like the animals who had been hustled 
from one place of sbelter to another, and were evidently 
lost in wonder as to the cause of their removal. 

But presently, as the awful scene before them grew 
more familiar, the instincts of self-interest arose in each 
breast, Mrs, Tadman piteously bewailed the loss of her 
entire wardrobe, and some mysterious pocket-book which 
she described plaintively as her ‘little all.” She dwelt 
dolefully upon the merits of each particular article, most 
especially upon a French merino dress she had bought 
for Stephen’s wedding, which would have lasted her a 
lifetime, and a Paisley shawl, the gift of her deceased 
husband, which had been in her possession twenty yaars, 
and had not so much as a thin place in it. - 

Nor was the disconsolate matron the only one who Ja- 
mented her losses, Sarah Batts, with clasped hands and 
distracted aspect, wept for the destruction of her “box,” 

“There was money in it,’’ she cried, ‘‘money! Oh, 
= you think the men could get to my room and save 


‘* Money !” exclaimed Mrs, Tadman sharply, arousjed 
from the contemplation of her own woes by this avowa-- 
‘*you must have been cleyerer than I took you for, 
Sarah Batts, to be able to save money, and yet be always 
bedizened with some new bit of finery, as you’ve been.” 

“It was give tome,” Sarah answered indignantly, ‘‘ by 
them as had a right to give it.” 

“ For no good, I should think,” replied Mra, Tadman ; 
‘* what should anybody give you money for?” 

‘* Never you mind ; it was mine. Oh, dear! oh, dear! 
if one of the men would only get my box for me!” 

She ran to intercept one of the farm-laborers, armed 
with his bucket, and tried to bribe him by the promise 
of five shillings as a reward for the rescue of her 
treasures, But the man only threatened to heave the 
bucket of waterat herif she got in his way, and Miss 
Batts was obliged to abandon this hope. 

The fire made rapid progress meanwhile, unchecked 
by that ineffectual splashing of water. It had begun at 
the eastern end of the building—the end most remote 
from those disused rooms in the ivy-covered west wing; 
but the wind was blowing from the northeast, and the 
flames were spreading rapidly towards that western 
angle. There was little chance that any part of the house 
could be saved. 

While Ellen Whitelaw was looking on at the wor’ of 
ruin with a sense of utter helplessness, hearing the selfish 
lamentations of Mrs, Tadman and Sarah Batts, like 
voices in a dream, she was suddenly aroused from this 
state of torpor by a loud groan, which sounded from not 
very far off. It came from behind her, from the direc- 
tion of the poplars, She flew to the spot, and on the 
ground beneath one of them she found a helpless figure 
lying prostrate, with an awful, smoke-blackened face—a 
figure and face which for some moments she did not re- 
cognize as her husband’s, 


carry Stephen Whitelaw to some stables which lay at « 
safe distance from the burning house, rpg some 
kind of bed for him there, He ran back to dispatch ona 
of the men to Crosber, and returned immediately with 
another to remove his master, 

But when they tried to raise the injured man between 
them, he cried out to them to let him alone, they were 
murdering him, Let him lie where he was; he would 
not be moved, 3 

So he was allowed to lie there, with his head on hia 
wife’s lap, and his tortured body covered by a coat, 
which one of the men brought him. His eyes closed. 
again, and for some time he lay without the slighteat 
motion. 


The fire was gaining ground every instant, and there 
was yet no sign of the engine from Malsham; but Ellen 
Whitelaw scarcely heeded the work of destruction, She 
was thinking only of the helpless, stricken creature |: 
upon her lap ; thinking of him perhaps in this hour 
his extremity with all the more com: on, because he 
had always been obnoxious to her. She prayed for the 
rapid*arrival of the surgeon, who must surely be able to 
give some relief to her husband’s suffe , She thought. 
It seemed dreadful for him to be lying like this with no 
attempt made to lessen his agony, 

After a long interval he lifted his scorched eyelids 
slowly, and looked at her with a strange, dim gaze. . 

“The west wing,” he muttered ; “is that burnt 2” 

“No, Stephen, not yet ; but there’s little hope they’ll 
save any part of the house.” - 

“They must save that; the rest don’t matter; I’m in- 
sured heavily ; but they must save the west wing.” ; 


His wife concluded from this that he had kept some of 
his money in one of those western rooms, seed- 
room, perhaps, that mysterious ed chamber. 


where she had heard the footstep. And yet she had 
heard him say again and again that he never kept an un- 
neccessary shilling in the house, and that every pound 
he had was out at interest, But such falsehoods and 
contradictions are common enough among men of mis- 
erly habits, and Stephen Whitelaw would hardly be so 
anxious about those western rooms unless some! of 
value were hidden away there, He closed his eyes again. 

and lay groaning faintly for sometime; then opened 
them suddenly with a frightened look and asked, in the 
same tone. 

“The west wing—is the west wing afire yet ?” 

“The wind blows that way, Ste; , and the flames 
are spreading. I don’t think they could save it—not if 
the engine was to come this minute,” 

“But I tell you they must !” cried Stephen Whitelaw. 
“Tf they don’t, it'll be murder—cold-blooded murder! 
never thought there was much harm in 
id me well—but its weighed me 
down like a load of lead, aud made me drink more to 
drown thought, should come to this—Don’t 
you understand? Don’t sit staring at me like that, If 
the fire gets to the west wing, it will be murder. There’s 
someone there—someone locked up—that won’t be able 
to stir unless they get her out.” ‘ 

**Some one locked up in the west wing! Are you mad, 


Stephen?” 

“It’s the truth. I wouldn’t do it again—no, not for - 
twice the money, Let them get her out somehow. They 
can do it, if they look sharp.” 

The unforgotten footstep and equally unforgotten 
scream flashed into Mrs, Whitelaw’s mind with these 
words of her husband’s, Someone shut up peo 
that was the solution of the mystery that had puzzle 
and tormented her so long. That of anguish was no 
supernatural echo of past suffering, the de#pairing 


pg taonene ts a wire A poor rela- 
tion of en’s, rhaps—a mindlesa 
creature, whose infirmities had thus been hidden from 


the world, Such things have been too cruelly common 
in our fair, free country. 
Ellen laid her husband's head gently down upon the 


' grass and ng to her feet, 
him,” Ho was groaning in se agouieed manner’ and hea | «In which room ?” whe cried. But there was no an- 
evidently been fearfully burnt before he made his es-|swer, The man lay with closed ba perhaps— 
eape, but she could do nothing for him came. 
“Stephen!” she cried. ‘Oh, thank God you are | The rescue of that unknown captive was a more urgent 
here! Ithonght you were shut up in that burning | duty. : 


house. I called with all my might, and the men searched 
for you.” 

rh isn’t much to be thankful for,” gasped the farmer. 
“T don’t suppose there’s an hour’s life in me; I’m 
scorched from head to foot, and one arm’s helpless, I 
woke up all of a sudden, and found the room in a blaze, 
The flames had burst out of the great beam that goes 
across the chimney-piece, The place was all on fire, so 
that I couldn’t reach the door anyhow; and before I 
could get out of the window I was burnt like this. You’d 
have been burnt alive in your bed but forme, I threw 
up a handful of gravel at your window. It must have 
woke you, didn’t it?” 

‘Yes, yes, that was the sound that woke me; it seemed 
likea pistol going off. You sayed my life, Stephen It 
was very good of you to remember me,” 

“Yes; there’s men in my place who wouldn’t have 
thought of anybody but themselves,” 

“Can I do nothing to ease you, Stephen?” asked his 
wife, She had seated herself on the grass beside him, 
and had taken his head on her lap, supporting him 
gently, She was shocked to: see the change the fire had 
made in his face, which was all blistered and distorted, 

‘No, nothing, till they come to carry me away some- 
where, I’m all one burning pain,” 

His eyes clo-ed, and he seemed to sink into a kind of 
stupor. Ellen called to one of the men, They might 
carry him to some place of shelter surely, at once, where 
a doctor could be summoned, and done for 
oner resident at 


the sina et 
D sum- 
‘@ proposed that they should 


condition, and at once a; 
moning 4 surgeon. 


She was 
nog —— Lie he 
gate. She sto) h 
the doctor ; bat s familias yoice called to her, and in an-. 
other minute her father had dismounted and was close 


some warmer touch of 

y= 
eir wor came 

Whergs Steph?” : 

“Under 


till the doctor comes, 
danger, father.. For God’s sake, help us to save her— 
some one shut up yonder inaroom at that end -of the 


house,” 
“Someone shut up! One of the servanta do you 


mean ?” 

“No, no, no, Some one who has been kept shut up 
there—hidden—ever 80 long. Stephen told me just now. 
Oh, father, for " sake try to save her |” 
mars Someeaet Og gether gn worn — have 

m wandering. 0 shut up there, ‘ou 
live in the house and not know it? Why should Stophen 
hide any one in his house? What ve could he have 
for such athing? It isn’t possible,” 

“*T tell you father, it is true, There was no mistaking 
Stephen’s words just now; and, besides that, I 
heard noises that might 


i) 

have told me as m' only I 

thought the- house was haunted. I tell er is 
some one—some one who’ll be burnt alive if we're not 


“of I will, . T don’t want to risk n att: 
fd a fone ts tanta ekbor sar enaes Ba ne 
“Yes, yes, The men have ladders,” 
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“And where’s this roem where you say the woman is 
shut up?” 

“ At thaé corner of the house,” answered Ellen, point- 
ing. ' “ There’s a door at the end of the passage, but no 
window looking this way. There’s only one; and that’s 
over the wood yard.” 

“Then it would be easiest to get in that way ?” 

“No, no, father. The wood’s all piled up above the 
window. It would take sucha time to move it.” 

“Never mind that, Anything’s better than the risk 
of going into yonder house. Besides, the room’s locked, 
you say. Have you got the key?” 

“No ; But I could get it from Stephen, I dare say.” 

“We wont wait for youtotry. We'll begin at the 
wood yard.” 

“Take Robert Dunn with you, father. He’s a good, 
brave fellow.” 

“Yes, I'll take Dunn.” 

The bailiff hurried away to the wood-yard, accom- 

led by Dunn and another man carrying a tall ladder. 
 farm-servants had ceased from their futile efforts at 
quenching the fire by this time. It was alabor too hope- 
less to continue. The flames had spread to the west wing. 
The ivy was already crackling, as the blaze crept over it. 
Happily that shut-up room was at the extreme end of 
the building, the point to which the flames must come 
last. And here, just at the moment when the work of 
devastation was almost accomplished, came the Malsham 
fire-engine rattling along gayly through the dewy morn- 
ing, and the Malsham amateur fire-brigade, a very 
juvenile corps as yet, eager to cover itself with laurels, 
but more careful in the adjustment of its costume than 
was quite consistent with the desperate nature of its 
duty. Here came the brigade, in time todo something, 
at any rate,and the engine soon began to play briskly 
upon the western wing. 

Ellen Whitelaw was in the wood-yard, watching the 
work going on there with intense anxiety. The removal 
of the wood-pile seemed a slow business, well as the three 
men performed their work, flinging down great crashing 
piles of wood one after another without a moment’s 
pause. They were now joined by the Malsham fire- 
escape men, who had got wind of some one to be res- 
cued from this part of the house, and were eager to ex- 
hibit the capabilities of a new fire-escape started, with 
much hubbub and glorification, after an awful fire had 
ravaged Malsham High street, and half a dozen lives had 
been wasted because the old fire-escape was out of order 
and useless, 

“We don’t wan’t the fire-escape,” cried Mr, Carley, as 
the tall machine was wheeled into the yard. ‘The room 
we want to get at isn’t tenfeet from the ground. You 
can give usa hand with this wood, if you like, That’s 
all we want.” 

The men clambered on to the wood-pile. It was get- 
ting visibly lower at this time, and the top of the window 
was to be seen, Ellen watched with breathless anxiety, 
forgetting that her husband might be dying under the 
pop! He was not alone there; she had sent Mrs. Tad- 
man to watch him. 

Only a few minutes more and the window was cleared. 
A pale face could be dimly seen peering out through the 
dusty glass. William Carley tried to open the lattice, 
but it was secured tightly within. One of the firemen 
leaped forward upon his failure, and shattered ey 
pane of glass and every inch of the leaden frame with 
acouple of blows from his axe, and then the bailiff 
clambered into the room. ’ 

He was hidden from those below about five minutes, 
and then emerged from the window, somehow or other, 

g @ burden, and came struggling across the woo 
to the ladder by which he and rest had mounted. 
The burden which he carried was a woman’s figure, 
with the face hidden by his large woollen neckerchief. 
Ellen gave a of horror, The woman must surely be 
ane or a should he have taken such pains to cover 

lace 


He brought his burden down the ladder very carefully, 
and gave lifeless figure into Ellen’s arms, 

“ Help me to carry her away yonder, while Robert get’s 
the cart ready,” he said to his daughter ; “she’s fainted.” 
And then he added in a wi r, “ For God’s sake, don’t 
let any one see her face—it’s . Holbrook !” 


CHAPTER: XLIV. 
; _ ‘AFTER THE FIRE 
Yes, it was Marian. She whom Gilbert Fenton had 
sought wo long and patiently, with doubt and in 
his whose double John Saltram had followed 


60, it is more than doubtful that they would have recog- 
nized her, so palea shadow of her former self had she 
become during that long dreary imprisonm: 

wan and wasted, with a strange look about the 
features which was like the of death; all the 
brightness and color vanished out of the brown 
hair; an ashen pallor upon her beauty, that made her 


™m air revived her, and she opened her and 
eateed sient hom, wildly at first, and with a faint sbud- 


Then, aftera few moments, full consciousness cami 


Tee ee nt a Re Ur Of say ieoke trom tiie 
“O God!” she exclaimed, “am I set free 7” 


ith | you how plausible his words were—what an appearance 


to leave my husband, or to think ill of him, And in thie 
manner we walked up and down for nearly two hours, 
till I began to feel very tired and faint. father caw 
this, and-when we came within 


house, pro} that I should 
ba rey some kind of medial 


ouse. He said yes, he knew something of 
the night before in the 


M 
your father had slept at Malsham the night 


“Yes, dear Mrs. Holbrook, you are free, never again 
to go back to that cruel place. Oh, to think that you 
should be used so, and I so near!” 

Marian lifted her head from Ellen’s shoulder, and 
rec her with a second cry of delight. 

“Ellen, isityou? ThenIam safe! I must be safe 
with you!’ 

“Safe! yes, dear. I would die sooner than any harm 
should come to you again. Who eould have brought 
this cruelty about? who could have shut you up in that 


room ?”” “Then 
““My father,” Marian answered with a shudder. ‘He | before?” 
wanted my money, I suppose ; and instead of killing me, “Evidently, His letter to me had been posted at Mal- 


sham, you know. I asked him how long he had been in 
this part of the country, and he rather evaded the ques- 
tion. Not long, he said; and he had come down here 
only toseeme, At first I refused to go into Mr. White- 
law’s house, being only anxious to get home as quickly 
as possible, But my father seemed offended by Ce 
wanted to get rid of him, he said, although this was 
likely to be our last interview—the very last time in his 
life that he would ever see me, perhaps. Icould not 
surely grudge him half an hour more of my company. 

“T could scarcely goon refusing after this; and I 
really felt so tired and faint, that I doubted my capability 
of walking back to this house without resting. So I said 
yes, and we went into Wyncomb Farm-house. The door 
was opened by a girl when my father Knocked, ‘There 
was no one at home, she told him; but we were quite 
welcome to sit down in the parlor,and she would bring 
me a glass of fresh milk and a slice of bread-and-butter, 

‘The house had a strange, empty look, I thought. 
There was none of the life or bustle one expects to see at 
a farm; all wassilent as the grave.. The gloom and 
quietness of the place chilled me somehow. © ‘6 was 
a fire burning in the parlor, and my father made me _ sit 
down very close to it, and I think the heat increased that 
faintness which I felt when I came into the house, 

“Again and again he urged his first demand, seeming 
as if he would wear down all opposition by persistence. 
I was quite firm; but the effect of all this argument was 
very wearisome, and I began to feel really ill, 

“T think I must have been on the point of fainting, 
when the door was opened suddenly, and Mr. Whitelaw 
camein. In the next moment, while the room was 
spinning round before my eyes, and that dreadful gid- 
diness that comes before a dead faint was growing worse, 
my father snatched me up in his arms and threw a hand- 
kerchief over my face. I had just sense enough to 
knowthatthere was chloroform upon it, and that was 
all, When I opened my eyes again, I was lying on a 
narrow bed in a gianly ented room, with a small fire 
burning in a rusty grate one corner, and some tea- 
things, with a plate of cold meat, on a table near it, 

There was a scrap of paper on this table, with a few 
lines scrawled upon it in pencil,in my father’s hand: 
* You have had your choice—either to share a prosperous} 
life with me, or to be shut up like a mad-woman. You 
had better make yourself as comfortable as you can, 
since you have no hope of escape till it suits my purpose 
to have you set free. Good care will be taken of you. 
You must have been a fool to suppose that I would gub- 
mit to the injustice of J, N.’s will. , 

“For along time I sat like some stupid, bewildered 
creature, going over these words again and again, as if I 
had no power to understand them. It was very loug be- 
fore I could believe that my father meant to shut me’up 
in that room for an indefinite time—for the rest of my 
life, perhaps. But little by little I came to believe this, 

lank despair, Oh Nelly, f 
m 


he shut me up in that place.” 

She said no more just then, being too weak to say 
much; and Ellen, who was employed in soothing and 
comforting her, did not want her to talk. It was after- 
wards, when she had been established in her old rooms 
at the Grange, and had taken a little breakfast, that she 
told Ellen something more about her captivity. 

“Oh, Ellen, if I were to tell you what I have suffered! 
But no, there are no words that cam tell that. It’s not 
that they ill-used me. The girl who waited on me 
brought me good food, and even tried to make me com- 
fortable in her rough way; but to sit there, day after 
day, Ellen, alone, with only a dim light from the top of 
the window above the wood-stack; to sit there wonder- 
ing about my husband—whether he was searching for 
me still, and would ever find me, or whether, as was 
more likely, he had given me up for dead. Think of 
me, Ellen, if you can, sitting there for weeks and months 
in my despair, trying to reckon the days sometimes by 
the aid of some old newspaper which the girl brought 
me now and then, at other times losing count of them 
altogether.” 

** Dear Mrs. Holbrook, I can’t understand it even yet. 
Tell me how it all came about—how they ever lured you 
into that place.” 

“Tt was easy enough, Ellen; I wasn’t conscious when 
they took me there. The story is very short, You re- 
member the day when you left the Grange, how happy I 
was, looking forward to my husband’s return, and think- 
ing of the good news I had to tell him. We were to be 
rich, and our lives free and peaceful henceforward ; and 
I had seen him suffer so much for the want of money. 
It was the morning after you left when the post brought 
mé a letter from! my father—a letter with the Malsham 
post-mark. Ihad seen him in town, as you know, and 
was scarcely surprised that he should writetome. But 
I was surprised to find him so near me, and the contents 
of the letter were very perplexing. My father entreated 
me to meet him on the river-side pathway, between Mal- 
sham station and this house, 

“He had been informed of my habits, he said, and 
that I was accustomed to walk there, That was curious, 
when, so far as I kuew, he had never been near this 
place; but I hardly thought about the strangeness of it 
then. He begged me so earnestly to see him—it was a 
matter of life or death, he said, What could I do, 
Nelly? He was my father, and I felt that I owed him 
some duty. I could not refuse to see him ; and if he had 
some personal objection to coming here, it seemed a 
small thing for me to take the trouble to go and meet him, 
I could but hear what he had to. say.” 

“T wish to Heaven I had been here !” exclaimed Ellen ; 
“you shouldn’t have gone alone, if I had known any- 


thing about it.” 

“T think, if you had been here, I should have told you 
about the letter, for it puzzled mea good deal, and I 
knew how well I could trust you. But you were away ; 
and my father’s request was so urgent—the hour was 
named—I could do nothing but accede to it. So I went, 
leaving no message for you or for my husband, feeling 
80 sure of my return within an hour or two.” 

“« And you found your father waiting for you?” 

“Yes, on the river bank, within a short distance of 
Mr, Whitelaw’s house. He began by congratulating me 
on the change in my prospects—I was a rich woman, he 
said. And a then went on to vilify my husband in 
such hateful words, Ellen; telling me that I had mar- 
ried a notorious scound: and profligate, and that he 
could produce ample evidence of what he affirmed; and 
all this with a pretended pity for my weakness and ig- 
norance of the world. I laughed his shameful slanders 
to scorn, and told him that I knew my husband too 
thoroughly to be alarmed even for a moment by such 
groundless charges. He still affected to compassionate 
me as the weakest and most credulous of women, and 
then came to a proposal which he said he had traveled 
to Hampshire oF pro tt penis 

should leave my husband, and place 
myself under his protection; that I should go to America 


and to feel nothing but a b) 
dare’ not dwell upon that time—I suffered too 
God has been very merciful to me in sparing mé my 
mind, for there were times when I believe I was quite 
mad. I could pray sometimes, but not always. I have 
spent whole days in prayer, almost as if I fancied that 
Icould weary out my God with supplications,” : 
“ And Stephen—did you see him ?” 
“Yes, now and then—once in several days, in a week 
perhaps. He used to come, like the master of a miad- 
ouse visiting his patients, to see that I was comfort- 
able, he said. At first I used to appeal to him to set me 
srepe enenting at his feet, promising any sacrifice of my 
fortune for him or for my father, if they would reléase 
me. But it was no use. He was as hard as a rock; and 
at last I en koplon eae gg ge th 
and go less apathy. No, Ellen, there are no 
words can describe what I suffered. I appealed to the 
irl who waited on me daily, but who came only once a 
, and always after dark. 
might as well have appealed to the four walle of my 
room; the girl was utterly stolid, She brought me every 
thing I was likely to want from day to day, and gave me 
ample means of replenishing my fire, and fold me that I 
ought to make myself very comfortable. I had a much 
better life than anyone in the work-house, she said > and 


are of, 
I must be very wicked if I complained, I believe she 


said; “‘ yes, I see that it is that alone you 


How can you sw me so blind as not to unde’ da 
that? You had Petter be candid with me, and eay frankly | really thought I was a harmless mad-woman, and that 
what you want. I have no doubt my husband will allow | her master a right to ahut me up in that room. One 


night, after I had been there for a time that seemed like 
eternity, my father came—” 

“What!” cried Ellen Whitelaw, “the stranger! I un- 
derstand, That man was your father; he came to see 


me to make any reasonable sacrifice in your favor.” 

“« What did he say to that?” 

“He laughed bitterly at my offer. ‘Your husband!’ 
he said, ‘I am not likely to see the color of my father’s 
money, if you are to be governed by him.’ ‘You do him 
a wrong,’ I answered. ‘I am sure that he will act 
generously, and I shall , semen he him,’ ” 

“He was very angry, I suppose 

** No doubt of it als ery some —_ he canoe ag 
suppress all appearance anger, and urged me 
ey his statements about my husband, and to accept his 
offer of a home and protection with him. I cannot tell 


that dreadful shriek we heard down stairs, 
known the truth—if I had only known!” 

“« You heard me, Ellen? You were there ?” bed nt 
Oran 


. “Yes, yes, dear Mrs. Holbrook; I was there, and I 
did not belp you, But never mind that now; tell me the 
rest of your story; tell me how your father acted that 


night. 
‘He was with me alone for about ten ngs 
I 


of affection and interest in my welfare he puton. Then, 
his tone, and there were 
his entreaties, It would be 
a bad thing for meif I refused to go with him, he said; 
Lng per py my folly for the aes ne 
ec. He & great using ev argumen' 
possible to imagine; and there ages always the same | leave my husband forever and Y ida tance 
g undertone. He could not move me in the/ might doso; but before he let me out of that place he 


are fi ,, Nell. mus have my solemn oath that I would make no 
= told bim that nothing upon earth would induce me 


he came to give me a last chance, he said, Tea hiked 


to see my husband; that I wowld never gain comm 


ou that night: and as he was leaving you, you gave 
i if Thad | 


¢ate with any one I had known up to that time; that I 
would begin a new life with him, my father, for my sole 
protector. I had had some experience of the result of op- 
posing ans he said, andzhe now expected to find me rea- 
sonable. 


“You can imagine my answer, Ellen. I would doany- 
: fring, sacrifice anything except my fidelity to my hus- 
ban Heaven not would have given twenty years 
of my life to escape from that dismal place, with the 
| mere chance of being able to get back to my husband ; 
but I wonld not take a false oath; I could not perjure 
myself, as that man would haye made me perjure my- 
self, in order to win my release, f 
I knelt athis feet, and clung about him, beseeching 
him with all the power I had to set me free; but he was 
harder than iron, Just at the end, when he had the door 
open, and was leaving me, telling me that I had lost my 
last chance, and would never see him again, I clung 
about him with one wild, desperate cry. He flung me 
: back into the room violently, and shut the doer in my 
~ face, I fancied afterwards that that cry must-have been 
heard, and that, if there had been any creature in the 
house inclined to help me, there would have come an end 
to my sufferings. But the time passed, and there was 
;. only the long, dreary days, the wretched 
sleepless nights.” 
This was all, There were details of her sufferings 
which Marian told her faithful friend by-and-by when 
her mind was calmer, and they had leisure for tranquil 
talk; but the story was all told; and Marian lay down 
to rest in the familiar room, unspeakably grateful to God 
for her rescue, and only eager that her husband should 
be informed of her safety. She had not yet been told 
that he had crossed the Atlantic in search of her, deluded 
by a false scent. Ellen feared to tell her this at first; 
and she had taken it for granted that John Saltram was 
stillin London. It was easy to defer any explanation 
just yet, on account of Marian’s weakness, The exertion 
of telling the brief story of her sufferings had left her 
. prostrate, and she was fain to obey her friendly nurse, 
1] “We will talk about everything, and arrange every- 
thing, by-and-by, dear Mrs. Holbrook,” Ellen said reso- 
lutely; “but for the present vou must rest, and you 
must é take everything that I bring you, and be very 
good, 
. And with that she kissed and left her, to perform an- 
other and Jess agreeable duty—the duty af attendance 
by her husband’s sick-bed. 


——— 


CHAPTER XLY. 
MR, WHITELAW MAKES HIS WILL, 


him, the 


J nh 


to give away his money even on paper. And now it was 
necessary to do 80, or perhaps, his wealth | acce 


crown—a power which h bad, bien agenatonded io eegara 
‘in the abstract with gn antagonistic feeling, as being the 


Toot of queen’s taxes, 

¢ .* To leave all to his wife, with some slight pension to 
- «Mrs, Tadman, seemed the most obvious course, He had 
i) commis ig and the wife of his choice had been 
+o) Very land submissive. What more could he have 
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laid down a yard of drain-pipes since last 
dozen mile. There’s not. a bit of 
patch of sour grass on the farm,” 


some hours deliberating as te what he 
Death was near, but not so very close to him 
- es Sonn ee at, 

not leave bulk property to 
Randall. 


that there were charitable inatitu- 
wishing to enrich an un- 
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FENTON S QUEST. 


seen it on market days for the last four years—a brand- 
new red brick building in Malsham High street, © | 

He thought how his name would look, cut in large let- 
ters on a stone tablet on the face of that edifice. It would 
be something to get for his money; a very poor and pal- 
try something, compared with the delight of possession, 
but just a little better than nothing. 

He lay for some time pondering upon this, with that 
image of the stone tablet before his eyes, setting forth 
that the new wing of this institution had been erected at 
the desire of the late Stephen Whitelaw, Esq., of Wyn- 
comb Farm, who had bequeathed a sum of money to the 
infirmary for that purpose, whereby two new wards had, 
in memory of that respected benefactor, been entitled 
the Whitelaw Wards—or something to the like effect. 

He pag oe a great many versions of the inscription 
as he lay there, tolerably easy as to his bodily feelings, 
and chiefly anxious concerning the disposal of the 
money; but, being unaccustomed to the task of composi- 
tion, he found it more difficult than he could have sup- 
posed to set forth his own glory in a concise form of 
words, 

But the tablet would be there, of course, the very 
centre and key-stone of the building, as it were ; indeed, 
Mr. Whitelaw resolved to make his bequest contingent 
upon the fulfillment of this desire. 

Later in the evening he told William Carley that he had 
made up his mind about his will, and would be glad to 
see Mr. Piyott, of Malsham, rival solicitor to Mr. Randall, 
of the same town, as soon as that gentlemau could be sum- 
moned to his beside. 

“The bailiff seemed surprised at this request, 

“Why, surely, Steph, you can’t want a lawyer mixed 
up in this business!” he said, ‘ Those sort of chaps 
only live by making work for one another. You know 
how to make your will well enough, old fellow, without 
any attorneys’s aforesaids and hereinafters. Half ‘a sheet 
of paper and a couple of sentences would do it, I should 
think ; the fewer words the better.” 

“Td rather have Piyott, and doitin a regular man- 
ner,” Mr. Whitelaw answered quietly, ‘I remember, in 
a forgery case that was in the papers the other day, how 
the judge said of the deceased testator, that, being a 
lawyer, he was too wise to make his own will, Yes, I'd 
rather seé Pivott, if youll send for him, Carley. It’s al- 
ways best to be on the safe side. I don’t want my money 
wasted in a chancery suit when I’m lying in my grave.” 

William Carley tried to argue the matter with his son- 
in-law ; but the attempt was quite useless, Mr. White- 
law had always been the most obstinate of men—and, 
lying on his bed, maimed and helpless, was no more to* 
be moved from his resolve than if he had been a Roman 
gladiator who had just trained himsélf for an encounter 
with lions. So the bailiff was compelled to obey him, 
unwillingly enough, and dispatched one of the men to 
Malsham in quest of Mr. Pivott the attorney. 

The practitioner came to the Grange as fast as his 
horse could carry him. Every one in Malsham knew by 
this time that Stephen Whitelaw was a doomed man ; and 
Mr. Pivott felt that this was a matter of life and death. 
He was an eminently respectable man, plump and dap- 
per, with a rosy smooth-shaven face, and an air of hon- 
esty that made the law seem quite a pleasant thing, 

He was speedily seated by Mr, Whitelaw’s bed, with a 
pare of candles and writing materials upon a little table 

fore him, ready to obey his client’s ests, and with 
the self-possessed aspect of a man to whom a last will 
and testament involving the disposal of a million or so 
would have been only an every-day piece of practice, 

William Carley had shown himself very civil~ and 
obliging in providing for the lawyer’s comfort, and 
having done so, now took up his stand by the fire-place, 
evidently intending to remain as aspectator of the busi- 
ness. ~ 

But an uneasy glance which the patient cast from 
time to time in the direction of his father-in-law con- 
vinced Mr, Pivott that he wanted that gentleman to be 
got rid of before business began, 

“T think, Mr. Carley, it would be as well for my poor 
friend and me to be alone,” he said in the most courteous 


nta, 
“+ Fiddlesticks !” exclaimed the bailiff, contemptuously. 
“Tt isn’t likely that Stephen can have any secrets from 
his wife’s father, I’m in nobody’s way, I’m sure, and 
I’m not going to put my 
leave his money how he may.’ ; 

“ Very likely not, my dear sir. Indeed, I am sure you 
would re: our poor friend’s wishes, even if they were 
i bah ‘orm unpleasing to yourself, which is far from 

But still it may be as well for Mr, Whitelaw and myself 

be alone, In cases of this kind the patient is apt to be 
nervous, and the business is done more expeditiously if 
there is no third party present, So my dear Mr. Carley, 
if you have no objection—” 

“Steph,” said the bailiff abruptly, “ do 
out of the room? Say the word, if you do, 

The patient writhed, hesitated, and then replied with 
some confusion : F 

“Tf it’s all the same to you, Carley, I think I’d 
sooner be alone with Mr, Pivott.” 

And here the polite attorney, having opened the door 
with his own hand, ed the bailiff out ; and, to his ex- 
iam Carley found himeelf on the 
outside of his son-in-law’s room before he had time to 
make any further remonstrance, 

He went down stairs, and paced the wainseoted parlor 
in a very savage frame of mind. 

“There’s some kind of devil’s work hatching up 
there,” he muttered to himself. ‘‘ Why should he want 
me out of the room? He wouldn’t if he was going to 
leave all his money to Ellen, as he ought to leave it, 
Who else is there to get it? ‘ot that old mother Tad- 
man, Sey She’s an artful old harridan; and if my 
girl not been a fool, she’d have got rid of-her out of 
hand when she married. Sure to goodness, she can 
never stand between Stephen and his wife! And who 
else is there? No one that I know of—no one. Stephen 
wouldn’t have kept all these years from the 


yu want me 


any secret 
folks he’s lived among, It isn’t likely. He must leave | be 


at all to his wife, except a hundred or 80, perhaps, to 


spoke in the wheel, let him, 


bi 


mother Tadman; and it was nothing but his natura’ 
closeness that made him want me out of the way.” 

And at this stage of his reflections Mr. Carley opened a 
cupboard near the fire-place and brought therefrom a 
emir gi from the contents of which he found further 
solace, ; 

It was about half an hour after this that he was sum- i 
moned by 4 call from the lawyer, who was standing on 
the broad landing-place at the top of the stairs witle a 
candle in his hand, when the bailiff from the 
parlor. 

“Tt you'll step up here, and bring one of your men 
with you, I shall be obliged, Mr, Carley,” the attorney 
said, looking over the banisters. ‘‘I want you to witness 
your son-in-law’s will.” g 

Mr, Carley’s spirits rose alittle at this. He was not 
much versed in the ways of lawyers, and had a notion 
that Mr. Pivott would read the will to him, perhaps, be- 
fore he signed it, 

It flashed upon him presently that a legatee could not 
witness a willin which he was interested, It was obvi- 
ous, therefore, that Stephen had left him nothing. , 

Well, he had scarcely expected an: . if his 
daughter inherited all, it would be pretty much the same 
thing; she would act generously, of course. a 

He went into the kitchen, where the head man, who 
had been retained on the premises to act as special mes- 
senger in this time of need, was sitting in the chimney- 
corner smoking a comfortable pipe after his walk to and 
from Malsham, j 

“You're wanted up stairs a minute, Joe,” he said; 
and the two went climbing up the wide old oaken stair- 
case, 

The witnessing of the will was a very brief business. 
Mr, Pivott did not offer to throw any light upon its con- 
tents, nor was the bailiff, sharp-sighted as he might be, 
able to seize upon so much as one paragraph or line o 
the document during the process of attaching his signa- 
ture thereto, : 

When the ceremony was concluded, Stephen Whitle- 
law sank back upon his pillow with an air of satis- 
faction. 

“T don’t think I could have done any better, he mur- 
mured, “It’s a hard thing for a man of my age to leave 
everything behind him; but I don’t see that I could have 
done better.” ‘ 

“You have done that, my dear sir, which might afford. 
comfort to any death-bed,” said the lawyer solemnly. 

He folded the will, and put it into his pockct. 

“Our friend desires me to take charge of this document,” 
he said to William Carley. ‘You will have no reason to 
complain, on your daughter’s account, when you become 
familiar with its contents, She has been fairly treated 
—I may say very fairly treated.” 8 

The bailiff did not much relish the tone of this assur~ 
anee. Fair treatment might mean very little. ‘ 

“T hopeshe has been well treated,” he answered in & 
surly manner. ‘‘She’s been @ good wife to Stephen 
Whitelaw, and would continue to be if he was to live 
twenty yearslonger. When a pretty young woman mar- 
ries a man twice her age, she’s a right to ex: 
some treatment, Mr. Pivott. It can’t be too handsome 
for justice, in my opinion.” 

The solicitor gave a little gentle sigh. 

“ As an interested party, Mr. Carley,” he said, “ your 
opinion is not as valuable as it might be under other cir- 
cumstances, However, I don’t think your daughter will 
complain, and I am sure the world will applaud what our 

r friend has done—of his own accord, mind, Mr, Car- 
ey, wholly and solely of his own eg gee | desire. It 
is a thing that I should have only been too proud to sug- 
gest; but the responsibility of such a suggestion is one 
which I never could have taken Spon myself. lt would 
have been out of my province, indeed. You will be kind 
enough to remember this by and by, my dear sir.” 

The bailiff was puzzled, and showed Mr, Pivott to the 
door with a. moody countenance. 

“T thought there was some devil’s work!” he mutter- 
ed to himeelf, as he watched the lawyer mount his stiff 
brown cob and ride away into the night; ‘but ae 
does it all mean? and what has Stephen Whitelaw dane 
with his bear | ?—We shall know that pretty soon, any- 
how. He can’t last long.,’ 

es s 
CHAPTER XLVI, . 
ELLEN REGAINS HER LIBERTY. 


STEPHEN WHITELAW lingered for two days and two 
nights, aud at the expiration of that time thie 
life, making a very decent end of it, and troubled by no 


thonght that his existence had been an un’ one, 
Before he died, he told his wife som of how he 
had been tem into the doing of that foul deed where- 


of Marian Sal had been the victim. 
Those two were alone together the day before he died, 
when Stephen, of his own free will, made the 
statement > 5 ’ 
“Tt was Mra, Holbrook’s father, you see,” he said, in a ~ 
lausible tone, “that put it to me, how he migbt want 
daughter taken care of for a time—it might be a short 
time, or it might be rather a longish time, according to 
how circumstances should work out. 
“We'd met once before atthe King’s Arms wait oe 
where Mr. Nowell was sta) , and where I went in 
an evening, once in a way, market; and he’d made 
pretty free with me, and asked me a good many year 
tions about myself, and told me a good bit about 
— a in a friendly — od cl me rot eats. ter . 
gone inst him, and was go 
and how pe Pa that ought ta common justice to 
him, 1 sg left to her. He was go- 


her husband, who was @ scheming scoundrel, and obey 
him, She might have & happy Lome with , if she 
was reasonable. If not, he use his a a 


—not that I Bee, He seemed to 
be quite with the pecarad made me show him 
all over the house; and then he took a glass of some~- 
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thing, and sat and talked a bit, and went away, without 
ha said.a word sbout his daughter. But before he 


went, made me promise that I’d go and see him at 
the ’a Arms that night. 
‘Well, you see, Nell, as he seemed to have taken a 


fancy to me, as you may say, and had told me he could 
put me up to making more of my money, and had alto- 
gether been uncommonly pleasant, I didn’s care to say 
no, and I went. I was rather taken aback at the King’s 
Arms when they showed me to a private room, because 
I’d met Mr, Nowell before in the commercial; however, 
there he sitting in front of a blazing fire, and with 
4 couple of decanters of wine upon the table. 

“« He was very civil, couldn’t have been more friendly, 
and we talked and talked; he was always harping on his 
daughter, till at last he came out with what he wanted. 
Would I giveher houseroom for a bit, just to keep her 
out of the way of her husband and such-like designing 
people, supposing she shouid turn obstinate and refuse 
togo abroad with him. 

“** You've a rare old roomy place,’ he said, 

“*Tsawsome rooms up stairs at the end of a long 
me which don’t seem to have been used for years. 

‘ou zaigha keep my lady in one of those; and that fine 
husband of her's would be as puzzled where to find her 
as if she was in the center of Africa. It would bea very 
easy thing to do,’ he said; ‘and it would be only friendly 
in you to do it,’” 

“Oh, Stephen,” cried his wife reproachfully, “how 
could you ever consent to such a wicked thing!” 

“T don’t know about the wickedness of it,” Mr. White- 
law Sy aps ee, with rather a sullen air; ‘a daughter is 
bound to obey her father, isn’t she? and if she don’t, I 
should think he had the power to do what he liked with 
her. That’s how I should look at it, if I was a father. 
It’s all very well to talk, you see, Nell, but you don’t 
know the arguments such a man as that can bring to 


“T didn’t want to do it; I was against it from the first- 
It was a dangerous business, and might bring me into 
trouble. But that man bore down upon me to that ex- 
tent that he made me promise anything; and when I 
went home that night, it was with the understanding 
that I was to fit up aroom—there was a double door to 
be put up to shut out sound, and a deal more—ready for 
Mrs. Holbrook, in case her father wanted to get her out 
of the way for a bit.” 

“He promised to pay you, of course?” Ellen said, not 

uite able to conceal the contempt and aversion which 
confession of her husband’s inspired. 

Well, yes; a man doesn’t put himself in jeopardy 
like that for nothing. He was to give me a certain sum 
of money down the first night that Mrs. Holbrook slept 
in my house; and another sum of money before he went 
to America, and an annual sum for continuing to take 
care of her, if he wanted tokeep her quiet permanently, 
ashemight. Altogether it would bea very profitable 
business, he told me, and I ought to consider myself un- 
commonly lucky to get such a chance, 

“As to the kindness or unkindness of the matter, it was 
better than shutting her up in s lunatic asylum, he said; 
and hemight have to do that, if I refusedto take her. 
She was very weak. in her head, he said, and the doctors 
would throw no difficulty in his way, if he wanted to put 
her into 4 mad-house.” 

“But you must have known that was a lie !” exclaimed 

in tly. ‘*You had seen and talked to her; 
you must have known that Mrs, Holbrook was as sane as 
you orl.” 


“Tcouldn’t be supposed to know better than her own 
father,” answered . Whitelaw, in an injured tone; 
“be hala right to know best. 


“*That girl will do anything for money,’ he said; 
**ghe’s stupid, but she’s wise enough to know her own in- 
terest, and she'll hoid her tongue.” 

“ So I trusted Sarah Batts, and I had to pay her pretty 
to keep the secret ; but she was a rare one to do the 
and went about itas quitetas a mouse. Not 

ven mother Tadman ever suspected her,” 

“Tt was a wicked piece of business—wicked from first 
to last,” said Ejlen. “‘I can’t bear to hear about it.” 

And then, remembering that the sinner was so near his 
end, and that this voluntary confession of his was in 
some manner a sign of repentance, she felt some com- 
punction, and spoke to him in a softer tone. 

* Still, ’m grateful to you for. telling me the truth, at 

hen,” she said; ‘‘ and, thank God there’s no 

harm done that need last forever. Thank God, that dear 

youn lady did not lose her life, shut upa prisoner in 
miserable room, as she might have done, 

**She hud her victuals regular," observed Mr. White- 
law, ‘‘and the best.” 


will 


Bim seemed very faint and shapeless, compared with the 
hings from which he wastobetaken, . 


He thought of his untimely death as a hardship, an 
injustice, almost, 

When his wife entreated him to see the Viear of Cros- 
ber before he died, he refused at first, asking what good 
the vicar’s talk could do him, 

“Tf he could keep me alive as long as till next July, to 
See how those turnips answer with the new dressing, I’d 
see him fast enough,” he said, peevishly ; ‘‘ but he can’t; 
and I don’t want to hear his preaching.” 

“But it would be a comfort to you, surely, Stephen, to 
have him talk to you a little about the goodness and 
pry oe of God, He won’t tell you hard things, I’m sure 
of that. 

“No; he’ll try and make believe that death’s uncom- 
mon pleasant,” answered Mr, Whitelaw, with a bitter 
laugh ; ‘ as if it could be pleasant to a man to leave such 
a place as Wyncomb, after doing as much for the land, 
and spending as much labor and money upos it, as F 
have done, It’s like nurses telling children that a dose 
of physic’s pleasant; they wouldn’t like to have to take 
it themselves.” 

And then by-and-by, when his Jast day had dawned 
and he felt himself growing weaker, Mr, Whitelaw ex- 
pressad himself willing to comply with his wife’s re- 
quest. 

“Tf it’s any satisfaction to you, Nell, I'll see the par- 
son,” he said. ‘His talk can’t do me much harm, 
anyhow.” 

Whereupon the rector of Croxber and Hallibury was 
sent for, and came swiftly to perform his duty to the 
dying man, He was closeted with Mr, Whitelaw for 
some time, and did his best to awaken Christian feelings 
in the farmer’s breast; but it was doubfful if his pious 
efforts resulted in much. 

The soul of Stephen Whitelaw was in his barns and 
granaries, with his pigs and cattle. He could not so 
much as conceive the idea of a world in which there 
should be no such thing as sale and profit. 

His end came quietly enough at last, and Ellen was 
free. Her time of bondage had been very brief, yet she 
felt herself twenty years older than she had seemed be- 
fore that interval of misery began. 

When the will was read by Mr, Pivott on the day of 
Stephen Whitelaw’s funeral, it was found that the farm- 
er had left his wife two hundred a year, derivable from 
divers investments in railway shares and other kinds of 
stock, all of a very safe kind, 

To Mrs, Rebecca Tadman, his cousin, he bequeathed 
an annuity of forty pounds, the principal to revert to 
Ellen upon her death. These two bequests, with the 

tamentary expenses, would absorb the whole of his 
personal property. 

His rel estate was to be sold, and the entire proceeds 
devoted to the erection of an additional wing for the ex- 
tension of the Malsham Infirmary, and his gift was to 
be recorded on a stone tablet in a conspicuous position 
on the front of that building. 

This, which was an absolute condition attached to the 
bequest, had been set forth with great minuteness by the 
lawyer, at the special desire of his client. 

Mr. Carley’s expression of opinion after hearing this 
will read need not be recorded here, It was forcible, to 
say the least of it; and Mr. Pivott, the Malsham solici- 
tor, protested against such language as an outrage upon 
the finer feelings of our nature, 

“Some degree of disappointment is 4 
bys your Bart, my dear sir,” said the lawyer, who wish- 

to keep the widow for his client, and had therefore no 
desire to offend her father; “‘ but Iam sure that in your 
calmer moments you will admit that the work to which 
your son-in-law has devoted the bulk of his fortuneis a 
noble one, For ages to.come the sick and the suffering 
among our townsfolk will bless the name of Whitelaw. 
There is a touching reflection for you, Mr. Carley! And 
really now, your amiable daughter, with an income of 
two hundred per annum—to say nothing of that odd 
thousand pounds which must fall in to her by-and-by on 
Mrs, Tadman’s decease—is left in a very fair position, 
should not have consented to draw up that will, sir, if I 
had considered it an unjust one.” 

“Then there was a wide difference between your no- 
tion of justice and mine,” growled the bailiff; who there- 
upon relapsed into grim silence, feeling that complaint 
was useless. He could no more alter the conditions of 
Mr. Whitelaw’s will than he could bring Mr. Whitelaw 
back to life—and that last operation was one which he 
was by no means eager to perform, 

Ellen herself felt no disappointment ; she fancied, in- 
deed, that her husband, whom she had never deceived 
by any pretense of affection, had behaved with sufficient 

nerosity toward her. Two hundred a year seemed a 
5 anes income to her. It would give her perfect indepen- 
dence and the power to help others, if need were. 


perhaps excusable 
Fy 


CHAPTER XLVII. 
CLOSING SCENES. 


Tr was not until the day of her husband’s funeral that 
Ellen Whitelaw wrote to Mr. Fenton to tell him what had 
happened, She knew that her letter was likely to bring 
him post-haste to the Grange, and she wished his coming 
to be deferred until that last day was over, 

Nor was she sorry that there should be some little 

juse—a_brief interval of ignorance and tranquility—in 
Marian’s life before she heard of her husband’s useless 


to | voyage across the Atlantic, 


She was in sad need of rest of mind and body, and 
even in those few days gained considerable strength, by 
the aid of Mrs. Whitelaw’s tender nursing. 

She had not left her room during the that death 
was in the darkened houxe, and it was only on the morn- 
ing of the funeral that she came down stairs for the first 


Her a) oe had improved wonderfully in that in- 
terval of a little more than a week. 

Her eyes had lost their dim, weary look, the deathly 

r her complexion had given place to a faint 


of 
m. 
But, grateful as she was for her own deliverance, she 
was full of anxiety about her husband. 


I | there was something in the altered face 


Ellen Whitelaw’s vague assurances that all would be 
well, that he would soon be restored to her, wore not 
enough to set. her mind at rest, 

Ellen had not the courage to tell her thetruth, It 
was better that Gilbert Fenton should do that, sho 
thonght. He, who knew all the circumstances of Mr. 
Holbrook’s journey, and the probabilities as to his re- 
tura, would be so much better ableto comfort and re- 
assure his wife, 

“ He will come to-day, I have no doubt,” Ellen said to 
herself on the morning after her husband’s funeral, 

She told Marian how she had written to Mr: Fenton 
on the day before, in order to avoid the agitation of a 
surprise, should he appear at the Grange withont waiting 
to announce his coming. Nor wasshe mistaken as to 
the probability of his speedy arrival, 

It was not long after noon -when there came a loud 
peal of the bell that rang so rarely, Ellen ran herself to 
the gate to admit the visitor, 

She had told him of her husband’s death in her last 
letter, and her widow’s weeds were no surprise to him, 
He was very pale, but very calm. 

“She is well 7?” he asked eagerly. 

“Yes, sir, she is as well as one could look for her to be, 
poor dear, after what she has gone through. But she is 
much changed since last you saw her, You must i 
pare yourself for that, sir. And she is very anxious 
about her husband. 1 don’t know how she'll take it, 
when she hears that he has gone to America,’ 

“Yes, that is a bad business, Mrs, Whitelaw,” Gilbert 
answered gravely, ‘He was not in a fit state of travel, 
unfortunately. He was only just recovering from a 
severe ilJness, and was as weak as a child,” 

“Oh dear! oh dear! But you won’t tell Mrs, Hol- 
brook that, sir?’ 

“T won’t ‘tell her more than I can help; of course I 
don’t want to alarm her, but I am bound to tell her some 
portion of the truth. You did her husband a great 
wrong, you see, Mrs, Whitelaw, when you ee him 
of some share in this vile business, He has shown him- 
self really devoted to her, I thank God that it has proved 
so, And now tell me more about this affair; your letter 
explains so little.” 

“*T will tell you all, sir,”’ 

They walked in the garden for about a quarter of an 
hour before Gilbert went into the house. Eager as he 
was to seo Marian, he was still more anxious to hear full 
seein yo of that foul plot of which she had been made 

@ vi le 

Ellen Whitelaw told him the story very plainly, making 
no attempt to conceal her husband’s ity part in the 
business; and the story being finish she took him 
straight to the parlor where he had seen Marian for the 
first time after her marriage. 

It was a warm, bright day, and all three windows were 
open, Marian was sitting by one of them, with some 
scrap of work lying forgotten in her lap. 

She started up from her seat as Gilbert went into the 
room, and hastened forward to meet him. 

“How good of you to come!” she cried. “And you 
have brought me news of my husband? Iam sure of 
that.’ 

** Yes, dear Mrs, Holbrook—Mrs, Saltram; may I not 
call you by that name now?—I know all, and have for- 
given all, 

“Then you know how deeply he sinned against you, 
and how much he valued your friendship? He would 
never have played so false a part but for that. He could 
not bear to think of being estranged from you,” 

“We are notestranged, I have tried to be angry with 
him; but there are some old ties that a man cannot 
break, He has used me Very ill, Marian, but he ig still 
my friend.” 

His voice broke a little as he uttered the old, familiar 
name. Yes, she was changed, cruelly changed by that 
ordeal of six months’ suffering. 

The brightness of her beauty had quite faded: but 

touched him 
more deeply than the old 

She was dearer, to him, perhaps, in this hour, than she 
had ever been yet, Dearer to him, and yet divided from 
him utterly, now that he professed himself her husband’s 
friend, as well as her own, 

Friendship, brotherly affection, those chastened sen- 
timents which he had fan had superseded all 
Maya footings where eres per. nn by his 

By the passiona ating eager 
longing to clasp that faded form to his he knew 
that he loved her as dearly as on the day when she 
promised to be his wife; that he must love with the 
same measure till the end of his existence. 

‘Thank God for that!” Marian said fy “thank 
God that you are still friends! But day id he not 
come with you to-day? You have told him about me, I 
suppose ?”” 

“Not yet, Marian; Ihave not been able to do that, 
Nor could he come with me to-day, He has left England 
—on a false scent,” : 

And then he told her, in 3 few words, the story of John 
Saltram’s voyage to New York; making very light of the 
matter, and speaking cheerily of his early return. 

“ He will come back at once, of Gourse, when hé finds 
how he has been deceived,” Gilbert said, 

Marian was cruelly distressed by this disappointment. 
she tried to bear the blow bravely, and listened with a 
gentle patience to Gilbert’s reassuring arguments; ‘but 
it was a hard thing to bear, 

“‘He will be back soon, you say,” she said; “but soom 
is such a vague word; and you have not told me when 
he went.” 

Gilbert told her the date of John Saltram’s gated 

e usual 
ovage as ten days, 
‘ork, 8 month 


Gilbert could see that Marian 
on discovering this. n 
“‘ My dear Mrs, Saltram, be reasonable,” he seta gently. 


i 


_ Marian is living and in nd. 


FENTON’S QUEST. 


. ng such a cheat put upon fhim, your husband | 
c ‘ally be anxious to bring your father to some 

ad of reckoning, to extort from ‘the real eecret of 
your fate. He would no doubt stay in New York to do 
this ;,and we cannot tell how diffi the business might 
prove, or how long it would occupy him,” 

“But if he been detained like that, he would 
aoe written to you,” said Marian; ‘and you 
have nothing from him since he left England.” 

“Unhappily, nothing. But he is not the beet corre- 
spondent in the world, you know.” . 

“Yea, yes, I'know Yet, in such a case as this, he 
would surely have written, if he were well.” Her eyes 
met Gilbert's as she said this, She stopped abruptly, 
dismayed by something in his face. 

“You are hiding some misfortune from me,” she cried; 
“T can see it in your face. You have had news of him?” 

“Upon my honor, no, He was not in very strong 
health when he left England, that is all; “and, like your- 
amsious,” 


“Tomy wife I send no message, Sho knows that I 
loved her; but how dear she has been tome in this bitter 
time of separation, she can never know. 

“You will find a bulky MS. at my chambers, in the 
bottom drawer on the right side of my desk. It is my 
Life of Swift—unfinished, as. my ewn life, If, after 
reading it, you should think it worth publishing, as a 
fragment, with my name to it, I should wish you to ar- 
range its publication, I should be glad to leave my 
name upon something.” 

In a stranger’s hand, and upon another sheet offpaper, 
Gilbert read the end of his friend’s history : 

“Srm—I regret to inform you that your friend Mr. Sal- 
tram expired at eleven o’clock last night (Wednesday, 
May 2d), after an illness of a fortnight’s duration, 
throughout which I gave him my best attention as his 
medical adviser, He will be buried in the Cypress-Hill 
cemetery, on Long Island, at his own request; and he 
has left sufficient funds for the necessary expenses, and 
the payment of his hotel-bill, as wellas my own small 
claim against him. 

“ Any surplus which may be left I shall forward to 
you, when these payments have been made. I inclose a 
detailed account of the case for your satisfaction, and 
have the honor to be, sir, yours very obediently, 

“Srnas WARREN, M.D, 

“113 Sixteenth street, New York, 

“May 3,186—.". 


said 


Saltram’s illness, 

After that it was quite in vain to attempt consolation. 
She was very gentle, very patient, troubling him with no 
vain wai and lamentations; but he could see that 
her heart was almost broken. 

He left her at she ppc patlle ee be ene AY Lon- 
a romising to go on to Liverpool ne: y, in order 

Fe bb on the spot 4 await her husband’s return, and to 
send her the earliest possible tidings of it, 

“Your friendship for us has given you nothing but 
trouble and pain,” she said ; ‘‘ but if you will do this for 


This was all. 

And Gilbert had to carry these tidings to Marian. For 
a time he was almost paralyzed by the blow. He had 
loved this man as a brother; if he had ever doubted the 
strength of his attachment to John Saltram, he knew it 
now, 


I shall be grateful to you for the rest of my life,”’ But the worst of all was, that one bitter fact—Marian 
ere was no occasion for that journey to Liverpool, | must be told, and by him, 
When be arrived in London that night, Gilbert Fenton| He went to the Grange next day. Again and 
Mund a letter waiting for him at his Wi t | again that miserable journey he acted over the 
lodgings—a letter with the New York mark, but, egnahicnt was to take place when he came to the end 
not addressed in his friend’s hand, e tore it open | of it—in spite of himself, as it over the 
hurriedly, just a little alarmed by this fact, words he was to say, while Marian’s face rose before him 
His first feeling was one of relief, There wete three Uke a picture, 
Be! sheets of paper in the envelope, and the first| How washeftotellher? ~ 


suppose, 
long and short of it is that he defiesme, He | some ity. ’ > 

tenets 8 wife is in England, and safe, but will} ‘You have come back to rg without ‘him !” she 
admit no more, I have consulted a lawyer here, but it | exclaimed,” “Tell me what happened; tell me at 
seems I can do nothing against him—or n that | once,” 
will not involve a more complicated and p: busi- | He had no time to defer the stroke. 
mess than I have time or lence for. I don’t want this 
wretch to go seot-free. It is evident that he has hatched 
this plot in order 2 an. of his oe. 
‘money, and I have doubt the lawyer Medler is 
in it. 
But of course my first duty, as well as my most ardent 
desire, is to find Marian; and for this purpype I shall 
‘come back to England by the first steamer that will con- 
vey me, leaving Mr. Nowell’s punishment to the chances 

the future. My dear girl’s property, as well as her- 

If, will be best protected by my presence in England.” 
There was @ pause here, and the next paragraph was 

ted two days after, 

“Tf I have strength to come, I shall return by the | mig 
o steamer; but the fact is, my dear Gilbert, Iam 
Yery ill—have been completely prostrate since writing |b 
the above—and a doctor here tells me I must not think 
of the voyage yet awhile.- But I shan’t allow his opinion 
togovernme. IfI can crawl to the steamers which 

arts three days hence, I shall come.” — aui 

Then there was another break, and again the writer 

tonina weak and more gling hand, without 

2. - 
Te ee Gil is nearly a week singe I wrote the last 
es, and I’ye been in bed ever since. I’m afraid there’s 
o hope for me; in plain words, I believe I’m dying, 
To you I leave the duty I am not allowed to perform, 


His face told her 


with a double weight, 
Only the supreme de 


Even during that trying en Wo e Lia & Tore 
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F : ; 
he: was tolerably evident to his mind that Mr. Medler 
or, at any rate, that he had enabled. the pretended Mr, 
Holbrook to obtain a large sum of ready. money with 
greater ease than she could have done had he, as execu- 
es ied scrupulously cunnanding obtain be sei 

on from some more trustw person 6 knew 
Percival Nowell to be. 

Whether these suspicions of Gilbert’s were correct— 
whether the lawyer. -been actually deceived, or had 
willingly lent himself to the furtherance of Nowell’s de- 
sign—must remain unascertained, as well as the amount 
of profit which Mr, Medler may have secured to himself 
by the transaction, 


BY father of hers told me the 
teuth = id ey are etd You will not rest till you 
find her, I know; and you will protect her fortune from 

wretch, God bless you, faithful old friend ! Heayen 
knows how I yearn for the sight of your honest face, ly- 
ing here among strangers, to be buried .in.a.foreign 


iy 


& tacit accomplice in Percival Nowell’s fraud; | 


The poor consolation remained making an attempt 
to get him struck off “the Rolls ;” but when the City 
firm of solicitors in whose hands Gilbert had placed Mrs. 
Saltram’s affairs suggested this, Marian Beret? entreated 
that the man might have the benefit of the doubt as to 
his complicity with her father, and that no effort should 
be made to bring legal ruin u him. 

“There has been enough misery caused by this money 
already,” she said. ‘Let the matter rest. Iam richer 
than I care to be, as it is.” ‘ 

Of course Mr. Medler was not allowed to retain his po- 
sition as executor. 
toin the usual manner, and intervened for the 
protection of Mrs, Saltram’s interests. 


About Nowell’s conduct there was, of course, no doubt; ; 


but after wasting a + good deal of money and troublein 
his pursuit, Gilbe was fain to abandon all hope of 
catching him in the wide regions of the new world. 

It was ined that the woman who had accom- 
panied him in the Oronoco as his daughter was actually 
his wife—a girl whom he had met at some low London 
dancing-rooms, and married within a fortnight of his in- 
troduction to her. 

It is possible that prudence as well as attachment ran 4 
have had something to do with thisalliance, Mr, Now 
knew once united to him in the bonds of holy mat- 
rimony, accomplice of his fraud would have no 
power to give evidence against him, 

The amount which he had contrived tosecure to himself 
by this plot amounted in all to something under four 
thousand pounds, and out of this it may fairly be sup- 
posed that Mr. Medler claimed a considerable percent- 


age, ~ 

The only information that Gilbert Fenton could ever 
obtain from America was, of a shabby swindler arrested 
on Ee es on one of the eee oe hype oc 

whose description correspon pret 
with of Marian’s father. * 

There comes a time for the healing of all griefs. The 
cruel wound closes at last, though the scar, and the bit- 
ter memory of the stroke may remain forever, There 
came a time—some years after John Saltram’s death— 
when Gilbert Fenton had his reward. And if the wo- 
man he won for his wife in these latter days was not 
quite the fresh young beauty he had wooed under the 
walnut trees in Captain Sedgewick’s garden, she was still 
infinitely more beautiful than all other women in his 
eyes ; she was still the dearest and best and brightest and 
purest of all earthly creatures for him, 

In that happy time—that perfect summer and harv 
of his lifes his fondest dreams have been realized, 
He has the home he so often pictured, the children whose 
airy voices sounded in his dreams, the dear face always 
near him, and sweeter than all, the knowledge that he is 
loved almost as he loves, : 

The bitter apprenticeship has been served, and the 
full reward has been gran : 

For Ellen Whitelaw, too, has come the period of com- 
a, and the farmer’s worst fears have been re- 

zed as to Frank Randall's participation in that money 
eiphe inscdderabingty loth to Hawt by Stephen has 

income grudingly le: eb n 
enabled Mr, Randall to begin business as a solicitor ; 
on his own account, in a small town near London, wit 
every apparent prospect of success. ey ae 
Ellen’s home is in easy reach of the riverside villa 
occupied by Mr. and Mrs. Fenton; so is able t 
see her dear Marian as often as she likes; nor is: there 
any gd at the yilla more welcome than this faithful 
frien: : 

‘The half-written memoir of Jonathan Swift was pub- 
lished ; and reviewers, who had nocompunction in prais- 
the the di were quick to recognize the touch of a 
master-hand, the trenchant style of a powerful thinker, 

For the public the book is of no t value; it is 
merely a curiosity of literature; but it % the only monu- 
ment of his own rugged genius which bears the name of 
John Saltram, ae ee 

Poor little Mrs. Branston has not sacrificed all the joys 


and gives pleasant parties which — life the 
great house in Cavendish Square ; en chee. 
feeble star when greater lights are 

last little song or reciting his last little poem for the de- 
light of some small coterie of single ladies not in the first 
bloom of youth; but parties from which Mrs. Pallinson 
keeps aloof ina stern spirit of condemnation, informing 
her chosen familiars that she was never more cruelly de~ 
ceived than in that misguided, ungrateful young woman, 
Adela Branston, — pein x 

[THE END.] . 


The Court of Chancery was appealed» 
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102 Carrra. By Mrs. Oliphant. i abala pale Stee 1 
1083 A Woman Hater. By Charles Reade. 
104 Arter Dark. By Wilkie Collins 1 
105 Harp ma By Charles Dickens .. .... 
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1 The Masked Bride 
ry Hm. By Mrs. Mary 
2 Was aS ove? or, 

HEARTS. By Wm. Mason Turner, 
3 The Girl. Wife. By Bartley f. campbell 
4 A Brave Heart, By Arabella Southworth. ' 
5 ae e ane the Work Girl, 

. Mason Turner, M. D. 
6 Rhe's Secret Marriage. By Sara Claxton. | 
TA a tom of Eve; —< BLINDED BY 

Love. By Mrs. Mary Reed © well 
8 Heart to Heart; or, Far PHyLuis' Love. 
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"s Warp. Bythe author of “Clifton.” 
10 A Pair of Gray Eyes; or, Toe Emer- 
ALD Neckuace. By Rose Kennedy. 
11 Entangled, By Henrietta Thackeray. 
12 His Lawtul Wife; or, Myra, THE YHILD 
or ApopTion.. By Mrs. Ann S. Stephens. 
13 Madcap, the Little Quakeress, By 
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14 Why I Married Him: or, THE Woman 
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15 A Fair Face; or, Our mx THE Wor~Lp. 
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161 ‘Trust er Not; or, Tae True Knyicur. 
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17 Loyal Lover. By A. Southworth. 
18 His I +4) or, Tre ILL-SraRReED MARRIAGE. 
Mrs. Mary Reed Crowell. 
19" ane Broken Betrothal ; or, LOVE VER- 
tx. By Mary Grace Halpine. 

20 ‘Or han Nell, the Orange Girl; or, 
Tre Wrircnes of New York. le Penne. 
2k Now and Forever; or, Way Pe SHE 

Marry Him. By Henrietta Thackera 
22 The Bride of an Actor. By the author 
of * Alone in the World,” ete., ete. 
23 poo Sears or, Way Sue’ Prorosep, By 
24 Her Face Was Her Fortune. By 
Eleanor Blaine. 
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40 modars to erekd By Sara Claxton. 
| 41 Blind Devotion. By Alice Fleming. 
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| 53 Agnes Hope, the mo eae cr, TRE Ro- 
MANCE OF A Rupy Rive. M. Turner, M.D. 


54 One Woman’s nn or, SaveD 
From THE Srreet. By George %. Kaime. 

55 She Did Not Love Him; x“, STooPrine 
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Le Fanu. 
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Marryat. © 
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omas. 
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85 Led Astray. By Octave Feuillet, i 
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By Octave reulllet, ae 
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By Emma Garrison Jones. 
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